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PREFACE.

IN presenting a work of this kind to the public, I am
not unaware of the criticism to which it must be sub-
jected : not only as embodying communications from
enfrarichised spirits, whose memory is still cherished on
earth ; but from the facts contained in its pages, which
will receive a degree of denunciation, ridicule, and un-
belief from a certain class of the public ;—neither do I
present this work with any claim to literary merit, or
finish of style, but as a simple narrative of my expe-
riences a8 & medium for Spiritual Manifestations. In
view, however, of the responsibility I am incurring, I
firmly and unflinchingly rely on the support of those,
who, from long and intimate acquaintance, know me
well, and who have through me receive an impetus (per-
haps the first,) toward that new life, to which all Spiritu-
alists look forward.

Since first presenting myself before the public as a
Spiritual Medium, I have endeavored to keep a correct
diary of the various incidents that have transpired in
the presence of investigators, and from the many tests
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and communications, of which the politeness of my visi-
tors have permitted me to take note, a few are given in
the pages before the reader :—in them are comprised
various developments, all more or less conclusive of the

fact, that we are constantly in the presence of angels,

and daily hold communion with them,

‘Who, that has parted with a father, mother, sister,
wife, husband, or child, but inwardly hopes the loved
one is near ! 'Who, that has seen the dear form of some
cherished being conveyed forever from his sight, but
has yearned to recall it, and in view of the impossiiﬁlity,
has not felt an earnest wish to shake off mortality’s
habiliments, and accompany the heart’s idol to that
kitherto unknown void ?

Frequently, I may say in almost every instan('we, the
withdrawal of some near and valued friend from the
earth sphere, is the first stimulant which impels the
inquirer to ask, ¢ If there be truth in the communion with
our dear departed 7 Next ensues investigation, result-
ing in mitigation of sorrow, and a soothing, happy be-
lief. ’Tis hoped that these pages may aid in some de-
gree to lead to more enlightened views of spiritual
science. :

Each and every one of the facts herein embodied is
laid truly and without exaggeration before the reader ;
and though many of them may now require an undue
amount of credulity to believe, still, I am well satisfied



PREFACE. m

in my own mind, that the future with its unfolding de-
velopments will render these even primary lessons in
the philosophy connected with the two conditions of
life ; as far as regards the signatures appended, they
can all be verified. '

Among the thousands who have visited my table,
(and many have taken a seat thereat, who, on entering
the room, have affirmed their knowledge of the absur-
dity of Spiritual Manifestations,) I cannot call to mind
a score who have not left the apartment more favorabiy
impressed with the truths of Spiritualism than when
they entered ; and I have carefully observed the con-
victions pro and con of each investigating party.

A member of a club would be acoffed at for his belief
in these things, and would patiently submit to the
jokes of his associates, till stung as it were, by their
ignorance, be has solicited my aid, and in a number of
similar instances, the member has informed me, “ He
never heard any more of the tirades, to which before he
had been subjected ; but that all were convinced there
was some unaccountable influence at work.” From this
arises the conclusion, that it is not in that class, who
have investigated Spiritualism, where its denouncers
are found ; but among those, who are either completely
ignorant of its facts, and have no desire to inform them-
selves ; or such, as having obtained manifestations
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through an undeveloped medium, draw hasty conclu-
" sions from the results of a few hours,

As regards media, a variety of opinions, both public
and private, have been advanced, and a multiplicity of
statements have been made. One asserts, that.a per-
son to possess mediumistic powers, must be of a highly.
sanguine temperament ; another, nervous ; a third,
phlegmatic, &c. Again, Mr. A, declares, that the best
mediums are females ; while Mr. B. adjudges the supe-
riority to males ; friend C. affirms, all are mediums ; D.,
however, is positive, he -can detect the mediumistic
capacity by the expression of the eyes, activity of the
pulse, temperature of the extremities, brutt du ceur, etc.,
etc. ; these with many equally frail symptoms, are as-
signed to the public as infallible for diagnosis. All
these, however, by mediums themselves, are known to
be positively absurd, for in hardly two instances of de-
veloped media will be found the same temperament or
lisposition. At onme time the extremities will be ex-
ceedingly warm, the circulation active and full ; at
another a general retardation, and a cool surface will
be the result. This may as well occur in others as me-
diums, and hence no discrimination can be observed ;
the other so-called indications are alike without founda-
tion. A medium is a medium, and what constitutes the
individual such, remains still an unsolved problem.

The physical condition of the mediu:n influences in a
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great degree the manifestations ; if he feel confident,
cheerful, full of vigor, as relates to his bodily health,
the results of the séance are measurably superior ; if
his bodily condition be the contl:ary, an inferior order
of manifestations occur, and as far as a medium solicits
these conditions, so far may he hope for success. I
have attended circles where it required all my strength
of will to counteract certain ill conditions of body ; and
in proportion as I succeeded, so far would be the suc-
cess or failure of my attendance ; again, perfectly well,
bodily and mentally, and a feeling of total indifference,
would eventuate in most satisfactory demonstrations.
As to the direct interference of the medium, he has no
more effect on genuine manifestations than other mem-
hers of the circle, otherwise than placing himself in a
passive, willing and receptive condition, he is as igno-
rant of the mode of Spiritual Manifestations as those
whom he attends.

Well-developed media are seldom deceived by pre-
tending or unprogressed spirits. It is well known, that
each person lives and moves in an atmosphere peculiar
to himself ; thus the social surroundings of a man of
talent and honesty are totally different from those of a
debauché, and so susceptible are many, of these oppo-
site conditions, they easily recognize one from the
other without the use of sight. The genial surround-
ings of the advanced mind render its presence desira~
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ble and pleasing, while the coarse and illiterate are
seldom flattered by a welcome.reception. If we are
thus influenced by persons in the form, may not the

well-developed medium for Spiritual communion easily .

distinguish the characteristics of the intelligence out of
it, that controls him ? This personal attribute is always
very perceptible to me, and I can quite readily discover
the peculiarities of any spirit who may use my organ-
ism. Through this faculty I am rarely deceived or
misled by one spirit representing andther, and this
saves much annoyance and dissatisfaction.

That all are mediums in a greater or less degree, I
have no doubt ; and very little reflection is required on
the part of almost any one to aid them in referring to
some seeming spiritual interference during their lives,
which perhaps they have designated “ providential.”

To develop and enlarge the capacity as a medium,
requires passivity and time, having frequent interviews
with advanced mediums, likewise greatly assists spirits
in their efforts to control the physical. Next to the aid
received from others may be added regular sittings by
one’s-self, passivity, withdrawing the mind from earthly
cares, and (though intent on the object to be attained)
throwing the mental powers into space, if I may so ex-
press myself, and inwardly beseeching more light, are
the essentials for the desired end.

I have known many, who deepaired of becoming me-
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diums, pursue this course, and be surprised at their
success. A few weeks or months of daily sittings in
this manner, for about half an hour at a time, will effect
the longed-for object. 'Tis true, it may tax the pa-
tience, produce ennui, but will any one earnestly desir-
ing such a result, deem even years of daily sittings ua-
compensated for, when so glorious an attainment may
be the happy reward ?
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MYSTIC HOURS.

CHAPTER I.

BanLy Reminiscences, Susceptibility of Father to spiritual influences and
irapressions. Spirit visitation. Lizsie’s introduction to the second life.
Manifestation and prediction by Father of the death of & number of the
family. His devotion to hischild. ¢ All hands on deck,” and fulfillment
of his own prophecy. Somnambulism. Visit to the State of New York.
Advent of the Rochester Knockings. Removal from Kingsborough to
Pleasant Square. First and unsuccessful attempt at forming circles
“No room.” Return to Boston. Thanksgiving. My first introduction
to the mysteries of Spiritualism. Clerk. My first communication. Be-
lief established. Mother’s message. *‘ Who is the medium 7"’ Business
matters of seeondary importance. My first seance. Ground and lofty
tumbling. Retirn to New York. :

“Thou! whose thought hast no blest home above,
Captive of earth! And canst thou dare to love?

To nurse such feelings, as delight to rest :
Within that hallowed shrine—a parent’s breast, ¢
To fix each hope, concentrate every tie,

On one frail idol—destined but to die,

Yet mock the faith, that points to worlds of light,
‘Where sever'd souls made perfect, reunite.”

I was ushered into existence January 27th, 1835,
in the city of Boston, State of Massachusetts :
scarcely was I eighteen months old, when my mo-



18 MYSTIC HOURS.

ther passing into the spirit world, consigned me to
the care of an aunt, who well provided for my tem-
poral wants, until I was blessed with a step-mother.
I say blessed, for (unlike the generality of step-
dames) mine was kind and affectionate, and in all
things seemed to entertain for me the same maternal
feelings she evinced for her own offspring. Thus -
happily situated in this important domestic relation,
my morning of life glided peaceably away with little
to relate that can interest my readers, save that as
. far back as my childish reminiscences extend, me-
mory points to manifestations, similar to those re-
cognized at the present day as spiritual. A few of
these early experiences of a life, fraught with some
of the most extraordinary coincidences of a spiritual
character, that have ever marked the pathway of
any believer in the beautiful faith of spirit com-
munion, it may not be inappropriate. to introduce at
this stage of my narrative.

Before entering on a statement of facts and occur-
rences, it may perhaps be well to mention that
father was greatly disposed throughout his life to a
credence in omens, warnings, and dreams ; he would
frequently affirm that he saw disembodied forms
passing and repassing about our residence, and with
him “ coming events seemed to cast their shadows
before,” for often would he foretell what to others
was buried in obscurity, and rarely did the circum-
stances by him predicted fail to tramspire. From
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this digression I will now turn to some facts which
strongly impressed my juvenile mind.

On one occasion, while a young lady in our family
lay seriously ill with small-pox, there. came three
loud raps on her bedroom door. Father immediate-
Iy opened the door, but no one was to be seen in its
vicinity. Scarcely 'had he resumed his seat ere a
repetition of the raps recalled him, and with the
same result ; he then predicted the death of our
young friend, and on the same night her spirit bade
adien to the suffering body, and joined her angel
friends in their blest abode. :

In November, 1846, Lizzie, my youngest sister,
was summoned to exchange her temporal for her
spiritual home. This was a bitter trial to us all,
but especially so to father, and to his grief for this
darling of his heart, we mainly attributed his illness
and death, which followed closely on our bereave-
ment. Ere removing the loved form of this cherish-
ed child to the last dwelling-place of mortality, and
while our family were assembled in the room, where
lay all that was left of our mourned and lost one,
the latch of the hall-door was gently raised three
times. Father opened it—no one was there ; he re-
turned to his seat ; the manifestation was repeated ;
he rose hastily, and again opened the door, but to
find no clue to the cause of the effect. At this mo-
ment a young man in fathers employment, fell
from his chair in a fuinting fit ; this increased our
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already state of nervous excitement. Robert, how-
ever, soon revived, but was quite incapable of ac-
counting for the strange sensation that produced his
insensibility.

On the young man’s recovery, we relapsed into
silence, which, however, was shortly broken by an
exclamation from father, an exclamation which
(child as I was) thrilled through my soul at the
time, and will remain engraven on memory’s page
so long as life’s fitful fever lasts. ¢ Mother,” said
he, ¢ there will be another death in this family be-
fore the end of two weeks ; God grant it may be I.”
Our little one was placed in the vault beneath Christ
Church, and the ensuing week father was taken ill
with typhus fever. During his illness, I was one
evening sitting by the fire-place in his room, when
suddenly raising himself up in bed, and pointing at
the clock that hung over its foot, he exclaimed—
¢¢All hands on deck!” George, where are you ?”
(I must here remark, that my father was a seafaring
person.) As he pointed to the clock, the weight
gave way, broke through the bottom of the clock,
and fell on the bed, leaving the hands pointing at a
quarter to néne. From this moment he never utter-
ed another word, but, precisely at the same hour on
the following evening, he breathed his last. On the
night of father’s death, being of a somnambulic ten-
dency, I got up in my sleep, raised a two-story
window, and climbing partly out, seated myself on
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the sill. Mother hearing the noise, inquired who
was there, and simultaneously with her voice the
window fell, striking me across the thighs, which
produced the usual uproar of a boy in such a pre-
dicament. I was soon rescued from my perilous
situation, and replaced in bed. And what has the
falling of a window to do with your spiritual expe-
rience ? says the reader. To me they are closely
connected, for I have no doubt that my spirit friends
caused it to fall. Might not that father, who had
so recently left his earthly tenement, and whose af-
fections would naturally hover around those from
whom he had so lately parted, have seen the danger
of the child, whose name was almost the final word
he uttered on earth, and have resorted to this phy-
sical manifestation to save him from the certain de-
struction which would have followed his being pre-
cipitated into the street ? This at all events is my
view of it, and to me ’tis far more natural than to
suppose that a parent who, when in the earthly
form, had ever exerted himself for the welfare of his
family, should, on changing his sphere, have sud-
denly become an inert being, either incapable of as-
sisting or indifferent about helping those whom, but
a few days previously, he had so tenderly and watch-
fully guarded. Father's body was placed by little
Lizzie’s, and I left an orphan.

Soon after I started for the West in company with
Mr. L. D. Nickerson, in whose family I was a resident
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at the advent of the famous “Rochester Knockings.”
Mr. Nickerson was a firm progressionist, and al-
lowed no opportunity to pass unheeded, in which he
could investigate any new principle, were it ever so
obscure or unpopular. Well do I remember his
reading in the New York Tribune the first notice of
these manifestations, and the long discussions that
ensued on the subject between his brother-in-law
and himself. The topic involved Salem witchcraft;
what old ladies had seen, heard, and related. The
dinner-table was the place of conference, and while
we fed the material form with what Mrs, N. declared
to be ““too good for poor folks,” we had every op-
portunity of learning and digesting whatever of a
spiritual nature was advanced by the public press.
I mist confess that so much discussion upon a sub-
ject closely connected as it was with a dark room,
had no little effect upon me, especially when I was
called upon to encounter night without light ; and
upon such occasions my mouth would involuntarily
pucker itself up and whistle to keep the ghosts
away, though in the day time I was very eager to
hear and know more of these things, for my childish
years had been connected in a greater or less degree
with phenomena similar to what was transpiring at
Rochester. .

The Nickerson family now removed from Kings-
borough to Pleasant Square, in the immediate
neighborhood of the Brown family, who were rela-
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tives of Mr. N,, and I accompanied them. . -The
Browns being more or less famous for their iade-
pendent way of thinking, were (as is usual in sec-
tarian communities,) selected as the subjects of
prayer, exhortation, criticism, &c., &c. There was
an excellent opportunity for forming circles, and
Mr. Brown having become au fait at the business in
consequence of his perusal of A. J. Davis’s works,
wasd chosen as the prime mover in the attempt to
establish communication with the spheres. Ac-
cording to Mr. Brown the spirit circle must consist
of twelve persons, six males and six females, alter-
nated around the table, with the right hand of each '
upon the left hand of his neighbor’s ; forming a circle
like the above, the party gathered round a large
cherry table, and waited patiently for Aours in hopes
to hear a rap, or perceive a movement, either men- -
tal or physical. I was not allowed to join the party
—the required number being made up of older heads
than myself—but upon condition that I would not
breathe a word, I was permitted to sit in one corner
of the room, and be a disinterested looker on. Night
after night, hour after hour, did these disciples of
the new faith strive to produce some sign of intelli-
gence from the inanimate table, the slightest creak
of which would bring forth from the grave face of
Mr. Brown—¢ Is there any spirit present ?”” After
which all would again be silent ; the table remain-
ing as taciturn as those around it. After repeatedly
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unsuccessful efforts, it was unanimously concluded
that'there was no medium in the party, for at no
time was I allowed to take a seat at the table, be-
cause ‘“there was no room.” Spiritual publiac-
tions were in general circulation in the neigh-
borhood of Pleasant Square; and the Browns were
thus kept in constant excitement on the subject of
the Spirit Rappings.

Having made the requisite arrangements with Mr.
N.,—1I, in the fall of 1850, determined on revisiting
my native city, from which T had been absent about
three years ; so bidding farewell to friends and asso-
" ciates, I started from Pleasant Square with all the
glee and joy that ever accompany youthful anticipa-
tions, and in due time reached the old homestead on
the eve of New England’s great festival, Thanks-
giving Day. Kind and affectionate was the greeting
I received from my- good step-mother ; noisy and
jovial the meeting with my younger relatives, which
salutations over, we repaired to our snug little par-
lor, there to partake of that cup, which cheers with-
out inebriating. Of course the various scrapes and
adventures that had been mine since launching my
bark on the ocean of life were narrated, intermingled
with the usual amount of question and reply ; thus
sped the hours till that old clock, which had once
been the medium for announcing a deep and heavy
affliction, notified the hour for retiring, and feign
were all to seek in the arms of Morpheus that repose
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which the excitement of the last few hours had ren-
dered to both old and young.’

The following morning, after doing ample justice
to a substantial breakfast, I sallied forth to visit
former neighbors and acquaintances,which act of duty
or politeness, (term it which you like,) was but parti-
ally accomplished when the hour drew nigh of partak-
ing the gobbler, (who but a few hours before had been
parading the barn-yard, with all the solemnity of a
dignified twrkey, but who now lay prostrate on a
dish, and a subject for dissection,) together with
pumpkin pies and the other dainties of a New
England Thanksgiving dinner, for you must know,
dear reader, that mother’s ideas about hours
were of the primeval order, one of her maxims be-
ing—

‘“ Early to bed and early to rise,

Makes one healthy, wealthy and wise.”
And in accordance with this idiosyncrasy, the time
for dinner was never later than 1 o’clock p. m., where
she reigned lady paramount. Thanksgiving Day,
however, like all others, must have an end ; so this
likewise sank into the lap of eternity. After two
weeks devoted to fun, frolic, and hilarity, I began
to turn my thoughts to business, and soon succeeded
in obtaining the situation of clerk in a mercantile
establishment. Subsequent to this, while sitting at
home one evening, mother proposed that we should
go and witness some of the spirit manifestations,
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than which no suggestion could have been more ac-
ceptable to me. We sallied forth and sought the
residence of Mrs, ; after a due introduction,
and while in conversation with this lady, there was
heard a loud sound overhead, as if some child had
fallen., This somewhat startled me ; Mrs. , Bee~
ing my alarm, assured me “’twas only the spirits,”
which I was bound to believe only as far as my cre-
dulity extended. It was this lady’s daughter who
was the medium ; she was engaged at the time we
called. Making an appointment for nine o’clock,
we left and whiled away the intermediate period
by strolling through the streets. "At the designated
hour we returned, and found a young lady, of genteel
and prepossessing appearance, awaiting us. On en-
tering, she requested that we would be seated. We
complied, and after a silence of about five minutes,
the medium propounded something like the follow-
ing questions :

Are there any spirits present ? ('I'hree raps,
signifying ¢ yes,” answered.)

‘Will the spirit spell its name ? (Three raps.)

By the alphabet ? (Three raps.)

The letters of the alphabet were then called over,
and the following name spelt, by a rap being given
when the correct letter was mentioned.

ALEXANDER.

Is that the friend of any person in the circle ? was

the next inquiry ; to which an affirmative answer
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was given, and also was added, “ that it was a friend
of mine ;” upon which I asked the questions which
follow :—

Will you give your relationship to me? By the
alphabet. FATHER.

Will my father tell his age at the time of his de-
cease ? 37 years.

The length of time he has been in the spirit
world ? Four years.

In what month did you die? I am not dead.

I mean the month of your departure from earth.
November. '

Will my father ‘write through the medium to me ?
No, but there are others who will.

Will you give the name ? Mary.

‘What is Mary’s relationship to me ? MoTHER.

‘Will you, mother, tell me my age when you left
me ? 18 months.

Will you, dear mother, write for me through the
hands of the medium ? Yes.

The following communication was then given,
purporting to come from my deceased parent :

My DEAR MorTAL SON—

A mother leans over thee in love ; long have I
watched thee in the blossom ; with many anxious
mortal feelings did I nourish thee when an infant ;
with a mother’s love did I rock the cradle of thine
infancy. T am still the same. My parental feelings
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are growing stronger, a3 I see thee wandering
o’er life's path. A guardian mother’s love shall
maintain thee in all thy ways, and when duty calls
thee to become a laborer in the vineyard, then shall
a parent’s heart rejoice in forwarding progress to thy
soul. In all thy mortal ways, remember that an
eye frem heaven scans thy actions ; fear to do wrong,
my son, and thus assist the flow of happiness to a
spirit mother’s soul. I will be ever near thee, and,
as my spirit accompanies thee through life, may I
find thee often where thou canst receive the advice
and counsel of thy spirt mother, Mary.

Mother, shall I ever be a medium ? Yes! yes!
yes !

Will you tell me what kind of medium ?° Rap-
ping, tipping, writing.

How soon ? Six weeks, by sitting once a day,
ten minutes each day.

Have you any other communication ? No !

The above is a correct copy of my first sitting for
Spiritual Manifestations. Every iota is correctly
stated, and deep was the impression it made on my
mind. I had now witnessed for myself that upon
which the public print had, since 1849, been lavish
in ridicule. ’Tis almost unnecessary to add, that
so much was I taken up with this mysterious sub-
ject, not only every evening, but one, two, and even
three o’clock sometimes in the morning, would find
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me seated at a small stand listening for raps. One
evening, when as usual, I had been ’sitting at the
stand, with my wonted intensity of feeling, I found
myself propelled, as it were, towards A—— Place.
On arriving there I found that the medium had gone
to the museum. What was I to do? ¢ Come,”
said I at last to Mrs. ——, “let us go up to the
table and see what we cando.” To this proposition
she with much kindness acceded ; up stairs, there-

fore, we went, and taking our seats at the table, en-
deavored to invoke the presence of our angel friends.

We had sat silently for about half an hour, when
tiny raps, (such as have so frequently sent an elec-
trical thrill through the anxious hearts of investiga-
tors) greeted my ears. Great was my delight, for
notwithstanding the absence of Miss ——, there was
a possibility we might have some manifestations ;
the raps coming louder and louder, I was somewhat
suspicious of Mrs. ——, and questioned her on the
subject. She plead not guilty to the charge, but said
she thought I was making them, which having de-
nied, and each of us thus becoming satisfied of the
integrity of the other, we proceeded to mterrogate
the commumcatmg intelligence.

‘Which of us is the medium through whom these
sounds are produced 7 The alphabet being used, I
found to my inexpressible pleasure that I was the
instrument. This séance continued till late in the
evening, and I returned home overjoyed at my pros-
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pects of mediumship. Even after retiring to bed I
could hear tiny raps, and long I lay mentally ques-
tioning father on the results of my future in this
new cause. 1 had become a decided spiritualist;
every'moment some idea connected with this all-
absorbing theme was floating through my brain ; that

,#ny dear father could and would influence me, was a
source of ineffable delight. My soul seemed ‘to over-
flow with love to him, and to do a premeditated
wrong was impossible.

While sitting in my employer’s store I would
often place my hand on the counter, and it would
slowly move; so deeply interested was I in this
involuntary motion, that customers coming in, and
seeing no clerk nor any one to attend to their wants,
would pass again into the street. Occasionally I
became conscious of their presence ere they had
wholly emerged from the store and recalled them.
Once, while luxuriating in one of those deep reve-
ries, to which I had become subject, I was surprised
by the sonorous voice of Mr. ——, exclaiming in
pretty loud notes—* George, are you asleep ?”” This
was to me a startling material manifestation, and
brought me for a time, at all events, to a full sense
of the realities of my surroundings. I was dispatch-
ed to the bank, and on coming back to the store,
was blessed with g lecture, which, for a few days,
effectually checked my propensity for musings and
manifestations during business hours, but none the
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less did I continue my nightly and solitary sittings
with patience and perseverance.

Winter was gliding into spring, and as each day
rolled on, I could perceive wonderful progress in my
mediumship. The raps were louder and louder, and
my hand was ever and anon moved with great vio-
lence. Having acquaintances in Sun Court Street,

-I visited them one Sunday morning, and as it had
reached their ears, that I was a medium, a circle
was formed, and to my utter astonishment the table
began to tip. Here was a new phase, and my grati-
fication (nay, I should more pertinently term it my
rapture,) was almost uncontrollable, especially when
I saw a large, heavy man, in his attempts to hold
the table, thrown violently on the floor. A peal of
laughter was elicited from the whole circle at wit-
nessing the overthrow of this ponderous specimen of
mortality, in his efforts to contend against spirits.
With a merry and thankful heart did 1, after the
close of this my initiatory circle, walk home to our
dwelling ; and after a night of ‘rosy dreams and
slumbers light,” awoke the next morning, and with
renewed buoyancy of spirit started for my employer’s
store. After this I held circles once a week in Sun
Court Street, but neither being very powerful as a
medium, nor having much time, my séances at public
places were few. -The day approached when in the
fulfillment of promises I must return to Pleasant
Square ; on apprising my Boston employer of my
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intentions, he strenuously urged that I should re-
main with him ; but, ineffectually, for the spirits
had emphatically announced to me that go I must,
and after that, all the powers of earth combined in
one great tongue of persuasion would not have moved
me ; so once again taking my departure from the
city of the Puritan fathers, I was soon whirled
away by the Worcester Rail Road towards Pleasant
Square.
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CHAPTER II.

* Return to Western New York. Whence cometh news, have the winds:
wings? Recepttbn by Mr. Brown. * Might as well keep the winds from
blowing.” . First circle in Pleasant Square. Complimentary concert to
Mr. Bissell. Doubts removed. Coadjutor to the Spirits. Facts for the
clergy to digest. Miles Brown and the nutmeg. The Rapping Wagon.
Mundane manifestations at Gloversville. Rappers discomfited. ¢ Caya-
dutta House.” First seance in Johnstown. Truth outdone. A Pedlar’s
contribution. Defeat of the vender and his publio recantation. Satis-
factory termination of our labors. Circles at Orin Brown’s. Visit to
Amsterdam. Second appearance of Ann Merrick. Skepticism illustrated.
John Pyoper. Mrs. Shepherd in search of a medium. Directions follow-
ed and successful issue. Bacheldersville. Return home. Circle at Ad-
dison Phelp’s. Night of adventures with Ann. Miles's fear and de-
claration. ,

. ¢ Every soul has partisans above,
) And every thought a criticin the skies.”

Ar the close of the day on which I left Boston, I
arrived at Western New York, and engaged lodgings
at the Cayadutta House ; while sitting in the re-
ception room of the hotel, a young man entered,
whom I at once recognized as my old friend Thomas
Porter. He immediately accosted me thus,  How
do you do, George ? I understand you have become
one of those ¢ Spirit Rappers,” how is it ? anything
in it, eh 1” “ Not much,” said I, for I was somewhat
fearfl.ll least my hitherto gt;tablished reputation for
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uprightness and honesty, should be blighted by such
a report, 8o I forthwith turned the conversation to
other items of interest ; and he, after entering into
an interesting relation of various balls, parties, &c.,
withdrew to the bar-room to smoke, while I fell into
the following reverie—‘ How came he to know I
was & medium ? I have not written & word on the
subject to any one ; scarcely any even of my most
intimate friends in Boston are aware of it, then how
has he found it out ?” After cogitating over this
for a considerable time, on my acquaintance re-en-
tering the room, I interrogated him as to the source
of his valuable information relative to my medium-
ship ; his replies were anything but satisfactory—he
had learned it from some one who had heard it from
anotlrer some one, and so on, and 8o on. Thus des-
pairing of ever reaching the originator of the news,
I relinquished my inquiries, and feeling some com-
punction at my apparent denial, I retracted the
equivocation, and candidly admitted that I was a
medium, but, that my manifestations being for my-
self alone, it would be useless asking me to have
any exhibition of them. ¢ Well |” said he, drawing
a long sigh, “the devil has a mortgage on your
soul.” Not wishing to enter into an argument, I
allowed him to enjoy his opinion, without any very
particular response. Remaining at Johnstown,
two or three days, I resumed my journey in the direc-
tion of the original point of destination, and in due
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course of time found myself at the mansion of Mr.
D. Brown. Kindly was I welcomed back by the old
lady and her daughter ; and not less friendly was
my reception by Mr. B. After shaking me heartily
by the hand, his first words were, ‘ Then you have
become a medium, George. Well, I always said the
Lord would not forget this end of the world, and he
has now blessed it by developing you as a medium.”
This remark led to the following dialogue :—

¢ But how did you know I was a medium ?”

“H. A. Parsons told me.”

“But I have never said I was, But, Mr. B,, if
you will promise never to speak of me as a Spirit
Rapper, I will sit for your family to-night. I am a
medium, but shall never exercise my powers in a
spiritual direction while in Pleasant Square.”

.“You may a8 well try to keep the winds from
blowing as try to keep these things from the public.
Come out manfully and face the music,” said he.

“Others,” T added, ““are more capable of facing
the music than I. However, we will have our circle
to-night, and it will be the first and the last, de-
pend upon it.”

In anticipation of the promised circle, Mr. Brown
(with his wonted zeal in the cause) invited a number
of friends, and the evening found us sitting round a
large dining table in the parlor, and the query was
proposed. ¢ Well, Mr. Redman, what shall we do
first 7 ¢ Keep away excitement,” was my reply.
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All now sat perfectly mute for about ten minutes ;
presently a slight ticking was plainly heard upon the
table. Each anxious ear was stretched to its utmost
capacity, when I told them those were the raps.
Questions were asked, and the alphabet was called
for by the usual signal. The word “THEDA”
was spelt, which was the name of Mr. Brown’s
mother. This gave rise to great excitement, each
person wishing to obtain a communication from the
spirit. Altogether, the evening passed off wonder-
fully well and satisfactorily to all ; and here com-
menced an era in my life. Had my future been then
foretold, I should have been as skeptical, with regard
to the truth of the prediction, as Thomas was to the
belief in the reality of Christ’s resurrection.

Circles began to multiply in every direction,
and the reverend clergy to stare with wonder at the
daring presumption of those who professed to com-
mune with ghosts. Every evening was devoted to .
convincing and converting the heathen ; the Brown
family all soon became believers, and from them
branched out influences of much importance, where-
by many were brought into the fold of reason and
truth. .

During these investigations there occurred an in-
stance of spirit power worth relating, which although
it may excite the laughter of my readers, was calcu-
lated to produce feelings of a more serious nature in
those who were participators in the sceme, Mr.
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George Bissell, a Jonah among the converted, and a
great impediment to the progress of certain individ-
uals, was compelled by the circumstance to change
his tone on the subject of manifestations from an
exceedingly sharp key note to that of a double flat ;
but to my story. One evening I went to the house -
of Mr. Brown, and on entering his parlor found Mr.
Bissell seated alone by the stove. On perceiving me,
he, with a cold look and in a sarcastic tone, inquir-
ed, “ How are the spirits ?” I made no reply to
this inhospitable reception, so he next exclaimed,
% Come, George, let us go and see what the devil
will do for us.” Without uttering a word, I took a
light and accompanied him into an adjoining room,
where, after turning the key in the door to prevent
interruption, we seated ourselves at a table. Soon,
loud raps were heard, sucéeeded by a call for the al-
phabet. Pointing to the letters, the name of Ann
Merrick was spelt. This Ann had been, when on
earth, an Irishservant ata public institution in Ohio,
and had become quite notorious since leaving the.
form for her noisy manifestations ; aware of this, as
soon as she announced herself, I cried, ¢ Begone !”
but Mr. B. exclaimed, ¢ No, Ann, you're a good
girl; go on with your concert, give us something in-
teresting, kick up Jack, and break things.” The
table instantly rose about four feet from the floor and
came down with a sudden crash, bouncing the wick
of the lamp into the oil, and leaving our skeptical
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friend and the writer in total darkness ; here was a
predicament. The table now began to tip, the
. chairs to fly, the sofa to dance, and & book was

pitched at the cranium of our friend, which caused
him to cry out, ‘“hold I” but no; every movable ar-
ticle seemed to have wings. Mr. B., in endeavoring
to find egress, in the confusion, fell overa chair, and
as he suddenly ceased speaking I screamed aloud for
some one to open the door. A gentleman in the
family, hearing the noise, came to our rescue, but
found the door firmly fastened and ingress impossible.
He called for us to unlock it. Mr. B.shouted from
within, ¢ No, sir, burst it in.” The tumult increas-.
ing, our rescuing friend pressing with all his weight
against the door, the lock was forced off, when he
entered with a lamp and the confusion ceased. 1
arose from & corner of the room, where I had been
defending myself with a chair ; but my friend was
no where visible. In a short time, however, his head
was seen emerging from under the sofa, and while
he was extricating the remnant of his person, he
cried, ¢ My God, let me out of this.” Seeking the
chair he had occupied when he challenged Ann to the
combat, and resting his head on his hand he express-
ed the utmost satisfaction, giving vent to his feelings
in these words : ‘““No power on earth could have
made me believe what my eyes have seen and my
head felt this night.” Never, from this evening,
was he heard to utter a distrustful word of our holy
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cause, but was ever after a zealous vindicator of its
facts and truths. Thus was a victory gained over
one stubborn soul.

I was counselled by friends, both in and ouf of
the mortal body, to devote my time entirely to the
work of Spiritualism ; my spirit guardians promising
not only to assist me themselves, but to send some
worthy friends to my aid. Shortly after this, as I
was sitting alone one evening, Mr. Miles Brown en-
tered my apartment, and proposed to me to accom-
pany him on a * tour of truth,” as he designated the
contemplated journey ; to this, after a consultation
with our spirit friends, I agreed, and in consequence
took up my abode with him in the character of coadju-
tor, in the hands of ourangel friends for Spiritual Man-
ifestations. The excitement on the subject, in the
neighboring towns, was immense ; every old woman
had some wonderful tale to relate about ghosts and
hobgoblins. Humbug, jugglery, electricity, evil
spirits, and the witch of Endor, constituted the
themes of Sunday discourses. Well, even in this
way, Spiritualism was doing a good work, for public
preaching had become stale and monotonous, and byt
scattering among the flock some inklings of truth,
it was bidding the dormant shepherds cease slum-
bering, and * trim their lamps.” Even while the
condemnations were being fulminated from the pul-
pits, Mr. Brown continued to investigate, in the most
scrutinizing manner, all relating to this mighty won-
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der. Being a Connecticut Yankee, he was well cal-
culated to give a fair trial to this seemingly new
nutmeg. He was also a confirmed infidel ;, his only
life was the present ; his only reward the enjoyments
of the passing hour. To be convinced of émmortal-
ity, was to him a serious and momentous matter ;
one may then be well assured every stone was turned
under which the shadow of the most trivial doubt
could rest of the Spiritual origin of these occur-
rences. ’Twas not long before Mr. Brown declared
his conviction, and came out a noble monument ol
spirits’ erection.

Mr. Brown, perfectly satisfied that these manifes-
tations proceeded from an intelligence no longer
clothed in the garb of mortality, bent his every
thought to the dissemination of their facts and
truths. He possessed a fine horse, and comfortable
wagon, that, from the use to which it was now con-

stantly devoted, received the cognomen of the Rap-

ping Wagon. Day after day was he seen, attended
by my humble self, traveling over mountains; and
through valleys, strenuously endeavoring to impart
to others the light which he had received. So con-
spicuous had we become, that we were frequently
saluted by the pedestrians, whom we encountered,
with the remark, “ There go the Rappers!” If we
ventured forth, on this our work of brotherly love, on
the Sabbath, it was generally our fate to meet the
returning church-goers. Mr. Brown was wont to say
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on these occasions, * Do they dismiss those Gospel
shops on our approach, or do we only happen to
meet their contents 7  Whichever of these ideas
was the correct one, we continued our diurnal cir-
cuit, and each hour the desire to witness the wonder-
ful phenomena seemed to increase, circles were
formed in all directions, and mediums were constant-
ly being devéloped.

One day we journeyed to Gloversville, about two
miles from Pleasant Square. The community here
being very orthodox, it was somewhat difficult to
collect a circle ; ultimately, however, a few persons
assembled for the purpose at the house of Mr. Case.
Scarcely were we seated at a table when our ears
were assailed by some boisterous manifestations from
the outside of the house. It had become known
that the Rappers were to hold a meeting, in conse-
+ quence of which, a number of riotous young men,
(who, from the serenade they vouchsafed, it was not
uncharitable to conclude were more capable of real-
izing the Pandemonium, about which their clergy
preach, than the condition of the heavenly visitors,
who, probably, would have spoken through me) had
clubbed together, and arming themselves with brick-
bats, 4in horns, clappers, &c., &c., had marched to
the house where we were, for the purpose of break-
ing up the circle, which they effectually did ; for on
seeing the state of affairs, my friend and self sought
the far-famed wagon, and directed our course home-
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ward. Reports were rife the next day that the Rap-
pers had been discomfited in their efforts to humbug
the wise community of Gloversville. Not one was
to be found fearless enough to give a correct' state-
ment of the case ; so temporarily the cause seemed
to wane, .

My good friend, Mr. Brown, was not one easily
daunted or discouraged, so he resolved to visit Johns-
town. Thither, therefore, we proceeded, and took
lodgings at the Cayadutta House. The proprietor
of this hotel and his family having already investi-
gated, to some extent, were interested in our efforts
to sow the seeds of truth. The news of our arrival
at the Cayadutta drew crowds of persons there. To-
wards the close of the day, Mr. Brown succeeded in
forming a circle, composed of twelve of the village
magnates. After all were seated and in readiness, he
informed me that I was about presenting myself be-
fore some of the Solons of Johnstown. In no way -
dismayed at the intelligence, I commenced elbowing
my way through the multitude that thronged the
hall and stairway ; and having gained the door of
the room where the séance was to be held, I entered
and became subjected to the scrutinizing gaze of M.
D’s. and others. Taking my seat, in a few moments
a spirit, cleiming to be Daniel Webster, communi-
cated ; whether it was really New England’s great
Literary Colossus or not, was for the circle to deter-
mine ; but this much I know, that the communica-
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ting intelligence found no difficulty in astonishing
and confounding the conclave there assembled. One
of the party (Dr. Johnson) was favored by having
the name of a recently departed friend selected ; he
asked for some undoubted test of her presence, to
which she responded by writing him a communica-
tion, and sketching a human leg, across which was
placed a saw. “ Surely, there is some truth in this,”
said the Doctor ; * the drawing is as good a test as
one could well wish.” He then gave the circle an
account of what caused the departure from the form
of his. communicating friend, which was in substance
as related below, and which, coupled with the dia-
gram, was as decided a test of genuine spmt presence
as could be desired.

¢ A short time since,” said Dr. Johnson, “I was
(in company with another surgeon,) called upon to
amputate the leg of Mrs. The operation was
a severe one, and notwithstanding our utmost care,
the patient survived it but a few days.” Other in-
cidents connected with the occurrence, which were
known to none present, save Dr. J. and the commu-
picating intelligence, were likewise given. These
few tests seemed to harmonize the circle, and a
unanimous impression,  that there was something
in it,” to pervade the assembly. Interrogatories be-
came general, and continued so till about ten o’clock,
when, feeling fatigued, I withdrew from the table
and took a seat on a sofa, in another part of the
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room ; the rest of the party remained in their origi-
nal places, for the purpose of ascertaining if there were
not some medium present exclusive of myself. Dyr-
ing this time, raps were frequent on the sofa, but none
came on the table. After sitting about half an houy,
they were preparing to leave, when their attention
was arrested by the desired sounds ; instantly re-
seating themselves, they commenced asking ques-
tions, at the same time casting glances at me, as if
to say, “ You can be dispensed with.” ~The raps
gseemed to emanate from & friend of Mr. F., but up-
on questions of identification being put, no satis-
faction could be obtained. While this was going on,
I understood, from impression, that there was some
person or persons who were trying to play the spir-
itual at the expense of their friends’ credulity ; no
word, however, did I utter, but left them to manage
their own affairs as best they could.

The deceiver, having closed his performance, rose
from his chair, and in no measured terms denounced
me a8 & humbug, and the whole philosophy a pal-
pable fraud upon the public ; he declared to his
listeners, that the raps were made with the toe of
the boot against the table leg, and, hence, that any
one with a pair of boots could become a medium.
The strong evidence of spirit presence, that had been
received through me, was totally disregarded, and
the learned harness maker, with the unbridled
tongue, was patted on the shoulder, and assured that

~
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“he could outdo Redman.” As these savans de-
scended to the lower sitting-room, they found quite
a crowd of persons collected around a pedlar, who
had taken lodgings for the night at the Cayadutta.
Understanding that there was an exhibition of necro-
mancy or spirit-rapping, (for in his mind, at that
time, the terms were synonymous) going forward
in the room above, he had voluntered a display of
lis knowledge of the occult science. ¢ Here are your
spirits,” ejaculated he, flourishing a broom over his
own head, and the heads of the bystanders within
his reach ; then taking his seat, he began his feats
by causing the broom (when commanded by his
voice,) to stand erect, or bow to any point of the
compass designated by his excited audience. He
likewise assured his listeners, that there was as much
mystery in that broom as there was in the spirits ;
for he had investigated Spiritualism, and had found
it as empty as a broken bottle. I gazed at this per-
formance with as much surprise as any one present,
and could not avoid thinking that every righteous
movement of our angel visitors to enlighten man-
kind, seemed doomed to be thwarted and overthrown
by undeveloped spirits.

Friend Brown and myself, weary with the day’s ex-
citement, now sought a place of rest, in hopes that
“tired nature’s sweet restorer, balmy sleep” would,
with downy pinion, light upon our pillows and recu-
perate our powers for whatsoever the coming day
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might bring forth. Ere, however, dropping into for-
getfulness of the world and its cares we were greet-
ed by loud and frequent raps from our spirit friends,
as if to say, “ We have strength left,” and *Thou
hast sown some seed.”

The next morning it was my lot to be seated at
the breakfast table, directly vpposite the pedlar, who
had rendered himself so conspicuous the preceding
evening ; being a talkative individual, he soon com-
menced a conversation with me, in the course of
which he expressed & wish to witness some of the
manifestations. I assared him I had no objection to
sit for him, but irasmuch as he had asserted the
night before, that the manifestations were not only
familiar to him, but that he was capable of afford-
ing & full explanation of them, it would be rather
absurd to expose myself to the ridicule, with
which, I presumed, he was prepared to overwhelm
me. After this remark he admitted that he had on-
ly witnessed manifestations through ¢ Trance Me-

diums ;” but he had never heard the raps, and

would like to satisfy himself, as he found in his
travels that they formed a theme for general discus-
sion. After this candid admission of his ignorance,
friend Brown and myself concluded to afford this
itinerant vender of fanciful notions an opportunity
of enlightening his darkness. We, therefore, ad-
journed with him into a small, quiet room, to hold
a moment’s converse with our friend of the spirit
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spheres. Soon, loud raps proclaimed their presence,
and upon interrogation, the intelligence declared it-
self a friend of our whilom knight of the broom.
He now put several questions, and evinced no little
surprise at the promptness and aptness of the replies.
He received many powerful tests, and the sitting
closed with the declaration of his entire and full be-
lief that Spiritualism was, indeed, a solemn reality,
and an explanation to us of his having caused the
broom to move, by threads attached to it and to his
pantaloons. When about taking his departure, he
asked my terms. ¢ They are these,” said I: “ that
you will, on going down stairs, make a full retrac-
tion of all you asserted last night, in the presence of
as many of your then hearers as can be found, and
bid them examine and dispassionately judge for them-
selves.” With this requisition he complied, and by
the act gave an impetus to the cause, of no trifling
moment ; an almost universal interest throughout
the place was the result. A general desire for inves-
tigation arose, which originated with some in mere
curiosity, with others in higher motives, and I had
the satisfaction of seeing many, who had approach-
ed me to scoff and to scorn, leave me with hearts
overflowing with thankfulness and conviction. )
After a sojourn of about ten days, we directed our
wanderings once more homeward, although it was
with difficulty we broke away from the anxious,
multitude, who, but & few days before, thought no
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insult and contumely too great for the Spirit Rap-
pers. Truly, “a change had come o’er the spmt of
their dream 1”

On the evening of our return home, I held a circle
at the residence of Mr. Orin Brown ; here the mani-
festations were very powerful. One of the party
was requested to sit on the table, when it was rais-
ed with the greatest ease. He was followed by three
others, all large men, and with the four seated on it,
it was raised and moved as before. At this séance
a lady (Mrs. Green) had it communicated to her,
that she would become a medium in two days. Dur-
ing its session, she was shaken violently, and it
was plain to be seen that she was being rapidly de-
veloped. The news of the manifestations spread
far and near ; evening after evening were they rela-

" ted by the firesides ; day after day heard them re-

peated in the stores, the lanes, and the meadows.
People appeared to have become partially monoma-
niacs ; their eyes must behold those wonders which
had reached them through the channel of the. ear.
In the midst of this state of things at Pleasant
Square, I received and accepted an invitation from
Judge Belden to visit Amsterdam, situated a few
miles from Kingsborough. My first visit here was
to the house of Mr. 8., a merchant in the village.
While engaged in taking tea, the table was moved
violently, and tipped to an angle of forty-five degrees,
but there seemed to be a suspension of the laws of
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gravitation, for although observing this angular po-
sition, cups, plates, &c., &c., all retained their places,
as if held by some invisible power. Upon request-
ing the name of our visitor, we found it to be Ann
Merrick, the undeveloped spirit to whom I have al-
ready once alluded. The tea things being removed,
and guests, who had been asked to witness the man-
ifestations, having arrived, we formed round the
table, and soon found that the spirit Ann was still
hovering near. Personal tests were few, and intelli-
gent manifestations unimportant—table tipping, and
table moving without mortal contact were the order
of the evening ; the circle became intensely excited
and interested, frequently requesting me to stand up,
or sit down, or walk to a distance from the moving
object, to show that I had no connection with its
performance. Thus, matters went on till the clock
told the hours of morn, and I believe would have
continued till daylight, had I not excused myself
under the plea of weariness. This was my first circle
in Amsterdam, which was followed by an excitement
similar to that in Johnstown ; the knowing and the
wise being brought forward to account for what was
taking place and failing to afford any satisfactory
elucidation. :

While holding a séance at a certain editor’s resi-
dence, one took hold of my hands, another of my
feet ; lamps were placed in various positions on the
floor, to detect if possible some stray wire, which
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those claiming to be most intelligent declared I car-
ried concealed in my boots. So great was this men-
tal tornado, I deemed it prudent to remain at my
host’s for the night, lest in the transit to my own.
lodgings I might be surrounded by & gang of observ-
ers, more bound by priestly craft than guided by
individual reason. During my residence here innu-
merable trials were mine ; I was regarded by many
as a consummate deceiver, and in my daily routine
of visitors, was scanned by others as though they
wished
A pattern for a humbug,

The greater the obstacles, nevertheless, that were
thrown in my way, the more resolute and determined
I became that if superstition were to be shaken by
my efforts, and my mediumship, it should be made
to tremble to its very foundation. Leaving Amster-
dam, I felt I bad gained a few friends, created
many enemies, and carried with me a vast amount
of denunciation and holy malediction ; but I was:
cheered by the knowledge that my cause was one of
truth and righteousness. On our journey home, we
fell in with one Mr. John Proper, from Water-
ford, New York, a Spiritualist—how he came to in-
troduce himself, or we to stop, (as we were driving
quickly in a buggy,) I leave persons suseeptible of -
impression to determine ; be this as it may, we en-
joyed a long chat with our new-made friend, during
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which he assured us he could see and converse with
spirits, the same as we did with each other. This
rencontre relieved the tedium of our travels, and to
find a friend in the cause, was as agreeable as unex-
pected. Mr. Proper had to stop at a relative’s
ou the way, so we separated, with the promise on
his part to see us again, and give a more explicit
relation of his experiences with the invisibles.

"Tis useless to repeat the occurrences of each day,
a8 their similarity would render them wearisome and
monotonous. I will only say, the circles continued
interesting ; were subject to great vituperation from
the occupants of the pulpits, and spat upon by the
majority among the high and mighty of the land ;
but believers increased, and Spiritualism passed from
the grosser epithet of ¢humbug,” to the more re-
fined one of ‘“devil.”

About this time, (which brings us to the Fall of
1853,) a carriage drove up to Mrs. Green’s house, at
Riceville, and an elderly lady stepping out of it, in-
quired if a family by the name of Green resided
there : being answered in the affirmative, and asked
to walk in, she entered, and forthwith commenced a
lively conversation, during which she asked, if there
were any Spiritualists in the vicinity, and if Mrs.
Green were acquainted with a young man by the
name of Redman. The latter question being replied
to by an emphatic ¢ Yes,” Mrs. Shepherd (the lady
visitor,) began narrating the true reason for her
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calling, which was this,—she had received, while
sitting in a circle at Albany, fifty miles distaut, a
communication from her guardian spirit, requesting
her to go in search of & medium, with whose remark-
able powers she would be astonished ; giving her,
simultaneously, the name, place of residence, and
every essential particular for discovering the desig-
nated individual, all of which was being corroborated
to her infinite satisfaction, by what Mrs. Green was
relating. Mrs. Shepherd remained with Mrs. G. till
a late hour, and at her departure left an urgent re~
quest that I would come to Albany, and (making
her residence my home,) spend a few weeks there.
Mr. Brown and myself having, previous to Mrs.
Shepherd’s polite invitation, arranged a different
programme for our wanderings, deferred temporarily
availing ourselves of her proffered hospitality, and
directed our travels to Bachelderville. On arriving
there, Mr. Brown having had one of the leading
men of the place pointed out to him by the spirits,
introduced himself, and from him we received a
warm and hearty welcome. After partaking of an
exhilarating cup of tea and the usual accompani-
ments, for the refection of the human body, prepa-
rations were made for the spirit circle, and Mr.
Brown, with whom * to feel was to be fired, and to
believe was to feel,” soon had all things arranged in
due order. 'We had sat but a few moments when
the raps were heard ; upon which the young ladies
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peered under the table to discover who had the
hammers. Their efforts not being crowned with
success, they concluded to propound questions, and
to them ready replies were returned. Becoming in-
tensely interested, they declared ¢ there was a mys-
tery.” Mr. Bachelder asked a question, and shortly
after being answered, (whether from the heat of the
room or spirit influence, I do not presume to say,)
but he sank back with a groan into his chair, appa-
rently unconscious. This greatly alarmed the fond
mother and her daughters. Mr. Bachelder was taken
into the sitting-room, placed on a lounge, and all
imaginable restoratives applied, but to no effect.
““Here’s a pretty state of things!” said Mr.
Brown ; ‘“’twill be reported we have come here and
set a man crazy.” While he was uttering these
words, one of the daughters entered the room where
we were, and evinced by her looks, that she consider-
ed us the authors of all the commotion and fright.
Feeling that our welcome had expired, we left the
house ; our only consolation being,  that it was the
. portion of reformers to be misapprehended and per-
secuted.” Passed that night at a neighbor’s, and
at an early hour next morning started for Sacandaga
river, there to pass an hour in Isaac Walton’s favor-
ite amusement. The fruit of our angling was a
fine trout, which served for breakfast. The repast
ended, I tendered to our friend a treat with the
spirits, which he gladly accepted. His son came,
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gave his age, date of departure from the mortal life,
and various circumstances connected with his career
while on earth, which drew tears from his mother’s
eyes, and caused his father’s heart to leap with joy,
inasmuch as the child whom he had thought dead
was alive ; he who had been lost to him was found.
Sincerely gratified was I at the consolation I had
been the humble means of affording this worthy
couple, and truly did I then feel that such moments
compensated in a measure for the mass of misrepre-
sentation and opprobrium it was my lot (as one of
the pioneers in this God-bestowed cause) to bear, so
with renewed determination to unflinchingly breast
all difficulties that might retard the dissemination
of its truths, friend Brown and myself, as the sun
was nearing, its zenith, stepped once more into the
good rapping wagon, and soon found ourselves again
at Pleasant Square. We reached the house of Mr.
Addison Phelps early in the évening, and the news
of our return having quickly spread, at the close of
the day quite a number of our kind village friends
gathered in the wonted manner when disposed -

“To scan the mazes of heaven’s mystery.”
To induce harmony the party sang—

¢ Joyfully, joyfully onward I move,
Bound to the land of bright spirits above.”

Mrs. Phelps spoke, for the first time, under spirit
influence. Her utterances were beautiful, and as-




NIGHT OF ADVENTURE WITH ANN, 55

tonished all—cheering us not a little, as it showed
that our good spirit friends were actively exerting
themselves for the development of Media, and the
enlightenment of minds generally. Mr. Miles Phelps
was likewise controlled during this séance, and
through him we received some impressive directions
for our future guidance. The evening was spent
profitably to all, and when the hour of parting
came, we separated with grateful minds for the ad-
ditional light that had been received. After much
persuasion, I was induced to tarry all night with
Miles. I had never fancied, since being a medium,
rooming with any one ; as the spirits always em-
braced the opportunity of raising the mischief, and
of tormenting both my room-mate and myself.
Whether two persons form a battery for the trial of
their strength, or it be produced by some other
cause, I know not ; but certain it is, that the pre-
sence of a second party was not unfrequently attend-
ed by great confusion in the surrounding material
elements, and the occurrences of this night forms no
exception to my past expperience.

When the company had all retired, Miles, who
was somewhat of a musician, took down his violin
and played over a number of pieces which were enliv-
ening, and wore away the influences of the early part
of the evening ; when his performances were finished,
in the hope that we might obtain a parting bless-
ing ere retiring to rest, the table was drawn up ; soon
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it began to heave violently to and fro ; the alphabet
being called, ‘“ ANN” was spelt out. Surmising in-
stantly, that it was the noisy spirit who had, on two
former occasions, intruded herself, we politely re-
quested her absence, with which request she re-
fusing to comply, in order to rid ourselves of the
obnoxious visitor, we broke the circle ; after the
expiration of a few minutes, we resumed our seats,
and again and again weré we apprised of Ann’s
presence—so finding she was determined not to leave,
we concluded as the only effectual remedy for the
evil, to retire for the night. All was dark and still,
it was near midnight, and sleep was slowly closing
our outward senses, when something, which seunded
like an article of clothing, was heard to fall ; thinking
it only a pair of our pants, we paid no attention to
it ; the noise was repeated, upon which Miles
exclaimed, ““ Well, there can’t be many more pair
to fall” Again and again were the same sounds
made, upon which Miles screamed out for his brother
Addison to come up and bring a light ; with which
requisition he promptly complying, we beheld our
garments all in the centre of the floor. Miles became
as pale as the sheet that eovered us; and I was in
no small degree excited. Bidding Addison retire, at
the same time promising that if Ann played any
more capers, he should be forthwith summoned, we
rose from our beds, and seating ourselves at a small
table, we entered into the parley, narrated here
with our invisible tormentoz.
1
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“ Why do you come and disturb us so, Ann ?”

“I’m having a little sport.”

“'Will you let us have some rest if we give you
an opportunity to say what you wish ?”

“Go to bed, boys! Go to bed ! why sit ye here ?
T’ll not trouble you. Go to bed |”

“ Will you truly leave us ?” /

“ Try me and see ?”

We placed the lamp upon a chair, thinking light
under existing circumstances far preferable to dark-
ness, and once more got inté bed. I could feel a
slight quiver in my bed-fellow’s muscles, as if he
anticipated at every moment receiving some fearful
shock of physical pain ; we lay for a short time, when
the chair began to move with great velocity round the

“room with the light upon it. The noise occasion-
ed Miles to turn over, and with a cry of * Addison !
Addison ! fire! fire!” he leaped from the bed, and
with one blow extinguished the light, still, however,
screaching ““fire ! fire I” Such a scene as now en-
sued beggars all description ; Ifeeling for my pants,
Miles frightened to desperation, and sundry articles
flying about the room, as though they had wings.
Addison now peeped into the room crying, “ What’s
the matter ?” ¢ Don’t talk about what’s the matter,”
said Miles, “but give us your light,” and at the
same time, he set vigorously to work to clear the
room of our clothing and every other movable article,

even to an old funnel that was wedged into the
3¢
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chimney, which accomplished, he cried, ¢ There,
we’ll try once more, and if she does anything, we'll,
we’ll, we’ll—come let us try once more,” so wishing
friend Addison again good-night, we locked the
door and jumped into bed. Having been told that
singing harmonized the mind, and neutralized the

orts of evil spirits, we agreed to favor Ann with a

tune, g0 in true Methodistical style, we chanted thus :
“We're going home to die no more,

We're going,” &c.

~ 8o great was our alarm, we could only remember the
first line of the hymn, and had just begun a repeti-
tion of it, when our vocalization was stopped by the
falling of something heavy on our faces. Such a
scream as Miles sent forth had never before escaped
mortal lips, which was instantaneously followed by
the third appearance of his brother, and the remark,
% This is trifling with- one’s good nature 1” A light
being procured, we beheld all our clothes and an old
coat, which Miles declared he had not seen for
months. Considering that the door was locked on

" its inside, I leave the reader to imagine how the

articles came to be in the room.

Excitement had now reached its climax ; we could
endure no more, at all events that night, so we re-
solved on leaving the room and the house, as the
only means of getting rid of our trouble. Going
down stairs, I led, and as my friend followed, a bag
of feathers, which was suspended in the stairway,
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took wings, struck him on the head, and knocked
him forward on me. I not having sufficient strength
to resist this unexpected weight, we both tumbled
into the passage below. Miles, springing up, ran
towards the cellar for a lantern to light us in the
nocturnal peregrinations we were about prosecuting.
As he opened the cellar door, a large stool which,
when in quiet mood, was wont to occupy a corner of
the room, was pitched with great force against it,
-the door rebounding, came so violently in contact
with my adventurous companion, that had he not
seized hold of a shelf which was near him, he would
have been prostrated on the ground of the cellar.
Ultimately, procuring the lantern, we emerged into
the open air, and took our way towards Mr. Nicker-
son’s, which was about three-quarters of a mile
distant. Miles wistfully eyed the fences on each
side of the road as though he expected, at every
moment, to see them used by the persecuting Ann
for some destructive purpose, Contrary, however,
to his apprehensions, we were permitted to reach our
neighbor’s dwelling without further molestation.
Arousing its inmates, and relating our lamentable
story, they not only granted us a night’s lodging, but
Mr. N. kindly volunteered to sit in the room, while
we tried to obtain some rest ; his offer being gladly
accepted we retired. But even here we were assailed
by small articles of the toilet. This attack, however,
subsiding, with the wonted elasticity of youth I
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was soon wrapped in undisturbed repose. But our
guardian of the night informed me, the next day,
that Miles’ eyes continued nervously closing and
-opening till near morning. Mr. N. retained his post
in the centre of the room till almost daylight, but
nothing more was heard of Ann at this time, and
the sun had reached its meridian, ere Miles and my-
self unclosed our eyes. After waking, some five
minutes elapsed ere either of us spoke: at.last, I
said, ¢ Are you alive, Miles ?”

“ Yes,” was the response, “but I'll be*hanged if
T’ll ever spend another night with you.”

These adventures were generally circulated, and
were the themes of many a country school-boy’s com-
position. Had my friend been less frightened, I am
convinced Ann would have been less successful in
her mischievous performances ; but his extreme agi-
tation of mind laid him completely open to unde-
veloped influences. Many were the offers tendered
to me (after this became known) by youngsters, who
plumed themselves upon their courage, to share
with me my bed ; but wishing no repetition of such
incidents, and preferring a quiet night’s rest to grat-
ifying others curiosity or love for the marvellous,
they were all unhesitatingly declined.
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#Ts not Lorenzo; then imposed on thee
This hard alternative ; or, to renounce
Thy reason, or thy sense ; or, to believe 2"

EARLY in the month of August, notwithstanding .
the sultriness of the weather, I determined to make
my long contemplated visit to Albany ; so arranging
a few essential articles of clothing in my valise, I
once again, attended by friend Brown, ascended the
rapping wagon, and turned the head of Waxy (the
name of our good steed,) in the direction of Fonda.
On reaching Fonda, after taking an amiable leave
of my traveling companion, stepped into the cars,
and in about two hours more was in Albany quietly
ensconced at the Temperance Hotel, where I re-
mained for the night,



62 MYSTIC HOURS.

The next day I sought and found Mrs. Shepherd,
by whom I was cordially welcomed ; a mutual re-
capitulation next ensued of various experiences since
her visit to Pleasant Square ; then we seated our-
_ selves at a table, and Mrs. Shepherd was favored
with a communication from a little spirit daughter,
named Frances, who sent many cheering words to
different members of the family. Afterwards I
strolled forth to view the city, and amuse myself as
best I could; but when the shades of evening
gathered o’er me, I once more seated myself at a
table to pursue my accustomed vocation. The friends
having harmonized, the manifestations by table tip-
ping were very strong, all hands were withdrawn,
and I stood at a distance from it, but this pro-
duced no change. Such independent motion was
especially gratifying to all just now, as an article
had been published by Faraday, asserting ‘that
tables moved only by an involuntary muscular mo-
tion of the medium’s hands.”

Mrs. Shepherd was next influenced by the Sorren-
tine Poet, Torquato Tasso ; not understanding the
language, I could not pretend to offer any comment ;
but those who were conversant with it, assured me
that the lady’s pronunciation was perfect, and the sen-
timents most beautiful. . OQur séance continued till
near one o’clock in the morning—the party then
separated with the usual amount of amazement,
incredulity and incomprehensibility of the subject,
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as usual with the novices in investigation—and thus
closed my first evening in Albany.

Continued sittings at Mrs. Shepherd’s ; converts
were daily multiplying, and the-dormant faculties of
the Albanians arousing from lethargy and supineness.
I must not omit mentioning here, that, at one of the
circles at the above mentioned residence, a small
music stand, full of books, was taken up and placed
upon the table, and to crown that evening’s demon-
stration, Mrs. Shepherd herself was raised, chair and
all from the floor, and deposited likewise upon the
table, and while occupying her elevated position was
entranced and addressed the circle in her usual elo-
quent manner.

These things did not pass away with the fleeting
moment, but left seed, which now blooms and
spreads the fragrance of its consolation over very
many souls. Circles were held twice each day at
the residence of some one of the friends, for the
purpose of ascertaining to what extent the influenc-
ing power would go, and to them the most intelligent
and enlightened of the community were invited.

One evening we metat the house of Benj. Lodge,
Esq., where were present about fifteen persons, among
whom were Mr. and Mrs. R. P. Ambler ; soon after
harmonizing, and winding up a musical box, which
had been brought for the purpose of contributing its
quota to the evening’s entertainment, the table slow-
ly tipped to an angle of 45 degrees, and then kept
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time by its undulatory motions to a tune played by
the box. The alphabet was next called for, and Mrs.
Ambler was told to “sit on the table.” In obedience
to the wishes of the invisibles she placed a chair, as
she was enjoined, and seated herselfin it. The table
began moving and tipping in perfect time to the
sounds of the musical box. A light was then plac-
ed on the floor, and all drew back from the table ; the
only contact with it being Mrs. A. and the chair. It
still, however, continued its fantastic exhibition.
This was another nut for the learned Faraday to
crack,

Circles were next arranged to be held at the house
of Mrs. Haight. Here much that was surprising re-
sulted, and a few out of the many wonders I will
relate. 'We gathered around the table, selections
from the Spirit Minstrel were sung, and a very sub-
dued light kept in the room ; the influence that per-
vaded the circle was calm and beautiful, giving
evidence that high and progressed spirits were present.
So perfectly harmonious were we, it seemed as though
actual converse might be held with our loved ones.
1 was raised in a half stupified state from the chair,
conveyed to the ceiling of the room, which was some

! ten feet from the floor, and I floated alone in the air

for a few moments. I was then joined by Mrs.
Shepherd, and soon after by her daughter. Here
were three of us, all suspended in the atmosphere, in
no contact with any material objest, but upheld by
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an unseen power, and wafted by it over the heads of
some dozen individuals all wide awake, and in the
perfect possession of their reasoning faculties.—
“ Why don’t you go higher ?” “ Why don’t you
go higher ?”” was loudly vociferated by Miss Shep-
herd ; but this was impossible, unless we could
have passed through the ceiling. We were kept in
this aerial locality, as near as I could judge, some
few minutes, when the two ladies were gradually
lowered to their seats, and I very unceremoniously
brought down invertedly, I soon, however, resumed
that upright position, which through life I ever main-
tain, and reseated myself.

The spirits’ next amusement was that of stopping
the musical box inthe midst of & tune. Mrs. Haight
thought it had worked down, but on trying to wind
it up found this was not the case. Loud raps were -
given, and we were told that our celestial visitants
would stop the music and then resume it whenever
we expressed a wish to that effect, which they ac-
tually did. .

Ere closing my account of this night’s marvels, I
will relate one more occurrence, which is too ludi-
crous to be passed over in silence. The lights were
lowered by spiritual command ; a slight rustling
noise was heard, after which, by celestial behest,
they were made to spread their rays on us again,
when, lo ! I was found seated on the table, with my
coat turned inside out and buttoned down my back.
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Of course this elicited peals of laughter. Whence
the use of this ? I think I hear some caviler say.
It consisted in the conviction it carried to the minds
of those among us, who were yet doubters, of the
super-mundane origin of the act, for all present knew
that no individual could have performed this feat
without the assistance of a second party, and they
were fully satisfied that no human being had ap-
proached me. The coat was righted, after which
four raps, as the appropriate letters were named,
indicated the word ¢ Done” and “ Good Night”
being spelt out by the table tipping, we reciprocated
the politeness to our kind companions of the spirit
spheres, and repeating it severally to each other, ad-
Jjourned.

During the following week I performed the office
of circuit preacher or demonstrator, in various fami-
lies, in all of which there were the usual manifesta-
tions.

One evening took tea at the house of Mr. Chat-
field, whose wife and some other members of the
family, were partially developed as mediums. We
had been seated at the tea-table but a few minutes,
when a tremulous motion was apparent all over it.
Mr. Chatfield asked, “If I raise my side of the
table, will our spirit friends raise the other ? Three
sounds announced their compliance. Mr. C. eleva-
ted the side nearest to him, and & corresponding
movement took place on the opposite side ; the
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table was next lifted to a level with our heads. Mr.
C. then said, ¢ Come, let us put it on Mr. Redman’s
head,” which was no sooner uttered than done, and
my cranium was made the axle for the tea-table,
laden with dishes, lamps, cups filled with tea, &c.,
all of which retained their places ; and the table it-
gelf, while resting on my head, seemed as light as a
common shingle. It was after a little while raised
sufficiently high to allow me to extricate myself, and
then it slowly sank to the floor, when the spirits ex-
pressed their joy by rapping long and loudly, to
which we responded, “ Thank you a thousand times.”
An accoynt of the above was published in an Al-
bany journal by Mr. Chatfield.

Tea was scarcely over when we were joined by in-
vited guests, among whom were some literary gen-
tlemen, The editor of the State Register was the
first selected, and received a written communication
from a spirit purporting to bé his father ; after ques-
tions and responses having passed between these
parties, Mrs. Toby’s mother presented herself, com-
municating on past troubles, and although the ex-
pression, ‘“Pooh! my mother I”* had been uttered,
when the spirit first came, so peculiarly character-
istic was that which was given and signed with the
spirit’s name, that Mrs. Toby wept and exclaimed,
“That that communication could have emanated
from no other except her maternal parent.” A few
questions put by Mr. and Mrs. Toby were next an-
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swered by the table tipping, when suddenly all
manifestations ceased. *‘ What does this mean ?”
inquired Mr. Shepherd. ‘It is certainly very sin-
gular,” remarked Mr. Toby. We remained in our
seats frying to be patient; at last we once more
heard the raps and a call for the alphabet, and we
received the following: “ We do not wish to lift
thy legs and the table too, Mr. Hammond.” Silence
ensued, which was broken by Mr. Hammond saying,
“That is pretty good ; I have been trying to keep
the table down with my legs ; when it tried to tip I
put my weight on it, and endeavored to retain it in
its place ; this caused the cessation of the manifes-
tations. I am confident none knew it, and the com-
munication is an undisputed test.” The laughter
produced by this admission having ceased, all went
on smoothly and satisfactorily till a late hour, when
we parted ; and here terminated my visit to the
Capital of the Empire State. It had been attended
with beneficial results to the public at large as well
as to myself, for I had gained much in development.
Truly grateful was I to my spirit guardians for my
advancement, and fully determined to yield implicit-
ly to their guidance and instruction.

On my journey homeward, I stopped at Johns-
town, and was induced through the importunity of
friends to remain and gratify them with an evening
circle at the residence of Mr. Mathers ; the séance
was numerously attended, and made up principally
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of men disposed to be guided by reason in the weight
they would attach to any evidence that might be
received or judgment they might pass. From this
general rule, however, I should except Squire Froth-
ingham, a short, dark-eyed philosopher of an exceed-
ingly nervous organization ; but I will let him por-
tray himself by relating some of his antics. On the
first annunciation of a spirit’s presence, he would
push his chair back from the table, draw it up again,
run behind me, then back to his chair, and when the
table rose suddenly, we would. jump as quickly as
thought, first to one side of the room, then to the
other. After the gentleman somewhat controlled his
excitability and conditions thus being rendered more
harmonious, the spirit of Margaret Ossoli Fuller
visited us. She replied to the various interrogatories
of her decease, life, position in and out of the form ;
and to more fully identify herself, wrote a long
poem, which I have unfortunately lost. Many other
excellent tests were given, which ’tis useless to recap-
itulate. We separated after sitting a couple of hours,
and I had the pleasure of carrying with me pressing
invitations to visit Johnstown soon again, and many
kindly expressed wishes from the friends for pros-
perity to myself, and success to our glorious and
holy cause.

The morning succeeding my Johnstown séance
found me seeking the cars that would conduct me
back to my old home with its pleasant remembrances.
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As in all small villages, each person knows his neigh-
bor’s affairs, the news of the arrival of the devil,
(the sobriquet generously bestowed by the pious on
me) was quickly circulated ; the Dominis were thus
furnished with a rich theme for the edification of
their flocks on the ensuing Sunday, and could there
have been a subject presented for their consideration,
on which, accerding to their own showing, they were
so capable of dilating and commenting fluently !
Giving myself no concern about the commotion I
was occasioning, after a little cozy home chat, Mr.
Brown and myself sallied forth to call on old ac-
quaintances, which labor of love we terminated at
the house of Mr. and Mrs. Green.

Soon after taking my seat in our friend’s comfort-
able parlor, the old table, as if conscious of our
needs, came sliding into the room, no one touching
it, and all present, nothing loath, assembled round
it. Mr. Green (lest any requisition should be made
upon his musical talents) took out his violin, and
his contribution towards the harmonization of the
evening was soon claimed. Simultaneously with
the sound of his skilfully wielded bow, the table
commenced pirouetting like some votary of Terpsi-
chore. It would balance itself, first on one of its
legs, then on one of its leaves, then wheel round
again, till it ultimately reached the parlor door,
against which it then began thumping as if to say,
“Let me out”” 'We opened the door, and great
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was our surprise to see the inanimate fellow, without
any delay, walk up stairs : when the turning was
reached, the passage-way being too narrow for it to
proceed with open leaves, it very quietly folded them
up, turned the projection in the balusters, ascended
the remaining steps, and entered the upper hall.
‘While this was going on, the circle was almost in
hysterics from laughter, and our violinist nearly in-
capable of continuing his part in the evening’s enter-
tainment. All, nevertheless, went up to tender
congratulations on the successfyl ascension, when,
lo! Mrs. Green being lifted by the spirits from the
floor, and placed on the bed-piece of the table; it
started down stairs, not stopping till it regained the
lower hall, when Mrs. G. stepped off, to the no small
amusement of those who had thus had an opportu-
nity of testing the reliability of Professor Faraday’s
expositions. During this manifestation, a full blaze
of light was brought to bear on every movement of
the table, so that collusion or mortal interference in
any way was utterly impossible.

I was now perpetually receiving test after test,
and manifestation upon manifestation, yet, in the
midst of all, a dark cloud of mistrust and doubt
would, ever and anon, overshadow my mind, as to
the source whence emanated these marvels and mys-
teries. I would ponder and meditate and reason
and ask myself, whether the writings that were
given through my hand, did not, unknown to iny-
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self, originate within my own brain: true, there
were things written which seemed totally foreign to
my spirit ; circumstances told through me, of which
I had not the slightest knowledge, still I was beset
by lurking misgivings, which harassed my very soul.
My wretched feelings, at this time, would oft vent
themselves in words, which oytbursts were invaria-
bly followed by gentle chidings and rebukes from
my guardian spirit-mother. About this time, I was
holding a circle at Mrs. Green’s, when the guardian
spirit of Miles Brown came, and expressed a desire
to write a small volume, entitled,  The Philosophy
of Man’s Physical and Spiritual Nature.” The first
chapter was written that evening, and we were told
that I was the chosen instrument for the conveyance
of his ideas: that we were to sit one hour every
morning, immediately on rising from our beds, and
that he would communicate a chapter at each sit-
ting. In accordance with this arrangement, Mr.
Brown and myself met every morning. Punctually
did our spirit attend, and transmit his ideas on the
proposed subject. ‘

‘While this work was being communicated, my
former doubts and perplexities reassumed their sway
over me ; so haunted was I by them, that one morn-
ing, I threw down the pencil and refused to continue
writing, at the same time declaring it to be my con-
viction, that the whole was the involuntary action of
my own mind. Isaac, (the name of the communi-
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cating intelligence,) having no intention of being
thus cheated out of his work, instantaneously seized
my hand with superhuman force, and impelled it
from right to left, till about three sheets of paper
were covered with writing ; he then quietly controll-
ed my hand to turn the blank side of the paper to-
wards myself, and thus holding it up to the light, to
- peruse the mysterious production, This was certainly
interesting to me atsuch a skeptical crisis ; I imme-
diately exhibited the strange scrawl to the friends,
who were not a little amused at the method adopted
by the celestial being to bring my mind into harmony
with ¢ruth. Time passed on, and every communica-
tion was written in the same manner; becoming
quite wearied with transcribing every document given,
I remonstrated with the spirits, but unavailingly. I
plead, they remained unmoved ; they were resolved
I should never again ascribe their productions to my
own brain, and from that all communications of any
character or length have been given in reversed writ-
ing. Annoyed as I was at first at having to copy
off the communications, I soon became reconciled ;
by degrees I instructed my sittey how to read what
they received, and now I am fruly thankful, as it
excludes all possibility of coHusion, and destroys the
supposition, that the ideas flow from my own mind.
More enlightened views of the new faith were now
distinctly perceptible throughout the villages in
which I spent my time. Atileists, infidels, and profess-
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ed Christians became alike convinced, that the man~ -
ifestations were not humbug, mor electricity, nor
more terrible yet, the work of that great bugbear of
Christianity, thedevil. Thrown among none but the
most inveterate skeptics, who would be satisfied with
nothing save indubitable tests, and their spirit friends
being as anxious to afford them every possible evidence
as they were to obtain it, I had an excellent op-
portunity for development as a * test medium,” and
indeed not only was I comscious myself of great
accgssion of strength in my mediatorial capacity at
this time, but I had the gratification of beinggcom-
plimented upon it, by friends both in and out of the
form.

Converts were numnierous, -the proofs admitted
not of cavil ; saint and sinner were compelled to ad-
mit that there was truth, immortal truth, in our
yclept heterodox faith,

One day about this period, after returning from a
very delightful morning’s ramble, during which I
had greatly enjoyed the beauties of the surrounding
scenery, I was seated alone in my room, when a most
exquisite semsation seemed to pervade my whole
system. My hand was seized, and he, who sank to
sleep at Missolonghi, and whom Erin’s bard calls

The noblest star of Fame,
That e’er in life’s young glory set! ,

communicated the following :—
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A mortal well may worship on such morns as these,

For with his outward everything in nature blends.

Had he a soul of adamant, could he resist awhile

The glow of nature’s beanties? No! the bird notes,
Like chisels, each would clip away the jagged

Surface of his idolatry.

Not idolized to God, but to himself; and woe be ho

For self idolatry. External objects fail to please,

And damming up his soul's flood, drowns himself.

E’en though he drowns, methinks these godlike beauties,
Were he mortal, might act as straws, to catch at;

And grasping even these perchance might find support,
And save himself,

But such as this, thou art not! but rather view

These , like strings of an Zolian, each one distinct ;
Yet all by blending gratify the soul’s ear,

And bid the springs of inspiration rise,

And water whate’er of virtue is within thyself.

Not like dew within the crystal to be gazed at merely,
Are these to thee ; but fresh from weeping clouds,

That hang thy gardens o’er;

Bidding the maiden violet and virtuous butter-cup

Lift their heads, and smile beneath their blushing beauty—
A fitting type of Heaven, or Spirit Spheres, as you may wish,
Are nature’s pictures, a Zype alone, however,

For while one is lovely, the other is divine;

One, beautiful ; the other God-like;

One yields the fragrance, the other, flower and fragrance both.
A Fair is holden now within the spheres,

This very instant. Nobles, Sages, Peers,

And all the rest and residue of immensity,

With hurried step and tread, haste to contribute,

If dormant thou'lt become, and leave the clay,

T'll promise thee, this very day, to take thee thither.
“What a sight |” I hear thee say—

A fancied dream alone 'twould be to thee,

Ne'er tinged with slight reality.

75
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However, remain awhile ; hang thy eternal on a pin,
* Perchance its loveliness may stimulate thy generous nature,
To multiply to others that we give tc thee,
But of the Fair; each angel brings donations of its own;
- The man of grey brings joyful tidings of success.
Quoth he, “I’'ve been to Earth to-day,
And those I love have learned to pray,
Therefore, I do propose a gift. My victory—full worthy.”
Husband and Kiddie arm in arm emerge,
From space, laying the lover and the wife before the fair tribunal,
And a blessing get as recompense.
“ Lover and wife,” you say ; ¢ those are too fair at Fairs to throw
) away.”
Bu&top! 'tis not at avenues of Fancy Goods you take these diadems,
’Tis to the ¢ Fair of Progress,” where their names,
Freedom from Gospel Faith, (which when disrobed of fact,
Sinks like a stone,) proclaims
Thy own name, long since entered there,
'Twas tendered by thy father.
More worthy objects could we ne’er behold,
Than curiosities like these, numbers untold.
One from a Deist is transformed, another from a beast,
A third was plucked from a sectarian Hell,
A fourth from infidelity’s deep chasm,
Where death unceasingly her knell begets ;
And I might multiply to thee these contributions,
But enough ! Seek thou the * Golden Bowl,”
And while you quaff its limpid life,
Put not thy foot in, like the viler beast;
But let thy neighbor his parched bill insert,
And animate the powers of life inert.—ByRox.

Towards the close of the year 1853, an invitation
‘was extended to me by Wm. McDonald, Esq., to
visit Glens Falls. Having met Mr. McDonald while
in Albany, I was gratified by his politeness, and pre-
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pared without delay to accede to his request, and
Mr. Brown being desirous of accompanying me, we
were soon en route. As we neared Saratoga, an ac-
cident occurred, which caused the detention of the
cars, and while we were stopping, loud raps were
heard throughout the one we occupied ; this made
me restless. Mr. Brown, however, became much
elated : he entered, mentally, into conversation with
the spirit, but was interrupted by a religious discus-
sion, that was being held at the farther extremity
of the car. Mr. B., with his wonted zeal, insjsted
on ing towards the scene of debate: so going
forward, he took a seat, and remarked, *Some spi-
rit has been round here.” I made no response, but
silently listened to the conversation of the dispu-
tants ; it ranged from one tenet to another, till it
finally merged into Spiritualism, on which, Mr. B.
took his part in the controversy, not alone, however,
for soon after he commenced, a voice was heard issu-
ing from the assemblage confirming all that my
friend asserted. Victory ultimated with wus, and
Mr. Brown, after gathering his laurels, introduced
himself to the friend who had come so opportunely
to his assistance, when we found, much to our grat-
ification, that it was Mr. Harris, a resident of Glens
Falls, who was even then journeying thither. On
reaching the village, we took up our quarters for
the night at the Public House ; and at an early hour
next day, sought out Mr. McDonald, by whom I was
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most cordially welcomed, and the hospitalities of
his house extended to me during my sojourn at the
Falls. I unhesitatingly availed myself of his kind-
ness, a8 I greatly preferred the quiet of a private
residence, to the noise and confusion of an inn.
And here let me say, that never can the kindnesses
I experienced from his family and self| be obliterated
from my memory. Extensive have been my wander-
ings since that time, and to many have I to acknow-
ledge my thanks for attentions conferred, but none
will ever be remembered with more lively sentiments
of gratitude, than those I received from thi.tme
gpecimen of one of nature’s noblemen, and his very
amiable family. Dear reader, pardon this apparent
dilation from my theme. I say apparent, for is it
not in reality & manifestation, if, ‘ out of the abund-
ance of the heart the mouth speaketh,” mine would
take this opportunity to manifest its lively appreci-
ation and remembrance of all, of which I was then
a recipient, and now revenons @ nos moutons.

One lovely evening, while a circle was holding
sweet commune with their angel friends, at the
house of Mr. McDonald, a request was made by a
spirit to open the door, in order to allow another
spirit to enter. We complied, and were immediate-
ly greeted by the announced visitor, who gave the
information that an additional spirit guest was on
his way and would join us in about ten minutes.
We asked if we should (at the expiration of that
time) open the door. The spirit answered,
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¢““No. When he comes, he will cause the dog,
that is lying on the steps, to bark.”

‘We here opened the door, and found the dog (a
noble-looking animal) stretched at his ease, on the
spot designated. Returning to the table, we were
favored by some physical manifestations, in the
midst of which, our canine watch gave three or four
quick barks. We instantly looked at our time-pieces
and found that the ten minutes had just expired :
the expected visitant saluted us and gave his name.
Here was an instance in which the question, Can
spirity influence animals ? was as clearly demon-
strated, as in the géod old story of Balaam and his
ass. Various other manifestations were given during
this séance, remarkable enough in their nature to tax
general credulity, yet given under circumstances
that admitted not the possibility of human interven-
tion : one only of these will I select for present re-
lation.

We had been told that, in the course of that
evening, we should have a strong test of spirit
power ; curiosity was on the gui vive, as we could
not imagine that any more forcible evidences could
be adduced than had been already received. It was
said that a token was to be given .to a member of
the circle, that Mr. Harris was to be the recipient of
this additional favor, and that he must place kis hat
upon the table. This was done, and shortly some-
thing was heard to drop into it ; upon inspection, &
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small round piece of metal, something in the shape
of a common saucer, and about the size of a shirt
button, was found ; in -this curious article was a
lock of hair, which was bound in its place by what
seemed to be an excessively delicate golden bar.
Upon applying a magnifying glass to this diminutive
wonder, strange characters were distinctly diseerned
upon it—what they were, or what their significance, X
have never yet learned. After examining the hair,
we remarked that it was very small, and asked the
friends if they would favor us with a larger lock.
To this they immediately signified their assent, and
bade us take up the carpet and we would find one
directly under the table. Hammers were procured,
the tacks in the carpet taken out, the piano and
other ponderable articles drawn aside, and the carpet
raised, when to the astonishment of all, was found a
flot square piece of paper, curiously folded, con-
taining a larger lock of the identical hair, that had
been previously given. This was almost beyond all
credence ; some thought that a hole had been made
in the carpet. Well do I remember entering the
parlor the next morning, and finding a person hold-
ing the carpet to the light to see if some rent had
not been made in it. But no; the fine Brussels was
perfect in all its parts, there was no cavity for the
admission of the hair, and thus the mystery was
dropped as inexplicable. Had I been charlatan
enough to wish to impose upon the credulity, of these
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good people, the necessity of taking up the carpet
and removing the heavy furniture, ere I could have
deposited the hair where it was placed, would have
exposed me to certain detection, and I was not dupe
enough to risk my future reputation on any such
ephemeral adventures. ’Tis true, this little incident
did not prove satisfactory to all, for plainly did the
eyes of at least one, if not more of the party, seem to
proclaim, ¢ Others may believe this, but I do not ;
there is some collusion, and I am not deceived.”
They could not believe, because they were unpre-
pared for it, and the manifestation was too wonder-
ful. The result, however, was not changed, and
though it carried not its due weight, it left its mark,

which was probably all that the unseen intelligences
contemplated.

On another occasion, when Mr. and Mrs. McDon-
ald were seated at dinner, éach more or less intent on
allaying the necessities of the physical body, thé ta-
ble, at which we were sitting, moved slowly to the
side of the room it occupied, when not being used
for meals, leaving us knife and fork in hand, minus
our dinner. “Well,” said my hostess, “ don’t you
wish us to eat any more ?”” Three raps was the reply.
“Then please give us back our dinner ;” the table
was slowly returned to the spot whence it had been
removed, and we were left to finish our meal without
further interruption, save an occasional tip or rap.
Our repast ended, Mr. le)onald entered into cor-
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respondence with the spirit of Daniel Webster,
which was both entertaining and agreeable, and ac-
cording to his own testimony very convincing. -
" Yet, one more incident connected with this indi-
vidual family, for although the number of the oécur-
rences might occupy much meore space were I to
mlate them all, yet as ’tis said ‘“enough in an egg
shell is sufficient,” I will enter no further into detail.
Returning home one night quite early, and withal
somewhat fatigued, I went immediately to my bed~
room, and was beset on all sides by raps, and the
moving of the furniture. I got into bed, when the
bedstead was rolled to and fro with the motion of a
railroad car. Mr. McDonald hearing the noise, came
up stairs, and was greeted by a perfect shower of
raps ; he asked questions which were answered ; he
crossed to the side of the room opposite to where
the bedstead stood, when it immediately followed
him, I lying quietlyin it ; he pushed it back, it then
moved to the centre of the apartment. Mr. McDon-
ald thinking it useless to interfere, again put some
questions, and turned to leave the chamber, when a
chair which stood in a corner of the room, was thrown
at him with full force, struck the door, and had the
back broken off. This manifestation rather displeas-
ing Mr. McDonald, he remonstrated, saying ¢ he wish-
ed nothing to do with such unruly characters.” As
soon as this was uttered there was continual rapping.
The alphabet was called for, “ Pray, excuse us, we
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did not mean to break the chair,” was spelt out.
The apology was accepted, and my host returned
down stairs, quite satisfied with the origin of the
noise and the object thereof.

My residence at &lens Falls extended over some
three months, far beyond the time indeed that I had
proposed on leaving home, but, finding much uncul-
tivated soil, the reflection came, ¢ Why may I not
be the gardener ?” So taking for my motto,
“Whatever your hands find to do, that do with all
your might,” I did truly labor, (regardless of the
overwhelming sneers and scoffs poured on me and
my cause,) with all my might in that village for a
full quarter of a year.
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CHAPTER IV.

ReTURK from Glens Falls. Second visit to Albany. Business Matters.
Suspense. Father’s Communication. Swanee. Tests. ‘¢ Quicker than
shot”  Anathemas of the church. Visit to Johnstown. Circles. In-
terest and Beliovers. Discord in the churches. Assistance of Matti-
son required. He is invited to instruct himself. * Sufficiently wise.”
His invitation accepted. How they investigate. Opposition Lecture.
The Elder’s confusion. The ¢ Quarter production.”” Result of the Giant’s
visit. Circle at Mr, Wells’s. Taken at his word. Return to Boston.
Father's Prophecy. Monthly meeting at Mrs. Leeds’s. Circles. Second
edition of Glens Falls. Rooms at No. 45 Carver Street. A Spiritual
Household. * Big thunder.” Remarks.

“ Know all ; know infidels, unapt to know,
’Tis immortality your natare solves,
’Tis immortality deciphers man.”’ -

Returned home from the Falls ; my stay, however,
was transient, as Mr. Brown and myself were order-
ed by our spirit guides to Albany ; found some dif-
ficulty in procuring rooms there, but when once lo-
cated we received a fair amount of patronage. There
is a great lack of curiosity and interest in spiritual
truth in the old Dutch city. Long established
prejudice is too deeply rooted to be removed, with-
out much difficulty ; hence Albany will be one of
the rear cars in this long life train ; but, perhaps,
for all that, it will arrive well filled. The seed sown
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there will be planted in the mud of bigotry and ig-
norance ; but as the slow growing tree is sturdy and
strong, and unflinchingly meets that storm, by which
the towering but puny sapling is prostrated, so
may our holy faith, when it penetrates the minds of
the Albanians, become more enduring, more firm, in
breasting the tempest of public opinion, than where
it has met with more precociousness, and from the
sandiness of the soil into which it has dropped, has
withered and died from want of stability.

I continued in Albany about four weeks, and then
went back to Kingsborough. Here father desired
me to discontinue my séances, and seek other occu-
pation in order to recruit my bodily vitality for some
future day.

I entered into copartnership with Norman B.
Dodge, than whom, I very much doubt, if there exist
a man more totally void of every principle of honor
and integrity. But as this episode in my life is un-
connected with my spiritual experiences, and is not
one of the green spots on memory’s page, I only al-
lude to it, in order to say that at this time scarcely a
communication or manifestation could I obtain from
my spirit friends. Morning succeeding morning
found me sitting at my little table in the hope of
witnessing some movement in that hand which had
been so long a ready instrument for the conveyance
of truth to the inquiring mind, and of consolation
to the bruised and almost broken heart. I began to



86 MYSTIC HOURS.

despair of ever again holding sweet converse with
my angel visitors, when, after a lapse of about four
months, while seated at my usual post, striving by
patience and perseverance to recall vanished favors, a
slight quivering was perceptible through my arm,
and my hand wrote the following : '

My CriLp:

Use thy powers with wisdom ; destroy not thy gift by
vain and foolish efforts ; but when to thy soul is presented a
hungry traveler on life’s pathway, open thou the doors of thy
gifted temple, and welcome him ; feed him with the manna of
life, and thy abundance shall show thy benevolence, and thy
future joy shall picture to thee those that have enjoyed reallife
at thy hands. We are now to send thee forth from thy own
hearthstone, and thou shalt have as thy duty the watering of
the feeble plants by the way, that have been wilted by super-
stition, and blasted by bigotry. Each soul that gains wisdom
by thy aid, shall be as a sparkling gem, a glowing ruby, a pre-
cious treasure to thy house in the future. Henceforth thy
power shall receive no check, but smoothly shalt thou ghde
undisturbed by influences detnmenta] and uninfluenced by .
those that would place discord at the gate of thy prosperity.

Thy Spirit Guardian and Father,
' ALEXANDER.

Swanee (an Indian spirit, and, en passant, one in
whom we had great confidence, and who had iden-
tified himself in every possible manner,) became,
after this second advent of my mediatorial powers,
a constant attendant and communicator at the circles
I held As an original character drives away long
faces, and gives a more natural and passive tendency
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to the mind, his presence seemed absolutely indis-
pensable ; his rap could always be distinguished from
that of other spjrits, it being a loud, heavy, mallet-
like sound, at some distance from the table. He
was frequently seen by Mrs. Green, who deseribed
him as a stalwart, noble-looking person, possessing
all the endowments of moral and physical superiority.
He evinced much partiality for Clark Dye, a hunter,
and would accompany him to the woods, often ap-
prise him of the game’s locality, and give an unerr-
ing aim to the rifle. That he should be a great
favorite with those whose fastidiousness did not lead
them to conclude that spirits should eternally chant
Te Deums, and converse of naught but heaven and
beatification, is not astonishing ; truly, a jolly boon
companion, and a merry, welcome guest was our
friend Swanee. One out of the many tests received
from our friend of the merry green wood, may be
neither inappropriate nor uninteresting in this place.

On an excursion with Mr. Dye, for the purpose of
disturbing the haunts of the partridge and wood-
cock, I realized peculiar tests of the presence and
knowledge of this Indian spirit. 'We were crossing
a low marshy piece of ground, and being somewhat
fatigued, sat down by a spring to partake of some
refreshments ; after the repast was ended, the jerk-
ing of my hand warned us that Swanee was near by ;
Mr. Dye, taking a blank book from his pocket, gave
it to me, and my hand wrote something of the fol-
lowing import ;
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“Go east to a field of brakes, there you will find
three birds, you will get fwo,” at the same time
pointing out the direction and the means of obtain-
ing them. Although this seemed a somewhat novel
performance, still there was but little doubt in our
minds as to the superior knowledge of our spirit
companion ; oft repeated proofs of a similar nature
had confirmed our faith in his accuracy to an incre-
dible degree. Taking guns and dogs, we proceeded
to the spot indicated by Swanee. Scarcely had we
climbed the unusually high rail fence, when the dogs
started one of the birds ; Clark, who was noted for
his excellent aim, brought the feathered unfortunate
to the ground, and bagged him, remarking at the
same time, ¢ Well, there’s one of the two.” ¢ Yes,
and the other two will have to be quicker than shot
to escape,” said I. How one was to evade our com-
bined shots; we could not conjecture. We separated
in the centre of the field, Clark taking one side, I
the other. Soon a report from my friend’s gun gave
evidence of one of the remaining two, and almost
simultaneously, a bird took wing close by my side.
I fired and fired, but its wings refused to fold, and,
unharmed, it lit some few rods from where I stood.
I followed, and again discharged my fowling-piece,
but with the same effect. Clark now joined me,
inquiring how many I had shot ; but my answer was
‘“ne’er a one.” We both gave chase to the bird I
had missed ; we got him up once more, and fired
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four successive loads at him ; but all in vain; we
saw the nimble wings bearing the small body and
long bill far, far away above the trees of a wood near
us. ‘Gone,” said Clark, “and we may as well
" evacuate these premises, for Swanee is even now
chuckling over the fulfillment of his prophecy.”
Thus ended this day’s ramble, and with it (had it
been needed), confirmation strong of the perceptive
powers and truthfulness of eur invisible friend.
Visitors from Mayfield, Gloversville, and Johns-
town, thronged Pleasant Square to hold converse
with those after whom their souls yearned ; and on
Sundays, it was difficult to tell whether Mr. Brown’s
house or the church contained the larger congregation.
Mr. S. Ripton, a member of the Johnstown Metho-
dist church, and one in good standing, both reli-
giously and materially, was so full of interest in this
truth, that it was no unusual thing for him to drive
eight or ten miles two or three times a week,
attended by friends, for the purpose of satisfying
those who sneered at him, for making what they
called “a fool of himself” This sage commentary
upon what they deemed their friend’s weakness, was
generally dismissed after seeing and receiving the
overwhelmingly convincing tests that were usually
theirs on such occasions. Thus it is with the world
(or rather with the narrow minds in the world), they
call their neighbor fool, and laugh him to scorn for
knowing more than they do, but after gaining some
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insight, and tasting of this same tree of knowledge,
are fain to exclaim :
“This tree is not, as we are told, a tree
Of danger, tasted; nor to evil unknown
Opening the way, but of divine effect
To open eyes.”

~

How frequently, in my journeyings, have I been
stopped with the salutation, “ Well, Redman, do
you still believe in necromancy and Devilism ?”’
¢ Certainly I do,” would be the response. ‘Have
you ever witnessed what you term Devilism ?”
“No ! nor have I any desire.” ‘Then show your
wisdom by studying that, of which you declare your
ignorance, ere venturing an opinion. A fool can
pooh ! at simple addition : wise men often do the
same at simpler truths.” A few such retorts gener-
ally silence those who view this subject through
the dense veil of their own folly and superstition.

Seasons for prayer, periods for exhortation and
condemnation, were almost innumerable at this ¢ime,
The clergy of Johnstown, in an especial manner,
thundered forth their anathemas, which caused that
part of the community still in leading strings to
quail and loudly pray. But their darts of ven-
geance fell pointless on those at whom they were
principally aimed, for from Mr. Shuler, and other
Spiritualists of that place, I received an earnest so-
licitation to once again take up my residence there.
Mr. Shuler had many times visited me at Pleasant
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Square, and had become sufficiently interested to -
wish me to make his home temporarily mine, and to
try the experiment of holding regular investigating
circles. Having acceded to his proffered arrange-
ment, the Fall of 1854 found me at Mr. Shuler's
mansion, prepared to beard the frantic bishops and
priests, and to convince them how futile were their
endeavors to uproot such a God-given reality. To
them I felt might not be inaptly applied the words,
“Paul ! Paul ! ’tis hard for thee to kick against the
pric

Our first circle, which consisted of Mr. and Mrs.
Shuler, T. Ripton, R. H. Johnson, G. Perkins, and
myself, was not very satisfactory, for shortly after
being seated, quite a number of full-grown boys and
girls, each furnished with a respectably sized stick,
began amusing themselves with performing initia-

" tory lessons in drumming, on different parts of the
house, and although Mr. Shuler’s presence caused
an immediate retreat, yet passivity was scarcely re-
stored, ere our ears were again assailed by their
noisy uproar ; 8o with the exception of a few raps,
nothing was obtained.

Our second effort was more successful Mr. Shu-
ler's grandfather announced his presence, and en-
trancing me, spoke long and fondly to his child.
This interview was deeply affecting, and many that
listened, shed tears. Mrs. Shuler was influenced to
write, and strong physical manifestations were given.
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At the conclusion much satisfaction was expressed.
Mr. Shuler and myself accompanied Mr. Johnson to
the hotel, and gave a statement, to the guests there
assembled, of the evening’s occurrences. The usual
terms of humbug, &c., &c., were forthwith currently
applied. But some, claiming to have more brains
_than the rest, entered into what they termed a phi-
losophical explanation : but the exemplifications in-
volving more that was inexplicable than the facts,
and not edified or enlightened by the abstruse pro-
blems advanced, I withdrew about midnight ; but
understood,.on the following day, that the excite-
ment was continued far into the morning hours,
without any nearer climax to the bona fide truth.

Mediums multiplied in all directions. A musical
spirit took possession of Mr. 8. Wemple, when he
(although not knowing one note of music from
another) played on the violin with surprising accu-
racy. This manifestation attracted large and won-
dering audiences.

A few evenings after my arrivalin the Council seat
of the Mohawks, I held a séance at Mr. T. Ripton’s,
composed chiefly of members of the old Methodist
Church, who with long faces, (and I suppose, sancti-
fiedsouls,) propounded their ecclesiastioal questions,
and often received answers adverse to their precon-
ceived notions. One member especially, Mr. H.,
seemed keenly alive to snch discussions; he would
become excited, shake his silvered locks, and I.am
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forced feelingly to relate, that in one of his antics of
rage, brought down his crutch (he was lame,) with
no gentle raps on my pedal extremity. Notwith-
standing these sanctimonious contentions, we mana-
ged to have a part of the time devoted to tests, and
thereby convinced some of the righteous, that the
operating powers were unconnected with diabolism,
necromancy, or trick. In view of the accumulated
proofs one by one let fall their preconceived ideas,
and supported by reason and philosophy, came with
gladdened hearts and rejoicing souls into the spiritual
faith.

In view of the sparse attendance at the Methodist
meeting house, and the failure of prayer and exhor-
tation to recall the wandering sheep, Mr. Mattison,
the author of a work, entitled ¢ Spiritual Manifes-
tations explained and exposed,” was sammoned to
lend his aid in leading back those who were verging
on the confines of Satan’s habitation. The learned
expositor of his own ignorance speedily came to the
assistance of the brother in tribulation, and his pre-
sence was intimated by large placards posted in the
most conspicuous parts of the town, proclaiming the
arrival of a ¢ Lion,” and the recommendation to all
“ wolves in sheeps’ clothing” to evacuate the place,
at the same time announcing that a lecture on Spir-
itnalism would be delivered at the Methodist church
on the ensuing evening. A meeting of Spiritualists
was immediately called, when it was voted to send
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and ask Mr. Mattison and the Reverend Mr. Dudley
to attend a séance at Mr. Shuler’s, previous to the
delivery of the lecture ; in accordance with the reso-
lution, a messenger was dispatched to the Reverend’s
abode with the invitation, and the following was the
reply returned : ¢ Dear Sirs, Mr. Mattison having
fully investigated the subject, seeks no further oppor-
tunity—but, should it please you to call at 3 P. M.
we shall be at home.”

Not wishing to be laid aside in this manner, a
committee was selected to visit the sanctum sancto-
rum ; two mediums were to attend, Mr. Edward
Cooper and myself, and at the designated hour we
all pursued our muddy way, (it had rained the pre-
ceding night,) to the Reverend’s domicile ; having
reached which in safety, an introduction of the party
by Mr. Miles Brown, gone through, and a table (after
some demur) obtained, we seated ourselves around it,
expecting to see the other persons present join ; but
such was none of their intent. Mr. Dudley started
up stairs like one deranged, and shortly after came
" down in fever heat, with an arm full of books that
looked as if they had been saved from destruction,
““ yet so as by fire.” ¢ There, translate that passage,
and that, and that,” said he, pointing to different
places in the volume before him. Mr. Brown assur-
ed the learned theologian that spirits did not come for
the purpose of translating Hebrew, Greek and Latin,
but simply to convince mortals of their presence and
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power ; he then requested him to take a chair at the
table. ¢ Sit up to the table,” said Mr. Mattison.
“No!mno! Goon with your humbug, we stand aside
to detect, not to join with you,” at the same time
stretching himself up like an enraged gobbler. Not~
withstanding his denunciations, he was requested
again and again to join, but in vain ; he persisted in re-
fusing, and in declaring his superior knowledge of the
manifestations, at the same time showering on us a
succession of epithets, which although in perfect keep-
ing with the blusterer’s entire deportment, were rather
too unrefined for ears polite. Messrs. Brown and
Shuler, becoming rather excited at the ungentlemanly
behavior, denounced those who feared ¢truth and its
investigation, and we took our departure.

The evening drew nigh when Spiritualism and
Spiritualists were to be annihilated. The sidewalks
were lined with multitudes all eager to attend the
immolation. Mr. Brown, Mr. Shuler, and myself,
three of the principal victims, presented our doomed
persons at the door of the sacrificial temple, and
having dropped the required dimes (there was an
entrance fee of ten or twelve cents per head) into
the hand of the attendant acolyte, proceeded to take
our places and collect our thoughts preparatory to
the awful moment of total demolition. The Great
High Priest of the night arose, and called orally on
the Lord to bless the cause of the meeting ; internally,
I dare say, he was praying for the sale of certain
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books piled up by his side, which he declared he
would dispose of at cost price.

Having delivered his ejaculatory invocation, he
began quoting from Judge Edmonds, A. J. Davis,
Ambler and others, animadverting with sarcastic in-
solence on all points opposed to the rusty dogmas
and creeds of which he was the advocate, and inter-
mingling his comments with ridiculous anecdotes,
originating, inall human probability in his own brain,
for the purpose of eliciting laughter from those in
the audience, who were only less despicable than
himself, because less maliciously ignorant. He ad-
duced some Greek characters written by Fowler,
pronouncing them plagiarisms ; related his detections
of .mediums, and gave the programme of our after-
noon’s performances, intermixed with euphonious
epithets similar to those I have already alluded.

One of the elders of the church was next intro-
duced : he remarked * that he had a few words to
say previous to the dismissal of this important meet-
ing ; but ere laying before the assembly his views,
he would suggest an intermission of fifteen minutes,
during which Mr. Mattison would offer for sale his
valuable work, entitled ¢ Spiritual Manifestations,
explained and exposed.” A general rush was made
for the speaker’s desk, and for about half an hour
quarter dollars accumulated around -him, during
which the Professor’s face dilated with an acquisitive
grin, and he favored his listeners with the accompa-
nying history of his quarter production,
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Friends and Brothers :—

This work contains a large number of plates, engraved ex-
pressly for it at my own expense; one of which is a represen-
tation of a writing medium, who sits perfectly passive at his
table, while the devil in the opposite corner is impressing him.
Another represents a trance medium; his own spirit stands
some feet from his body, shivering in a cloud, while another is
seeking entrance into his form, the feet of which may be per-
ceptible in the cranium. Another diagram exhibits physical
manifestations—the medium stands on one side giving orders,
while in the background may be seen a table and an unldcky
visitor flying in the air, thus violating all the known laws of
gravitation, &c., &c.

The above is a synopsis of the ridiculous harangue
of this Reverend Mr. Mattison. I do not wish it
understood that I have, throughout, given his exact
words, because all his frivolous puerxle vociferations
my memory could not retain, but it is the substance
of what Le said, and partially the exact language.

The time allotted for vending and intermission
concluded, the elder once more became the cynosure
of all eyes, and opened his valedictory with a rela-
tion of an occurrence said to have taken place in a
saw mill upon Mayfield mountain. ¢ The Reverend
Mr. Yale, a devout teacher, had been represented as
communicating with a parcel of Sabbath breakers in
a saw mill,” was the tenor of the speech, which was
closed by denouncing me as the medium. Truly,
when the Reverend was so scandalized and thought it
degrading to have his co-laborer present himself ina
saw mill on the Sabbath for the purpose of either
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finishing the work he had left incomplete, or of cor-
recting erromeous teachings he had inculcated while
in the form, and thus trying to feed those he had
left starving; He must sadly have forgotten the
lowly cradle of the Great Medium, and the sanction
that that same pure being gave to his disciples
breaking the ears of corn on the 8abbath, when they
were a hungered. But to my theme ; scarcely had the
orthodox gentleman closed his strain of elogquence,
when an inftuence seized and lifted me wpon the
bench, on which I sat, and involuntarily, on my part,
I pronounced his remarks to be false and without
foundation. This produced some excitement, which
was quieted by his observing, “I will leave the
audience to use their own judgment, whether to be-
lieve a minister of the gospel or a spirit rapper.’’
The ceremonies were then closed amidst hissings,
cheerings and stampings of feet.
¢ And when the tumult dwindled to a calm,
‘We left them to practice the hundredth psalm!”

Shortly after this renowped exposé, Mr. Dudley,
as I learned, renqunced his Methodist faith and be-
came a proselyte to some other creed ; and the suc-
cess of Professor Mattison’s lecture was evident, in
circles becoming more numerous, the credence given
to the manifestations witnessed, stronger ; and the
subject being generally debated.

My services, the evening after this lecture, were
engaged at Mr. Wells’s, there were present including
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Miss Wells, who presided at the piano, nine persons.
The circle, after having been favored with various
well executed pieces of music, became restless in
consequence of delay in the manifestations, when
Mr. W’s. son expressed a desire for a specified spir-
itual performance, which, if gratified, would convince
him beyond all doubt. “If]” said he, ¢ the spirits -
will move a tangible object disconnected with .the
medium, I will doubt no more : if they will move
the piano at which M—— is sitting, I will believe ;
break it, smash <t ¢n pieces, do anything with it. I
am going to New York next week, and if they break
it, I will buy another.” No sooner were the words
uttered than the piano (a heavy rosewood instru-
ment,) turned a complete summersault in the air,
and fell upon the floor, jarring the whole house.

A rush was made for the instrument, to ascertain
if it were broken, and at the same moment, the
attention of a part of the company was directed to
Mrs. W., who had fainted, and fallen. The lady
was taken into an adjoining room, and then the in-
strument examined to see how far the injuries
extended. While four stronz men were raising it,
Miss W. exclaimed, “Oh! my poor piano! ’tis
broken all to pieces.” But no, it was unharmed,
except the breaking of a hinge, and was not even
outof tune. ¢ Well 1” said one of the party, ¢ what
do you think of that, John? You were taken at your
word, and it came near costing you some five hundred

893
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dollars.” John’s conclusion was to ask no more de-
cisive demonstrations. The company now adjourned
to pay attention to Mrs. W., who had been com-
pletely overpowered. This closed that evening’s
circle, and all meetings of a spiritual character, for
some time ; the conclusion being, that the manifes-
tations were injurious to nervous, sensitive persons.
The good Book says, ¢ Seek and ye shall find, knock
and it shall be opened.” But, when we are seeking
and knocking, we should be careful neither to seek
nor ask for that, which, upon mature reflection, we
would rather not possess : and those of nervous tem-
peraments should not seek to be present at demon-
strations, which, when witnessed, are overpowering
to their keen susceptibilities. Had the request to
the spirits not been complied with, the cry would
have been ‘humbug:” being acceded to, it was,
¢ the manifestations are injurious.”

In accordance with instructions received from
father, I, about this time, turned my wandering
steps towards Boston ; on reaching which city, I,
through the same parental guidance, located myself
. in the house of Mr. Gates, whose family were all
Spiritualists. 'While here, my room was perpetually
crowded by anxious investigators—scarcely had I one
leisure moment, Hour after hour, day succeeding
day, were passed in the same (to me) monotonous
occupation ; but to my visitors, there was a perpet-
ual influx of light, joy, and satisfaction. To en-
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courage and cheer me through the dull routine of
every day duty, I at this period received a commu-
nication from my guardian (father,) in which he
briefly sketched an outline of my future: a copy of
which I herewith subjoin.

BerLovep SoNn—

Ever near you, I behold each act. My spirit’s love for
you, bids me also direct each act: if then, with persevering
fortitude, you continue to be advised and directed by me, how
can you stray ?

I would not take from you the identity that God hath
given you; neither would I bar from thee certain privileges,
that you are permitted to enjoy. In short, I would make thee
dependent on thyself, and, at the same time, dependent upon
angels for directions, when their superior wisdom shall over-
reach the boundary of thy pex:sonal vision. At all times use
thy judgment, and in no instance allow thyself to swerve from
its promptings. If I advise, I will also appeal to thy better
sense as to the philosophy of that advice, and bring thy mortal
to know the reasons of our immortal.

I would, at this time, plant a seed in the soil of thy soul,
and follow me, as I trace its growth for & time.

You are to remain here, in this house, but a short time.
You will be urged to remain. You will attend a meeting of
harmonial friends, and in that assembly you will receive a new
impetus, which shall not only lay open a wider field to thy in-
fluences, but associate thee with all that shall tend to develope,
purify, and make thee more perfect as a teacher, as an instru-
ment ; and one of the few who are to bear the cross in a holy
cause.

My child, thy developments are to become even stronger
than thy most sanguine hopes. Physical things shall move at



102 MYSTIC HOURS,

thy approach; and thy name shall be first among those who
move in these ranks of truthful philosophy—from north to
south, from east to west, thy name shall be spoken, connected
with manifestations given by us through thee. But not to thy-
self be the praise, my child, for thou art but an orbit wherein
the mighty wheel of progress shall roll and mark its immortal
career. Thou art but a simple earthen jar, wherein the plant
of life shall grow, mature, and blossom for the world.

‘Work on, then, my son ; tire not at this early stage of thy
career; but lend cheerfully thy hand, wherever the wheel of
spiritual truth needs an additional revolution: the great future
contains thy reward. From time to time, I will prop up thy
branches and make thee strong.

Thy loving parent and guardian,
ALEXANDER.

My séances at Mr. Gates’s continued throughout
the winter, during which time my development be-
came gradually stronger, and not wanting in tests of
identity. During my residence here, through the
polite invitation of Mr. A. Adams, I made my débdt
at the monthly spiritual reunion, held at the resi-
dence of Mrs. J. B. Leeds, 45 Carver Street. On the
evening of my introduction, found the large parlor at
Mrs. Leeds’ filled with a goodly company, all anx-
iously desirous of receiving spiritual communica-
tions : prominent among the mediums present was
Mrs. Leeds, who, for spiritual fervor, amiability,
pureness of motive, and internal spiritual prin-
ciple, has no superior. A circle of mediums was
formed in the centre of the room, and after some
singing by the company, an Indian spirit, purporting
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to be that ot Red Jacket, controlled Mrs. Leeds, and
gave eloquent evidences of a superior mind having
command of her organs. The remarks of this spirit
were followed by those of others, all of which contri-
buted to the pleasures and profits of the evening.
No manifestations of any moment were given through
me, save a few revolutions of a centre-table, which
might have been accounted for on the principle of
mechanical pressure. This evening passed off most
agreeably, and, spiritually speaking, the benefit to
me was great ; I could perceive new influences taking
possession of my system, and though months had
elapsed since father’s communication, I could at this
moment plainly see the first step towards the corro-
boration of his statements. At a subsequent meet-
ing of a few friends at Mrs. Leeds’s house, a large
centre-table, at which the company were sitting, was
taken entirely from the floor, carried over the heads
of all present, and placed at a distance of some feet
from the circle. So lightly and prettily was this
manifestation performed, that scarcely a sound above
our voices was perceptible.

Subsequently to the above, and in the presence of
the same party, a manifestation similar to that
which took place at Glens Falls in the house of Mr.
McDonald, occurred.

After interchanges of salutations with our spirit
friends, we were desired to repair to an upper room,
which was quieter and more retired than the one we



104 MYSTIC HOURS,

usually occupied ; we complied, and took our seats
as usual. On the table before uslay a lead pencil and
paper, these we were directed to place on the floor,
angd to commence singing ; we obeyed the injunctions,
and after the lapse of a few minutes, we were notified
to take up the pencil ; butlo ! it had disappeared—a
search was immediately instituted, but it could no
where be seen ; we reseated ourselves, when we were
told to look underneath the carpet—we did so, and
the missing pencil was found, placed directly under
the table and beneath the spot in the carpet on
which it had ‘been previously laid ; with it was a
note, purporting to come from the spirit son of Mr.
A. B. Hall. It was signed with his name, the writ-
" ing was in printed capitals, and was very distinct.
Other manifestations of a similar or equally con-
vincing character, all tending to carry conviction of
supermundane agency, and to show that ¢ change
makes not death, except to clay,” were received by
all present.

Towards the close of the winter, I was requested
by spirits through both Mrs. Leeds and myself to
change my location and establish myself at 45 Car-
ver Street. Thus actuated by this'and the additional
counsel of friends still in the earthly body, I became
a resident in the family of Mrs. Leeds.

Behold now an interesting spiritual household—
my apartments on the first floor, where the manifes-
tations, being principally of a physical character,
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were calculated to awaken interest and inquiry ; Mrs,
Leeds occupying those above, where the teachings
uttered through her tended to instruct in the divine
philosophy of our faith after the sce of doubt had
been broken ; ’twas a spiritual volume, in which the
facts that were perused below were substantiated by
the philosophy above. Many who entered the por-
tals of that dwelling, adverse to every thing con-
nected with our belief, were compelled ere leaving it
to admit :
“C’est en vain qu 'on se met en défense
Le bon Dieu touche les ceeurs lorsque moins on y pense.”

Among the earliest and not the least prominent
of, my spiritual visitors, after my removal to Carver
Street, was an Indian spirit, who gave his name as
“Big Thunder.” He always announced himself by
a loud sonorous rap in one corner, and usually made
his appearance with Mr. Adams, of whom he pur-
ported to be the guardian spirit. © Were my eyes
closed on the entrance of this gentleman, I could
detect his presence by the peculiar rap of his red
attendant. Not alone, however, in raps did our
forest friend excel, but in all manifestations where
great physical force was requisite ; indeed, he seemed
to take delight in such exhibitions ; and did we at
any time need an independent performance, we had
only to dispatch a messenger for him, and, without
any delay, he would wait upon us. I would not
have it understood that g;e regarded him as subser-

’
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vient to our will, but that he was a fine spirit, who,
being ever anxious to do good, was willing to comply
with our requests, when, from his knowledge of the
results, he felt that his assistance could be beneficial.
Here I would say, that throughout my mediatorial
life, there have always been spirits, remarkable for
-great power, upon whom I could call when a mani-
festation of a physical character was necessary, and
whom I have always found willing to do all in their
power, even if what they did was not exactly that
which, at the time, I desired.

The person, who rejects a physical demonstration
of spiritual power, on the plea that it is low, or pro-
céeds from a low class of intelligences, should, in my
opinion, cast from him al that grows beneath the soil,
and partake only of that which matures in the upper-
most part of the tree—or idolize the majestic oak,
and repudiate the acorn whence it springs. I view
the physical phenomena of Spiritualism as the foun-
dation of the whole philosophy ; without them we
sink back on faith alone, deprived of a tangible basis.

Is it low, degrading, or useless to study the minor
grades of development in any condition of life ? Is
there not a volume of perfection, beauty and wisdom
to be found in the billow-tossed sea-weed, or earthly
shrub ? Does not the perfume of the lowly violet
speak as plainly of its divine origin, as that exhaled
by the queenly rose ? Do not the cowslip, and wild
flower of the prairie display the perfection of the Al-
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mighty constructor, equally with the choice exotic of
the hot-house ? '

In almost every spiritual community are found
mediums and Spiritualists, who express disgust for
the more tangible manifestatigns of spirit presence,
and loudly proclaim the trance speaker and clairvoy-
ant as superior orders of development., That trance
speakers more freely express ideas, is frue ; and it
those ideas, purporting to be spiritual, are so alto-
gether, then truly is the abnormal condition a supe-
rior mediumistic development : but this it is not.
Every idea expressed through such channels, is
tainted, more or less, with the characteristics of the
brain through which it comes ; ‘and without doubt
we may take seven-tenths of such matter at a dié-
count. The only perfect mode of spirit communion
free from mortal interference is, where the commu-
nication given, is wholly mechanical, and discon-
nected entirely from the mind of the medium, which
can be obtained in various ways,—by rapping, tip-
ping, or writing in such a manner, that the medium
cannot read it at the time. '

I am well aware that there are believers in Spirit-
ualism who contend, that all communications given,
in whatever possible manner, are more or less con-
nected with the minds of those present, or more
particularly with that of the medium. I deny this
in toto ; and the sooner persons upholding this doc-
trine disabuse themselves of their error, and learn
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to the contrary, the better. Another erroneous idea
advanced by many, possessed of more zeal than
knowledge, is, that the extremities of mediums must
become comparatively frigid, or the pupil of the eye
be abnormally dilated®(when they are influenced by
spirits) is likewise without foundation ; and certain-
ly those who devote their life and time to practical
mediumistic experiences, should be deemed prior
authority, and more competent judges, than persons
who merely theorize.
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CHAPTER V.

William Lovett’s Interview. Communication. Mr. Allen Putnam’s Seance.
Mr, Hart’s Letter. W. A. Fogg’s Manusoript. Poem. Mr. Charles Bruce’s
astounding Experiences. Shelley.

¢ Thou, thou hast rent the heavy chain that bound thee ;
And this shall be my strength—the joy to think
That thou mayst wander, with heaven’s love around thee,
And all the laughing sky!”

IN the early part of the spring, while still a resi- -
dent in Boston, I was called on by Mr. W. Lovett,
who came, he said, not so much for the pur
testing the matter, as to have certain questiorWhere
‘were already written, and which he held in his.
answered. This much explained, kir. L. propov
his questions as follows :— .

Will the spirit of my father answer questi:
No.1? No response. -

Is father present ? No. ,

Will the spirit present, if a friend of mine, give its
name ? Yes—accompanied with a call for the
alphabet. Edward D. Lovett, the name spelt.

Here the inquirer paused, and seemed much
affected. He then told me that the spirit claiming
to be present was a brother, who had been absent
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from home for many years, and as he had never been
heard from, was generally supposed, by his friends,
to be dead. Continued rapping, during this expla-
pation, showing a desire on the part of the spirit to
converse. Mr. Lovett then addressed him thus :—

Dear Brother, do you see father, and the rest of
our loved ones ?

“Yes, William, I am with father and sister; we
live and progress together ; though we are nof in the
same circle, still we see and know each other’s acts,
and our spheres not being distant, we can sym-
pathise.” ,

What is your condition in your spirit home ?

¢’Tig difficult for me to express in mortal words

my: con-lition ; but it is far different from the earth

‘I find we can dispense with many of the

Aties of earth, and there.is added to us much

‘we had not while mortal ; I find an equality in

§ thing—temperature, health, appetite, &c. ;

.he same time, there is a constant desire to dili-

" ¢ntly study, that I may reach a higher grade of
development.”

You say “you have a constant desire to study.”

Study what ¢

¢ Cause and effect, dear brother. Effect, we know,

is a child of Cause ; and to determine the character

of that cause is our study. The same principle

governs alike the moth, and more beautiful of the

insect world ; if we understand %ow the one is deve-
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loped—the spiritual principle that first expands its
tiny wings—we can apply the same divine law to
the unfolding of every living thing, for in every
thing there is life. ’Tis an eternal study, William,
and .one, of which man can know but little ; he
may judge of effect and admire it ; he may criticise,
and ecstacise—’tis well ; but he cannot go before
himself, for the cause of his existence was prior to
kim ; in himself, he sees the e¢ffect. This was one of
the questions you were to have asked father. I have
answered it as well.”

‘Will father be here with you at this time ?

“He will not; his spirit was cognizant of your
engagement, but he was unable to attend ; he will,
however, meet you at your next interview with this
medium.”

Can you tell me, dear brother, when and where
you died, or left the earth ?

“ One question at a time.”

When did you leave earth ?

“ November, 1843.”

Can you tell me the day of the month ?

“No.”

Where did you leave the earth from ?

“New Orleans.”*

Here this interesting séance ended.

A few days subsequent to the above, I was called

* The communications or manifestations marked thus * have
been already published by the Spiritual Press.
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on by Mr. Allen Putnam, accompanied by two
ladies. After the party assembled around the table,
names were written on ballots, as is customary ; this
is done, I would here observe, not so much to pro-
cure tests, as an invitation to those with whom we
are desirous of communicating: in this instance,
some five minutes elapsed after the pellets being
written, when one was selected and handed to one
of the ladies ; on it was the word, Benjamin, a name
which she had placed among her invitations. The
remaining pellets were all gathered into my hand,
then placed in that of the other lady, and afterwards
all withdrawn, save one, when Catherine was writ-
ten, purporting to be the name on the paper left ;
this was also correct, both as regards the name and
the writer of the ballot. Mr. Putnam, likewise re-
ceived a pellet, which was attended with an equally
satisfactory indieation of his spirit friend’s presence.
The table was made to menifest tokens of pleasure,
by being turned upon its side and end, and perform
other feats. A communication was then written, in
which the unseen intelligence expressed a desire to
fulfill a certain promise made to one of the ladies
previous to her leaving home. The promise was,
*“that she should receive a ‘communication written
under the table, without human hands.” A card,
with a sheet of blank paper, was placed under the
table,"and the following was written legibly :
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* My Dear MortaL Friexps—

I am very near you, though you cannot appreciate my
presence. Faithfully, your spirit friend,
BeNsayin.

Much was received at this session that was inter-
esting, but the writing was noted as being strikingly
characteristic of the spirit, while in the form :

%0 that the tide of the world was pure enough for us to
give the glorious truths, which are now waiting in the spheres !
But be patient. Slowly and steadily come the waters from
the mighty ocean upon the mind of the natural world: ’tis now
but a little rivulet, running round a few truth-seeking hearts;
’tis not yet sufficiently strong to carry all bigotry before it ;
but it swells, as each morning sun rises, and will swell and
strengthen, until those walking tabernacles of sin shall be over-
whelmed and drowned.” )

At the same sitting, another spirit wrote :

“ Each flower, each plant, each stem that grows
But to the heart perfection shows;

And each doth some sweet anthem sing,

In honor of these days of Spring,

The Spring of Truth, we nllean, that sends warm
rays of wisdom (while it blends harmonious chords
from nature’s. bower,) on hearts, to paint the pur-
est flower.”

The following highly interesting letter, containing
an account of Mr. Hart’s introduction to Spiritual-
ism, has been kindly tendered by that gentleman.
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Doctor REDMAN :—

Dear Sir:—The facts connected with my first sitting with
you are simply these.

You requested me to write on different slips of paper the
names of my friends who were in the spirit world. I wrote
ten, rolled (not folded) each one separately into little pellets,
and then mixed them thoroughly together on the table be-
fore me.

You then, pointing at each pellet with your pencil, asked, if
there were any of my spirit friends present, and if they would
pick out their names. Three raps answered “yes,” and two
of the ten were pushed towards me, the names in which were
spelt by the alphabet being called, previous to opening, and in
each case correctly.

One of the names was that of my Father. I then asked if
the intelligence (for I did not then believe in spirit communion)
could give me any proof, by which it could be identified. The
answer, “I will try,” came ; and I commenced asking questions,
all of which were answered in accordance with facts then in my
possession, and correctly, with one: exception. The question
was, “ How many were with you at the time of your death ?”
and the answer received was seven. This I believed to be
erroneous, for previous to calling on you, I had written the
names of (as I believed) all, who sailed with my father, and
there were #iz only. I varied the question, insisting that there
was & mistake ; but was as positively told that I was wrong;
and at last it was written through your hand, “there were
cight of us in the boat.” Here I was forced to let the matter
rest, and although in after sittings I received ample proof, by
which I could, and did identify the spirit as that of my father ;
still I could not get any other answer to the disputed question
than the one first given.

For three months that answer was inexplicable to me; but,
at the end of that time, I visited my home and learned from
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my mother and brother that, in fact, I was wrong, for seven
persons did sail with my father.

You can judge of the strength or force with which this test
struck me. “ Od force and mind reading” were wholly inade-
quate to explain it away, and if I had had no other proof of
my father’s presence, that would of itself been sufficient to,

Yours, very truly, SamuEL C. Harrt.

At one of the regular public circles, which I held
weekly, while residing at Mrs. Leeds’, Mr. W. A,
Fogg, who was a constant attendant, received a com~
munication written without mortal hands. The
hands of all present were at the time on the table,
and the room lighted by two gas burners. The com-
munication reads thus : '

“Q! try to be good, I am ever with you.”—JuL1a.

Another, at the same circle, and addressed to the
same gentleman, was given through my hands. In
consequence of the singular manner in which it was
written, Mr. Fogg preserved it as a curiosity. While
writing, my attention was directed to different per-
sons in the circle, as they were asking questions in
order to draw my mind from what I wasdoing. The
first and second lines of this singular production
were written backwards and inverted. Of the fourth
line, each word was spelt backwards; the next line
backwards and inverted, the next the usual way,
the last inverted and backward with a signature thus :

¢ Nna.?

The communication reads in this manner :
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* My DEeAr BROTHER:

I am near you trying to make known to you my guardian
presence. If you knew the many anxious feelings of the spirit
friends who have gone before, you would see the many en-
deavors which they make for thy spiritual welfare. O! try to
fill well thy destination in this life, and bright angels will soon
crown thee with rejoicings from the spirit world. I am ever
near and will constantly watch thy progress. Thy spirit sister,

ANN.

The time occupied in writing the above, Mr. Fogg
says, was not over a minute, and all the while I was
conversing with some member of the circle

The ensuing poem was written through my hand,
and purported to come from one, who while in this
rudimental sphere declared, that

“ Matter cannot
Comprehend spirit wholly—but ’tis something
To know there are spirit realms.”

’Tis passing kind for nature’s God to smile
In laws, that bid the mortal soul beguile
His hours in busy learning:
*Tis passing strange, that man from fact should stand
Like Eastern Mummies in their mounds of sand,
! No page of progress turning,

And stranger still, since man was born of God,
Desires, like plants, to rise above the sod

And breathe the freedom given :
That he content should lie as planted, still
Refusing with the germ his shell to fill

And blossom in pure heaven.

.



T BYRON. 117

These truths were not forgotten in the past,
Can they with olden miracles contrast
And separate by-ways trace ?
No! for one’s twin sister of the other,
Born by the same Eternal Father
In heaven's high resting place.

Amphictyon, like priests, did weak the wine,

That Greeks imbibing might not be divine,
And rob him of his plunder:

Ye Gospel sainis with Chameleon skin,

Would also chaff the barley in the bin,
Compelling dupes to hunger.

But day by day, these famish’d souls awake,

And with a strong convulsive tremor shake
These fetters off their feet;

Then rising to a sense of holy trust,

‘Will celebrate the hour, their chains had burst
And made them men complete.

At this period of my mediumship, I was fre-

"quently visited by Mr. Charles Bruce, of Cambridge-

port, Massachusetts. His séances were weekly, and
the manifestations received by him were of as extra-
ordinary a nature as any I ever witnessed ; so won-
derful, indeed, that I expect but few, save those who
were witnesses of the facts, will be disposed to give
them much credence. I am satisfied, however, that
all manifestations, occurring at the present day, will
be corroborated by the future; and when greater
works than these shall come to pass, then will doubts
of what are now deemed’ marvels, settle into belief.
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The greater part of the manifestations I am about
recording, were published at the time of their occur-
rence, by Mr. Bruce, in the New England Spiritual-
ist. Although they took place at different intervals,
I have collected and embraced them all under one
head.

MR. BRUCE'S MANIFESTATIONS.

The circle consisted of Messrs. Bruceand Andrews,
and a lady friend of the former.

- 1. The spirit of Julia Bruce, the spirit wife of the
first named gentleman, announced her presence, and
wrote a short communication, in which she greeted
her companion, and declared the pleasure she expe-
rienced at finding him still seeking for evidences of
mortality, not through faith but by works.

A messagé was written under the table to Mr. B,
of the following import,—*I will do all I can for
you, to-night ;” here the pencil dropped, and the
sentence was left unfinished. The same test was
repeated, when, “I am very near you. Julia,” was
added. The above papers are now in Mr. Andrews’
possession.

%2 Mr, Andrews placed a watch under the table
on the floor; after waiting a few minutes, the lady
present felt the watch touch her clothing ; welooked
under the table, and it had disappeared ; a short
time after, we looked again, when the watch was
found with its case open, in, the place it had been
first laid. The table was next raised, and remained
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balanced without contact for some minutes. This
interesting séance was closed, the time appointed
for its duration having expired ; great anxiety was,
however, manifested by tbe invisibles to have it pro-
longed, promising us much, if we would only allow
them time, but, quile time enough (and that in
broad day light,) had already been given, during
which, astonishment had been created that would
serve as food for meditation; at all events, fora little
while.

*3. At the request of my spirit wife, ¢ Julia,” I carried an
accordeon to a sitting with Mr. Redman, 45 Carver Street,
Boston, Julia having promised if I would do so, she would
play upon it. We had not been long at the table before she
called for the instrument. At her request,I put it on the
floor under the table—it soon began to play without visible
agency, and was played well, as I thought ; after a whilo, she
wrote through his hand, “ You may take up the accordeon now.”
On looking under the table, I found it in two parts, the top
having been drawn out, an operation requiring the exercise
of some force ; I took it up, put it together, and laid it again
under the table. She then said to me, “ Put your hand under
the table, and I will hand it to you.” Idid so, and the instru-
ment was immediately placed in my hand. At the request of
Redman, the same was done for him. The accordeon was again
placed under the table, and she said to me,  Tell Redman to
look for his ring.” (This ring had been given to Mr. R. some
time before, and he wore it securely fastened to his watch
chain, (it has cut some queer antics, and more may be expected
of it.) Mr. R. searched for the ring, but, without being able
to find it, he said, “ Julia, what have you done with it ?” she
replied, “ Take up the accordeon and look i that ;” we did so,
and found the ring within the instrument.—~CrarLrs Bruck.
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‘While sitting alone with*Mr. Redman I was requested by
the spirit of my wife to put a newspaper (which 1 had brought
with me,) under the table, I did so, and while Mr. R. and my-
self were bending over the table listening for sounds which
were being produced, we smelt smoke ; hastily springing up,
we found the paper under the table in a blaze. There were
no matches in the room, and the spirits claimed to have pro-
duced the fire by a chemical process.

‘Why may not this fact account for some instances of spon-
taneous combustion ?

*5. At a subsequent meeting I was requested to lay my
watch under the table ; in a few moments after doing so, on
looking for it, the chain, (a heavy gold one,) had been unfas-
tened and had disappeared ; both cases were open and the
minute hand was taken off. Putting on the hand and closing
it, T laid it on the table, when it suddenly disappeared. The
spirit said she had taken it, but would return it before I left.
As I was about to leave the room, I was directed to look be-
neath the table, and, behold, there was the watch, but no chain.
On inquiring, I was told, the spirits would keep the chain till
my next interview, which they did, and returned it, by placing
1t in my hand under the table,

*6. At a sitting with Mr. Redman, the mamfestatlons this
time eclipsed all previous ones. .

A hand resembling a human one came up on one side of the
table, and remained long enough for us to see that it was a
perfectly formed female hand, and one of the most beautiful
Ieversaw. This was repeated several times ; it occurred when
no one else was in the room, and tn the light. I then puta
tambourine under the table, and the invisibles played on it for
some time., I then held it with one hand under the table, and
requested them to take hold of the other side; they did so,
and gave me a specimen of their strength by taking it away
from me. I next requested the spirit to take hold of my hand
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under the table ; I immediately felt a hand grasp mine, and I
held it long enough to satisfy myself that, in all respects, it re-
sembled a human hand. Tt had finger nails and was warm like
the human hand. I could discern no difference. After this,
to show us how they could use their hands, they untied our
shoes, took off both shoes and stockings, and left us barefoot.
The above are only a part of what was done, but a fair sample.
I think such things are some proof of the agency of disembo-
died spirits, President Mahan to the contrary notwithstanding.

The editor of the New England Spiritualist makes the en-
suing comment.

Incredible as the above might seem, were there no corro-
borative testimony; yet, it is but an item in the volume of
evidence, which is accumulating on every hand,

‘We know Mr. Bruce, and his testimeny on any other subject
would be taken without hesitation.

The following manifestations with Mr, Bruce, have
not before been published ; they will, no doubt, tax
the credulity of many ; but, as the object of these
pages is to set forth facts, as they actually occurred,
I feel, that withholding anything, from the proba-
bility of its not being credited, is both weak and un-
necessary, for there is a future, in which we may have
presented to us a philosophy for occurrences, even
more remarkable and incomprehensible.

Mr. Bruce is the possessor of many of this warld’s
luxuries, some of them are certain fruit trees, which
grow in his garden, among which is the delicious
Bartlett pear. On one of his visits, Mr. B. brought
with him several pears ; he presented me with two,
which I laid away carefully, in the drawer of a closet
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in the room ; when he exhibited the pears, on enter-
ing, loud raps were heard, and Julia expressed ber-
self well pleased with her husband’s present ; accord-
ing to his own statement, he had actually intended
some of the pears for her. After sitting a few
minutes, Julia commenced touching her husband,
and Mr. Bruce’s daughter likewise manifested her
presence, by tipping the table into her father’s lap.
Mr. B, as usual, put his hand beneath the table,
when Julia seized it, and there followed some pow-
erful grasping and shaking of hands. Mr. B. next
requested the spirit of an Indian chief, with whose
manifestations he was familiar, to take him by the
hand. ““Almost immediately,” says Mr. B., “a
strong, rough, powerful hand grasped mine.” He
described the grasp, as altogether different from
the gentle, delicate touch of his wife and daughter.
At my request, the same manifestation was extended
to me, but in a more forcible manner, if possible,
than that given to friend B.

Mr. Bruce took one of the pears, and holding it
in his open hand, invited Julia to take it ; he held
it a few minutes, when he assured me it had been
taken from him, and he withdrew his empty hand
from beneath the table. Again, he was touched on
the knee, and putting his hand under again, to our
surprise, he withdrew it with the core and peelings
of the pear, which he had previously given Julia ;
prints of teeth were visible on the core, and the resi-
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due was in a mangled condition, as if fresh from the
mouth of an epicure. We searched the room, but
not a particle of the fruit could be found any where ;
hence, it was evident, that the substance of the pear
had disappeared. Another pear was held in the
same manner, for his daughter, and with a like’
result, except that a little more than the core was
left. On going to the drawer, where I had placed
the two given me by Mr. B,, I found that both of
them had been partly eaten, and there were unmis-
takable prints of teeth on what remained.

No one was in the apartment save Mr. Bruce and
myself ; the closet where my two pears had been
placed was (as I have before said) in the room—its
door was open, but the drawer closed.

The only way in which my reason can account for
this extraordinary manifestation is, that by the aid
of their hands, (and hands they have, for have we
not felt and handled them ?) they may so disfigure
an article as to cause it to assume the appearance of
having been bitten. Again, “if they have hands,”
says one, ‘“why not a mouth, teeth, &c., &c.?”
That they form the hand from the elements sur-
rounding the medium is to my mind conclusive, and
to form a mouth, teeth, &c., may be accounted for
in the same manner. The precise philosophy for
these formations is as yet not understood ; we know
the fact, and rest with it. The various philosophers
in our spiritual ranks have all scme theory of their

.
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own, and each tenaciously clings to his own idea ;
but according to my conception a more perfect con-
dition of mental culture will have to be attained ere
such things can be satisfactorily explained. All
spirits that I have questioned on this point agree
that the precise philosophy of touch, as given by
them, remains for us a future study. '

“At another time, after an interchange of our usual
manifestations, such as shaking hands, and other
tangible demonstrations, we suddenly felt a damp-
ness in the atmosphere of the room. Scarcely had
we commented on this change of temperatare to
each other, when a light shower of rain descending
upon us, completely wet the table at which we were
sitting, and caused us to wipe the water from our
face and hands. This being out of the customary
mode of things, caused us some little astonishment ;
but we, at last, concluded, if spirits could produce
fire, why not water also—a combination of chemical
elements might produce the one as well as the other.
‘Whether spirits would allow us to turn such experi-
ments to a practical account is a matter that rests
with themselves. I have often heard it said, “ If
spirits can move tables, why cannot we have them
propel railroad cars ?” Undoubtedly they could if
it were necessary, and they chose to gratify mere
vulgar curiosity ; but while they might be willing
to give such a test of their power and resources
where they saw that an effort of the kind would
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eventuate in some benefit or use, they might not be
equally ready to leave their bright abodes and pass
their unlimited future in a repetition of the same,
when by such a generating of steam the only pro-
gression produced would be an increased, gassy, va-
porish vociferation of humbug and its sister epithets.
But to return to Mr. Bruce, who writes thus:

Before leaving Cambridgeport this afternoon, the spirits in-
formed me, that if I would bring some eatable thing to my
sitting with Mr. Redman, they would experiment with it—the
spirit so promising purported to be an Indian Chief, whose
mortal name was ¢ White Cloud.” Accordingly on my way to
Boston, I purchased a pie, as I had some curiosity (inasmuch
as the pears had been demolished) to see what my friends
would do with that. I so wrapped my pie in paper that no
suspicion should arise in the medium’s mind as to its contents.
On sitting at the table, I was as usual greeted with loud raps,
and almost simultaneously with them my knee was touched.
After enjoying these manifestations some little time, I held the
pie beneath the table and uncovered it ; almost instantly the
pie was taken from me, and I withdrew my arm. A commu-
nication was now written to me by my wife, which I was di-
rected to put in my pocket, and read after I returned home.
My foot was next seized and raised 8o as to touch the under
side of the table. I placed my hand once more beneath it, and
as I did so, the pie was returned to me ; on taking it from un-
der the table, I found it had been cut in quarters ; two pieces
of it were missing and could no where be found. The pie had
the appearance of having been cut with a sharp knife. The
invisibles assured me, that they had performed the feat and
had taken the portion that was missing. Not one crumb could
be found on the floor of the room, and the hands of both Mr
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Redman and myself were on the table in full sight during the
process, so that as far as we were concerned there was no pos-
sible human agency in the matter.

This will, no doubt, appear quite ridiculous to those who look
at the thing and not the philosophy, but to me it shows a power
more minute and delicate than that required to lift a table or
produce raps. CHarLES Bruce.

The communication here annexed, was given one
day, about this time, on the departure of a mem-
ber of Congress, with whom I had had a circle.

“T’Il speak & word with thee, my friend. I, by chance, was
passing, and a moment with one like thyself, seems like carry-
ing a spring of water on one’s back and spilling it here: per-
chance some Aungry statesman may wet his feet therein, and,
taking cold, have time for sweet reflection.

‘What think thee, has this bell* of many tongues a tinkling
a8 of brass ; or has it sides of gold so much, that it emits no
sound? I hardly think the first, for brassy metals ring sono-
rous ; nor more the next, since pride seems uppermost, and
stands on ore like that. Can it be Clay? Oh, no! for ke has
long since passed beneath the arch of deeds, amd treads on
Memory’s field alone. I have it: its base, ambition is; its

tower, pride; its metal, treachery to truth. Three million.

tongues it has, and they are slaves ; its welkin ring is not to call
a church-hold, but to drag forth into the sunny fields thirty
million fingers, all so black, that mortal worth and dignity sit
like a sickened cuckoo—not too weak to sing, but, alas! has
no notes. Who fed this vulture of the East, and bade it strut
from hill to hollow ? Not God ! too wise is He to cast a form
like this. Apollyon *twas, who bade this biped wallow, thiev-
ishly hiding from man his sack: not that he is white, but black.
The white man colored is; the dark, no shade atall. Then let
us turn the belfry, and freemen term them all.” SmELLY.

* Cangress,
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CHAPTER VI.

% A Visit to Worcester.” Bolts drawn by spirits. ¢ Affectionate Meeting.”
Mr. Lovett’s second interview. Mr. Curtis from his Spirit Wife. ¢ Fools
not all dead yet.”” Mr. Farquhar and his odic Snuff Box. Call to Wash-
ington. Mr. Brosks. Doctor Garduer’s letter. Communication from
8ir John Carmichael. Vision.

“The Dead ! Whom call we s0?
They that breathe purer air, that feel, that know
Things wrapt from us !

THE manifestations I am about relating, took place
in Worcester, Mass., in the latter part of 1855. I
give them as they were transmitted to me in writing
by the lady, in whose vresence and at whose house
they occurred. .

The lady, to whom I am indebted for the preser-
vation of these facts, is one, whose known intelli-
gence, and acuteness of perception, render it
impossible for fraud to be practised on her without
detection, and her well established reputation for
veracity, places it altogether out of the question,
that she would countenance trickery. These con-
siderations, coupled with the position she holds in
society, should place the occurrences (strange though
they be) beyond the range of any possible deception,
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and divest them of cavil on the ground of human
production.

The manifestations occurred in the presence of
a number of the first citizens of Worcester, among
whom were

Dr. Benjamin F. Heywood, Perley Hammond,
Samuel Davis, George W. Paine.
Also several ladies.

¥ DR, REDMAN’S VISIT TO WORCESTER.

The manifestations commenced about eight o’clock

by the rolling of a bell from the mantle-piece to the
floor, as we stood at the fire waiting for breakfast.
‘When we were seated at the table, T heard raps, and
turned to my writing table for an alphabet I had a
moment before put there for the use of a circle ; it
had disappeared, nor could we find it. The same
alphabet, I may remark here, came and went twice
during the day, in a manner that rendered the idea
of interference on the part of the medium out of the,
question.
- When we resumed our seats at breakfast, I found
a salt spoon in my cup of coffee, and Dr. Redman an
extra tea-spoon in his egg cup. The table was in
frequent motion, and when he had finished his
breakfast he was unceremoniously taken away from
it.

About nine, A.M., a circle was formed, and many
unexplainable things took place. I will mention |

|
|
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" but one, although there were many others, that
might controvert the doctrine, that mental acticn in
the circle, is the source of all apparent intelligence.
Each person was requested to write several names on
slips of paper, one name on each, to roll them into
separate balls, and then throw them together on the
table. These little pellets, the medium. took in his
hands, and rolling them over, flung them promis-
cuously upon the table ; then pointing with his pen-
cil to the one which seemed to be attracted, he drew
it out, and giving it to some omne to hold, proceeded
to write the name before opening it : in every case,
he was correct, both as to the person, to whom he
apparently at random gave it, and the name it con-
tained. Where did he learn what even the owner of
the paper could not tell, until he had examined ?
Dr. had engaged him for an hour, commencing
at eleven ; at this period, the power was very strong ;
the table was raised several times from the floor,
more than a foot, and held suspended horizontally
for some seconds ; it was made light, so that you
might raise it with your little finger, or Zeavy,
requiring exertion to lift it : it rapped, and tipped,
and tossed to and fro, and did other things expected
of tables under the hand of a medium. The doctor
wrote questions on one side of it, while the medium
wrote answers on the other—sometimes simulta-
neously ; and I have the doctor’s word for it, that
the replies were appropriaié%
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This over, the medium went into the parlor, and
sat at the piano ; he said he could not play, but that
the little music he could make, quieted his nerves,
when he was weary, as he often appeared to be, after
long‘ continued manifestations, while here. I sat
down by the piano myself, and soon heard distinctly
a tinkling guitar sound from within the instrument ;
it was evidently produced by vibration of the strings,
but was occasionally as loud as a tiny bell, and
would cease or sound at our request ; and we should
be grateful to an investigator of natural laws, who
will give the law that can produce this.

On returning to the dining-room, we found an
ornament from the corner of a picture frame, lying
on the corner of the writing-desk. The picture thus
despoiled, was at least thirty-five feet from where
we found the fragment, and no one at that time had
been in the room during the day, though I ought to
add, the doors were open, and it must have been
passed within a few feet of me, as I went through.
I may as well state here, so as not to interrupt the
subsequent account, with which these trivial things
have no connection, that all day we were having
similar occurrences. '

A small Swiss box was opened, and its contents
strewn over my desk ; pencils were in perpetual
motion, being taken from the table, and dropped in
a distant part of the room ; or, after we had hunted
awhile, they would be quietly laid on the paper be-

\
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fore us. My penknife was carried off just after I
had pointed & pencil, and paper-cutters were never
in their places; even now, one is missing, and
another, in the first thirty hours after Dr. Redman
left, came twice into an adjoining room. He lay on
a sofa to rest himself, when a large apple, which
stood on the mantle, rolled off, and bounding
through space, we do not know how, fell at least
seventeen feet from the chimney. A few cents were
on the desk, they fell around him on the sofa and
floor in a shower of copper, and several of them were
tossed- about at a later hour.

‘When dinner was brought in, I stood at the table
a moment before calling Dr. Redman : hearing a rat-
tling among some spoons, I looked and found a small
key of a work-box that had been tied to the clapper of
a bell to please a child ; and hunting for the bell,
it was found in the writing-desk at one end of the
room, the chain was wrenched out with such force as
" to straighten a link, and was left on the table in the
centre, from which it rose to fall on the floor.

We had not more than taken our seats at the
dinner table, when a lady’s glove fell noiselessly into
a goblet, and the table began to rock and heave, and
at last was raised at least a foot from the floor on
one side, and some inches on the other ; it was an
old fashioned mahogany table, five feet square, and
one of the heaviest I ever saw, but it tossed like a
pine board. Twice or more, I thought we should
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have to leave our dinner ; but we got safely through,
and after it, Dr. Redman had another private circle,
when writing was done under the table without hands,
and other curious things occurred, but as it was
among friends, I make no record.

Our table was even more unruly at tea time than
it had been at dinner ; it jarred our cups, spilt our
tea, and threatened such havoc, that we hurried
through as fast as possible from fear of accideat.

Soon after tea, our evening circle began to collect.
One of the ladies was startled at having the window
by her side open of itself: the room had been warm
through the day ; and during the morning, I had been
directed to open the window, which I had done, but
had shut it again as evening approached ; it now
opened without human agency.

I bad been promised early in the day that the
strings of an Alolian harp should be played upon, ac-
cordingly we put it under the table around which
we seated ourselves ; soon we heard the clumsy frame
knocking about, striking several of us, while trying
to get a right position ; that effected, the strings
were swept again and again by the invisibles, for no-
current of air could have produced the sounds we
heard ; there could be no music on such an instru-
ment, but the sounds were soft and sweet.

Suddenly we were ordered to go into the parlor.
Redman declined, saying, *he could not play and
it would be no use.” Again we were ordered to “ go
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into the parlor, and to the piano.” He still object-
ed, but I rose and said, ‘ the order was too impera-
tive to be disobeyed, we ought to go.” AsIinsisted
upon it, my guests could do no less than follow me,
and we formed a circle of eleven persons, including
the medium around the piano. We rolled the in-
strument from the wall, so as to admit a number of
persons behind it ; the piano was not, however, sat-
isfied with that, but pushed forward, till it got room
for its subsequent labors. Dr. Redman played a
simple tune, and again was heard the guitar-like
sound, but not as loud as previously. Mr.
asked him to play “Buy a broom.” He said he
could not ; but as he spoke his hands were seized by
invisible influence, and he was controlled to play
whether he would or not. i’o;tions .of “Buy a
broom” were very distinct, and a march called for by
Mr. was played so as to be recognized, We
were now ordered to extinguish the lights, shut the
doors and window shutters, open wide the piano,
and keep in the circle. I held one of Dr. Redman's
hands, Mr. the other. Singing being called
- for, ¢“0ld Hundred” and some other tunes were sung,
and with the singing a series of manifestations com-
menced, that require an abler pen than mine.

As we sung, the piano struck into an accompani-
ment, frequently playing a whole line without stop-
ping. Some thought there was additional music,
but to my ear, it was more like an echo or vibration




134 MYSTIC HOURS.

of the air within the strings than any thing distinct
from it. The string seemed at times to snap, as if
they were broken, and I said so ; but, the instru-
ment somehow gave me to understand that I was -
mistaken. It beat time with its legs, it beat time
with its lid ; it rocked and swayed about to and fro.
Its weight appeared as nothing; in fact when the
singing ceased it was like a living thing, emitting
sounds so appalling they filled us with awe and won-
" der. Suddenly some one exclaimed : I am touch-
ed.” I know not how many were so favored: the
touch received is so common to me, that I was less
surprised than my friends; but I, too, had a new
experience ; three times I felt distinctly a living
hand touch mine : first, a small hand apparently ot
a delicate skin, whose fingers ran rapidly over mine
as one runs over the keys of a piano before commen-
cing to play. It was not cold, but of a clammy, dis-
agreeable softness, and I was saying to Dr. Redman
that the effect of the touch was less pleasing than
that on the dress, when a larger, firmer hand was
laid on me, the palm on the back of mine. One can-
not measure time very accurately under such circum-
stances, but I judge as I review the thoughts I had
while it lay on mine, that it was with me some
seconds.

Next I felt a cold air sweep across my face, and I
asked, “Is that you, Bedman ?” ¢ No, indeed,
but I feel it t0o,” was his reply. I rose from my
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seat 80 a8 to be above him, exclaiming, “If it come
again, I will know the truth ;” as if in answer to my
doubt, a colder, stronger current rushed over me, my
face, head, throat, and shoulders feeling its influence.
At times I saw and felt a living presence about me,
while my hand was clasped by one fully developed
and perfectly human to my sense of feeling. It
pressed mine as a human hand would do, long enough
for me to reason with myself, and be sure there was
no delusion. I looked for distinctness in this sha-
dow, but it assumed' none. I can only say with the
Temanite, “ When & spirit passed before my face it
stood still, but I could not discern the form thereof.”
I cannot add that,  my hairstood up ;” my thought
(if it can be called a thought) was a longing to see
the face as well as feel the hands ; perhaps they were
not connected. Both manifestations were unmis-
takably present to me, yet they were not necessarily
connected in their origin.

In the midst of this excitement, before one of us
had moved, and while we were in perfect stillness,
the entry door was opened without hands. I step-
ped out of the circle and shut it, but was ordered to
open it “ wide—wide—wider,” till I got it as wide
as possible, and the light from the entry lamp was
fully admitted.

Let philosophy and folly laugh at this if they
choose, for so far as Spiritualism is concerned, they
stand in the same category. The arguments and
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assertions of the one are equally valuable with the
levity of the other : facts stand before both.
During this visit to Worcester, I attended a cir-
cle, in the family of a Spiritualist, whose residence
was in a different direction of the town from that at
which I was stopping. On leaving, I informed my
hostess, that I expected to be back about nine or
ten o’clock. The circle, however, being of unusual
interest, and the manifestations of a startling char-
acter, I was (forgetting the promised hour of my
return) induced to prolong the stance far beyond
what I had anticipated. On leaving the party, I
sauntered towards my resting place, (the distance of
about half a mile) ; reaching the door, a strange feel-
ing came over me,—I felt dizzy and seemed to be
pushed forward. I could not account for this sin-
gular sensation, but arousing to my usual conscious-
ness of surrounding objects, I found myself in the
hall, in the act of taking off my overshoes. I was
aware of being in the hall (which was perfectly dark)
but a few moments, when I heard a voice, asking,
“Who's there ? who’s there ?” and at the same
time, a head, accompanied by a lighted candle, ap-
peared over the balusters. ¢ Why, Redman, is that
you ?” said the voice, which I immediately recog-
nized to be that of the lady of the mansion.—
“How did you get in ?” “ At the door, I suppose,”
was my reply. ‘“But,” said the lady, “my son
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locked the door before retiring, as we thought you
were not coming, it was so late.” I related the sin-
gular feeling I had experienced. No doubt this was
a temporary trance, during which the spirits had let
me into the house. Here was as direct a spirit man-
ifestation, as was that which opened the doors for
the egress of Peter. A strict inquiry was instituted
the next day, which ended in all being convinced,
that the door had positively been unlocked by the
invisibles for my accommodation.

This is one out of the numerous instances of a
similar nature, that have transpired in my presence.
Another opposite occurrence, was where a party, of
which I was a member, had walked quite a consid-
erable distance, and arriving at home, it was ascer-
tained that the key of admission to the house had
been left where the circle had been held ; but by
request, we were admitted without trouble. The
medium present at that time, besides myself, was
Mrs. Frances Green, of Mayfield, New York. Truly
these things are unaccountable, and all that can be
said is, Ce sont les dons du ciel, et non dela raison.

“Le bienheureux moment (“pour quils soient compris’) n‘est pas
encor venu ;
11 viendra, mais le temps ne nous en est past connu.’

Shortly after returning to Boston, from my Wor-
cester visit, the. following affectionate greeting was
received by Mr. Whiting, at one of his weekly in-
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terviews with me, from a little spirit daughter.
When the rapidity with which such productions are
written is remembered, added to its being the effu-
sion of a very young spirit, I think it more than in-
teresting.

* As time swiftly flies, each moment brings nearer the meet-
ing between my father and me. Long have I watched thy
bark, father; long have I filled its sails, and helped on thy
progress. I now stand on the shores of spirit-life, and hold out
to thy view the beauties of that land, where mortality accept-
eth immortalilty. I will, instead of teaching thee of mortal
things, unfold to thee spiritual realities ; for man’s days are as
grass, he falleth beneath the scythe of Time: therefore, will my
spirit open to thee spiritual blessings, and exhibit to thee
pearls upon the gateway to the entrance of the spheres.

THEN over the waters, over the sea,
Thou'lt glide on, and yield thy mortality;
With hopes high and noble, still glide on in love,
- I'll steer thy frail bark to those bright realms above.

Over life’s waters,—yes, over life's sea,

I will draw nearer, still nearer (o thee;

Gently the zephyrs shall waft thee along,
While the echo repeateth the notes of my song,

Over life’s waters,—yes, over life’s sea,

Angels will follow wherever you be;

Guardian’s will watch thee, and cherish thee more,
As nearer thy frail bark approacheth the shore,

Over life’s waters,—yes, over life’s sca,
Annie, thy dearest, clings nearest to thee;
Watching with spirit-love each rippling wave,
And guarding thy spirit, its virtue to save.
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Upward and onward still, that is my song,
And angels my verses with raptures prolong,
As upward I pass, to spheres high and true,
I am but preparing the pathway for you,
ANNIR,

SECOND SEANCE WITH MR, WM. LOVETT.

As on a former visit, this gentleman brought his
questions prepared : after sitting at the table for a
few moments, manifestations of spirit presence were
given by raps, and the alphabet called for by the
usual signal. The letters being repeated, we ob-
tained the name,

PINGREE JOHNSON LOVETT.

Mr. Lovett put oral questions, and the responses
to them were made in raps. They are as follows :

‘What relative is the intelligence to me ?

“Father.”

How did you know I was here to-day, father ?

¢ Edward told me you appointed this hour to
meet me, and I have come with pleasure.”

If this be you, tell me the disease that carried you
to spirit life ?

“ My disease was not complicated.”

Here a bridge and cars were sketched, the bridge
falling through, evidently intimating an accident ;
and beneath the sketch, the word Norwalk was
written. The recognition on the part of Mr. Lovett
was immediate, and in his joy, he almost pressed the
priceless paper to his lips.
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I should not ask more evidence from you, father,
but let me trouble you with only two more interro-
gatories, for the sake of brother Pingree.

‘What car were you in at the time of the disaster ?

“The one that separated ; I being on the froant -
half”

Did you die from wounds ?

“I cannot tell: I did not stop to examine my
form, after its spirit was free.”

‘Who were in the cars with you that you knew? .

«Mr. Knight, Mr. Daniel Fellows, Mr. Winsted.”

Any more ?

I do not remember the names of the others.”

I am perfectly satisfied, dear father, that this is
truly your spirit. Did Edward come with you ?

“Yes.” ‘

Will you answer me by writing, through Mr.
Redman, the few questions I desire to ask ?

“Yes.” '

Do you take the same form in heaven, that you do on earth ?

“Does the insect differ in form, when it escapes from its -
covering? Does the seed, when sprouted, yet remain a seed ;
or does it unfold more divigely into forms majestic? Compare
thyself, my son, to the encased germ placed in the soil: remem-
ber, that what is left behind when you blossom is the corering.
Then tell me, how differs the leaf from that which was first
planted ?

“ Many of the grosser incumbrances of the earth form, we
can easily dispense with, and surely there is nothing in the
Divine creation superfluous. I cannot exactly describe my
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form to you; but, truly, were I to appear bodily, as it were,
you would not recognize me. We are known, not by form
external, but by the identity of the spirit internal. Does it
need the eye to select the rose ? Does it require external per-
ception to pick'from the garden-bed, the orange bud—the mig-
nonette? No; identity in the one is by its spirit essence, so
also is it truly with the other.”

‘Where do you live ?—have you & city—a home—a destined
locality ?

¢« The local heaven is imaginary, my child: the true Eternal
City is within, not without. ’Tis God’s kingdom, where we
can find happiness in following out a law of self-improvement ;
and that law can be no better developed than in the culture of
the divine principle of purity in those we love. There are
grades of development, and these are named spheres, circles,
&c.: but all space is our home, and we enjoy earth beauties
even more than earth’s children, for our higher development
opens the avenue of appreciation, and the object that you
would ruthlessly and unmindfully tread upon, we would lay
aside, a8 a volume in itself, where principles of the unfoldings
of the Divine flower would be gloriously manifest.”

Shall I continue to keep my position in church ?

«1If it afford you happiness. The church, William, is not the
type of what one should be, but rather what he should not be;
if you adhere to its fellowship, practise its principles ; not fol-
low its practice ; for if you nurture the principle, you can do
no better; if you encourage its practice, you can be on 7o bet-
ter road to damnation.”

I think T understand you, the Christ doctrine is the true one.

& Yes.”

Was he God 7

“What matters it, my child, whether he be God or man ; he
did not live to teach what he himself was, but what his Father
was, and what man should be. To enjoy the beauty of a truth,
’tis well to isolate the author.”
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" Are you happy ?

“No! Iam not arguing my own position, my son, but am
laying down truths to you, that I daily pray to enjoy myself;
you know full well, that my earthly nature was too impulsive
to merit immediate content, and those moments, in which I
cursed myself and family, still act as barriers, to expel me from
a more rapid progression. I cannot remain longer, but shall
be with you from time to time ; :nd as I pass upward myself,
those I love shall be participators in my happiness.”

Have you any word to send any of the family ?

111 N o"’ .

‘When shall we meet again ?

« Any time you wish, I will be near. Adieu.

PINGREE J. LOVETT.”

As the sitting closed, Mr. Lovett assured me that
every word uttered by his father as to the manner
of his death was strictly true ; thathe had thought,
at his first sitting, he had given leading questions,
and had been determined this time to make no open-
ing, whereby an answer could be evident; he had
adhered to this resolution and the result is before us.

Circle with Mr. 8. 8. Curtis, one who had weekly
sittings—his son had been suddenly taken from him
and kad met his mother in spirit life. On this oc-
casion, Mr. C. received the following from his spirit
wife, Mary ; her influences were as pure as the divine
sphere in which she moved.

‘“ Dust to dust,” the Prophet said,
Shall follow in the path of man,

Look happily then upon the dead,
And there thy own reflections scan.
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Look not mournfully on him, my dear,
A mother holds him to her breast ;
And with her spirit voice doth cheer
A father’s soul, by death oppressed.

His spirit now is standing here,
He smiles to see thy passions still,

Yes, Efy’s spirit sheds no tear .
That it hath passed, through death’s cold chill.

We'll hie away, and in some bower

, Of heaven, we’ll wait for thee,
- And waiting there we’ll drop the flower

Of our eternity.

On the day after that usually devoted by children
to the examination of the supposed presents from
the good old Dutch Saint, I was visited by an indi-
vidual, the complete opposite of saint Nick ; he was
tall of figure, had dark complexion, black hair and
lengthy side appendages occupying the place in his
gaunt body, where arms do usually hang ; indeed his
tout ensemble did involuntarily give rise to the idea
in my mind, that in him it had been,

‘“ Nature's mistaken largess to bestow
The gifts, which are of others, upon man,”
nor was the impression created by his fair proportions
immediately eradicated when in a coarse croaking
voice, he inquired,

¢ Is this the place where the spirits rap and per~
form ?” :

“They communicate to their friends here,” said 1.

Oh1! to their friends, hey ! let us see them act ?
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I bade my questioner sit opposite me, which he
did with astonishing nonchalance, and then he asked
how they performed.

The spirits began to rap under his chair in no
very easy manner, and I informed him, that that was
a manifestation probably from some of his spirit
friends.

T haven’t got any,” was his abrupt reply.

““Well then, some one that knew you in the form,”
I answered.

Whether the man was afraid that he would meet
some one that did know him, or whether he suppos-
ed I was humbugging him, I know not ; but he im-
mediately rose from his seat, and stepping back to
the door, he raised his long, hony, cadaverous finger
and gave vent to the following :

‘ Go on, young man, you'll stop by-and-bye ; the
fools ain’t all dead yet. You've gota girl down
stairs, pounding for you.”

“Will you go down and see ?”” said I.

“No ! she’ll get into or under a barrel before I
get down there; and woe be to herand yourself—the
judgment of time awaits you ; fools are not all dead
yet.”

With the last sentence on his lips, his shadow dis-
appeared from the door. Perhaps he was wiser,
perhaps he thought I was. At all events, I felt the
force of his last remarks, that ‘fools were nof
all dead,” for had %e not come to represent the fra-
ternity ?
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®Not long after this partly farcical, partly insolent
visit, a more agreeable séance awaited me with Mr.
John Farquhar. This gentleman received a com-
munication from a spirit claiming to be Peter Ferris,
whom Mr. Farquhar had krown on the. Grampian
Hills of bonnie Scotland. During the interview
with his friend Peter, Mr. Farquhar drew out his
snuff-box to take a pinch of its odoriferous contents,
when the spirit immediately signified his disposition
td take some also. ‘ What ! you take snuff ?” said
John to Peter. ““Place the box under the table and
you shall see,” was the answer.

The box was placed as desired, and we continued
our séance. On looking to see if Peter had fulfilled
