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PREFACE

THE title A Modern Panarion has been taken from the controversial Panarion of the Church Father
Epiphanius in which he attacked the various sects and heresies of the first four centuries of the
Christian era. The Panarion was so called as being a “basket” of scraps and fragments. We are told that
this Panarion was “a kind of medicine chest, in which he had collected means of healing against the
poisonous bite of the heretical serpent.”

A Modern Panarion is of a like nature with the intent of the Christian Father; only in the nineteenth
century, heresy has in many instances become orthodoxy, and orthodoxy heresy, and the Panarion of H.
P. Blavatsky is intended as a means of healing against the errors of ecclesiasticism, dogma and bigotry,
and the blind negation of materialism and pseudo-science.

EDITORS.

THE H. P. B. MEMORIAL FUND

In 1891 the following resolutions were passed by all the Sections of the Theosophical Society :—
Resolved:

1. That the most fitting and permanent memorial of H. P. B.’s life and work would be the production
and publication of such papers, books and translations as will tend to promote that intimate union
between the life and thought of the Orient and the Occident to the bringing about of which her life was
devoted.

2. That an “H. P. B. Memorial Fund” be instituted for this purpose, to which all those who feel
gratitude or admiration towards H. P. B. for her work, both within and without the T. S., are earnestly
invited to contribute as their means may allow.

3. That the President of the Theosophical Society, together with the General Secretaries of all Sections
of the same, constitute the Committee of Management of this Fund.

4. That the Presidents of Lodges in each Section be a Committee to collect and forward to the General
Secretary of their respective Sections the necessary funds for this purpose.



THE EDDY MANIFESTATIONS

[ The following letter was addressed to a contemporary journal by Mine. Blavatsky, and was handed to us for publication in
The Daily Graphic, as we have been taking the lead in the discussion of the curious subject of Spiritualism.—EDITOR
“DAILY GRAPHIC."]

AWARE in the past of your love of justice and fair play, | most earnestly solicit the use of your
columns to reply to an article by Dr. G. M. Beard in relation to the Eddy family in Vermont. He, in
denouncing them and their spiritual manifestations in a most sweeping declaration, would aim a blow
at the entire spiritual world of to-day. His letter appeared this morning (October 2 Dr. George M. Beard
has for the last few weeks assumed the part of the “roaring lion” seeking for a medium “to devour.” It
appears that to-day the learned gentleman is more hungry than ever. No wonder, after the failure he has
experienced with Mr. Brown, the “mind-reader,” at New Haven.

I do not know Dr. Beard personally, nor do | care to know how far he is entitled to wear the laurels
of his profession as an M.D., but what | do know is that he may never hope to equal, much less to
surpass, such men and savants as Crookes, Wallace, or even Flammarion, the French astronomer, all of
whom have devoted years to the investigation of Spiritualism. All of them came to the conclusion that,
supposing even the well-known phenomenon of the materialization of spirits did not prove the identity
of the persons whom they purported to represent, it was not, at all events, the work of mortal hands;
still less was it a fraud.

Now to the Eddys. Dozens of visitors have remained there for weeks and even for months; not a single
séance has taken place with out some of them realizing the personal presence of a friend, a relative, a
mother, father, or dear departed child. But lo! here comes Dr. Beard, stops less than two days, applies
his powerful electrical battery, under which the spirit does not even wink or flinch, closely examines
the
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cabinet (in which he finds nothing), and then turns his back and declares most emphatically “that he
wishes it to be perfectly under-stood that if his scientific name ever appears in connection with the
Eddy family, it must be only to expose them as the greatest frauds who cannot do even good trickery.”
Consummatum est! Spiritualism is defunct. Requiescat in Pace! Dr. Beard has killed it with one word.
Scatter ashes over your venerable but silly heads, 0 Crookes, Wallace and Varley! Henceforth you must
be considered as demented, psychologized lunatics, and so must it be with the many thousands of
Spiritualists who have seen and talked with their friends and relatives departed, recognizing them at
Moravia, at the Eddys’, and elsewhere throughout the length and breadth of this continent. But is there
no escape from the horns of this dilemma? Yea verily, Dr. Beard writes thus: “When your
correspondent returns to New York | will teach him on any convenient evening how to do all that the
Eddys' do.” Pray why should a Daily Graphic reporter be the only one selected by G. M. Beard, M.D.
for initiation into the knowledge of so clever a “trick”? In such a case why not publicly denounce this
universal trickery, and so benefit the whole world? But Dr. Beard seems to be as partial in his
selections as he is clever in detecting the said tricks. Didn’t the learned doctor say to Colonel Olcott
while at the Eddys’ that three dollars’ worth of second-hand drapery would be enough for him to show
how to materialize all the spirits that visit the Eddy homestead?

To this | reply, backed as | am by the testimony of hundreds of reliable witnesses, that all the
wardrobe of Niblo’s Theatre would not suffice to attire the numbers of “spirits” that emerge night after
night from an empty little closet.



Let Dr. Beard rise and explain the following fact if he can: I remained fourteen days at the Eddys’. In
that short period of time | saw and recognized fully, out of 119 apparitions, seven “spirits.” I admit that
I was the only one to recognize them, the rest of the audience not having been with me in my numerous
travels throughout the East, but their various dresses and costumes were plainly seen and closely
examined by all.

The first was a Georgian boy, dressed in the historical Caucasian attire, the picture of whom will
shortly appear in The Daily Graphic. | recognized and questioned him in Georgian upon circumstances
known only to myself. | was understood and answered. Requested by me in
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his mother tongue (upon the whispered suggestion of Colonel Olcott) to play the Lezguinka, a
Circassian dance, he did so immediately upon the guitar.

Second—A little old man appears. He is dressed as Persian merchants generally are. His dress is
perfect as a national costume. Everything is in its right place, down to the “babouches” that are off his
feet, he stepping out in his stockings. He speaks his name in a loud whisper. It is “Hassan Aga,” an old
man whom | and my family have known for twenty years at Tiflis. He says, half in Georgian and half
in Persian, that he has got a “big secret to tell me,” and comes at three different times, vainly seeking to
finish his sentence.

Third—A man of gigantic stature comes forth, dressed in the picturesque attire of the warriors of
Kurdistan. He does not speak, but bows in the oriental fashion, and lifts up his spear ornamented with
bright-coloured feathers, shaking it in token of welcome. I recognize him immediately as Jaffar Ali
Bek, a young chief of a tribe of Kurds, who used to accompany me in my trips around Ararat in
Armenia on horseback, and who on one occasion saved my life. More, he bends to the ground as
though picking up a handful of mould, and scattering it around, presses his hand to his bosom, a gesture
familiar only to the tribes of the Kurdistan.

Fourth—A Circassian comes out. | can imagine myself at Tiflis, so perfect is his costume of
“nouker” (a man who either runs before or behind one on horseback). This one speaks more, he
corrects his name, which I pronounced wrongly on recognizing him, and when | repeat it he bows,
smiling, and says in the purest guttural Tartar, which sounds so familiar to my ear, “Tchoch yachtchi”
(all right), and goes away.

Fifth—Au old woman appears with Russian headgear. She comes out and addresses me in Russian,
calling me by an endearing term that she used in my childhood. I recognize an old servant of my
family, a nurse of my sister.

Sixth—A large powerful negro next appears on the platform. His head is ornamented with a
wonderful coiffure something like horns wound about with white and gold. His looks are familiar to
me, but | do not at first recollect where | have seen him. Very soon he begins to make some vivacious
gestures, and his mimicry helps me to recognize him at a glance. It is a conjurer from Central Africa.
He grins and disappears.
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Seventh and last—A large, grey-haired gentleman comes out attired in the conventional suit of black.
The Russian decoration of St. Ann hangs suspended by a large red moiré ribbon with two black
stripes— a ribbon, as every Russian will know, belonging to the said decoration. This ribbon is worn
around his neck. | feel faint, for I think I recognize my father. But the latter was a great deal taller. In




my excitement | address him in English, and ask him: “Are you my father?”” He shakes his head in the
negative, and answers as plainly as any mortal man can speak, and in Russian, “No; | am your uncle.”
The word “diadia” was heard and remembered by all the audience. It means “uncle.” But what of that?
Dr. Beard knows it to be but a pitiful trick, and we must submit in silence. People that know me know
that I am far from being credulous. Though an Occultist of many years’ standing, I am more sceptical
in receiving evidence from paid mediums than many unbelievers. But when | receive such evidences as
I received at the Eddys’, | feel bound on my honour, and under the penalty of confessing myselfa
moral coward, to defend the mediums, as well as the thousands of my brother and sister Spiritualists
against the conceit and slander of one man who has nothing and no one to back him in his assertions. |
now hereby finally and publicly challenge Dr. Beard to the amount of $500 to produce before a public
audience and under the same conditions the manifestations herein attested, or failing this, to bear the
ignominious consequences of his proposed exposé

H. P.
BLAVATSKY.

I2 East Sixteenth Street, New York City,
October 27th, 1874

DR. BEARD CRITICIZED

As Dr. Beard has scorned (in his scientific grandeur) to answer the challenge sent to him by your
humble servant in the number of The Daily Graphic for the 13th* of October last, and has preferred
instructing the public in general rather than one “credulous fool” in particular, let her come from
Circassia or Africa, | fully trust you will permit me to use your paper once more in order that by
pointing out some very spicy peculiarities of this amazingly scientific exposure, the public might better
judge at whose door the aforesaid elegant epithet could be most appropriately laid.

For a week or so an immense excitement, a thrill of sacrilegious fear, if I may be allowed this
expression, ran through the psychologized frames of the Spiritualists of New York. It was rumoured in
ominous whispers that G. Beard, M.D., the Tyndall of America, was coming out with his peremptory
exposure of the Eddys’ ghosts and—the Spiritualists trembled for their gods!

The dreaded day has come, the number of The Daily Graphic for November the 9th is before us. We
have read it carefully, with respectful awe, for true science has always been an authority for us (weak-
minded fool though we may be), and so we handled the dangerous exposure with a feeling somewhat
akin to that of a fanatic Christian opening a volume of Buichner. We perused it to the last: we turned the
page over and over again, vainly straining our eyes and brains to detect therein one word of scientific
proof or a solitary atom of over whelming evidence that would thrust into our Spiritualistic bosom the
venomous fangs of doubt. But no, not a particle of reasonable explanation or of scientific evidence that
what we have all seen, heard and felt at the Eddys’ was but delusion. In our feminine modesty, still
allowing the said article the benefit of the doubt, we disbelieved our

* This appears to be a misprint, unless the challenge had been made on the 13th, and was Only repeated in the letter of
Oct. 2 —Eds.
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own senses, and so devoted a whole day to the picking up of sundry bits of criticism from judges that
we believe more competent than ourselves, and at last came collectively to the following conclusion:

The Daily Graphic has allowed Dr. Beard in its magnanimity nine columns of its precious pages to
prove—what? Why, the following:

First, that he, Dr. Beard, according to his own modest assertions (see columns second and third) is
more entitled to occupy the position of an actor intrusted with characters of simpletons (Moliére’s
“Tartuffe” might fit him perhaps as naturally) than to undertake the difficult part of a Prof. Faraday vis-
a-vis the Chittenden D. D. Home.

Secondly, that although the learned doctor was “overwhelmed already with professional labours” (a
nice and cheap reclame, by the way) and scientific researches, he gave the latter another direction, and
so went to the Eddys. That, arrived there, he played with Horatio Eddy, for the glory of science and the
benefit of humanity, the difficult character of a “dishevelled simpleton,” and was rewarded in his
scientific research by finding on the said suspicious premises a professor of bumps “a poor harmless
fool”! Galileo, of famous memory, when he detected the sun in its involuntary imposture chuckled
certainly less over his triumph than does Dr. Beard over the discovery of this “poor fool” No. 1. Here
we modestly suggest that perhaps the learned doctor had no need to go as far as Chittenden for that.

Further, the doctor, forgetting entirely the wise motto, Non bis in idem, discovers and asserts
throughout the length of his article that all the past, present and future generations of pilgrims to the
“Eddy homestead” are collectively fools, and that every solitary member of this numerous body of
Spiritualistic pilgrims is likewise “a weak- minded, credulous fool”! Query—the proof of it, if you
please, Dr. Beard? Answer—Dr. Beard has said so, and Echo responds, Fool!

Truly miraculous are thy doings, indeed, 0 Mother Nature! The cow is black and its milk is white!
But then, you see, those ill-bred, ignorant Eddy brothers have allowed their credulous guests to eat up
all the “trout” caught by Dr. Beard and paid for by him seventy-five cents per pound as a penalty; and
that fact alone might have turned him a little—how shall we say—sour, prejudiced? No, erroneous in
his statement, will answer better.

For erroneous he is, not to say more. When, assuming an air of scientific authority, he affirms that
the séance-room is generally so dark
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that one cannot recognize at three feet distance his own mother, he says what is not true. When he tells
us further that he saw through a hole in one of the shawls and the space between them all the
manceuvres of Horatio’s arm, he risks finding himself contradicted by thousands who, weak-minded
though they may be, are not blind for all that, neither are they confederates of the Eddys, but far more
reliable wit nesses in their simple-minded honesty than Dr. Beard is in his would-be scientific and
unscrupulous testimony. The same when he says that no one is allowed to approach the spirits nearer
than twelve feet dis tance, still less to touch them, except the “two simple-minded ignorant idiots” who
generally sit on both ends of the platform. To my knowledge many other persons have sat there besides
those two.

Dr. Beard ought to know this better than anyone else, as he has sat there himself. A sad story is in
circulation, by the way, at the Eddys’. The records of the spiritual séances at Chittenden have devoted a
whole page to the account of a terrible danger that threatened for a moment to deprive America of one
of her brightest scientific stars. Dr. Beard, admitting a portion of the story himself, perverts the rest of
it, as he does everything else in his article. The doctor admits that he had been badly struck by the
guitar, and, not being able to bear the pain, “jumped up,” and broke the circle. Now it clearly appears




that the learned gentleman has neglected to add to the immense stock of his knowledge the first
rudiments of “logic.” He boasts of having completely blinded Horatio and others as to the real object of
his visit. What should then Horatio pummel his head for? The spirits were never known before to be as
rude as that. But Dr. B. does not believe in their existence and so lays the whole thing at Horatio’s
door. He forgets to state, though, that a whole shower of missiles were thrown at his head and that—
”pale as a ghost,” so says the tale-telling record—the poor scientist surpassed for a moment the “fleet-
footed Achilles” himself in the celerity with which he took to his heels. How strange if Horatio, not
suspecting him still, left him standing at two feet distance from the shawl! How very logical!

It becomes evident that the said neglected logic was keeping company at the time with old mother
Truth at the bottom of her well, neither of them being wanted by Dr. Beard. | myself have sat upon the
upper step of the platform for fourteen nights by the side of Mrs. Cleveland. | got up every time
“Honto” approached me to within an inch of my face in order to see her the better. | have touched her
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hands repeatedly as other spirits have been touched, and even embraced her nearly every night.

Therefore, when | read Dr. Beard’s preposterous and cool assertion that “a very low order of genius
is required to obtain command of a few words in different languages and so to mutter them to credulous
Spiritualists,” I feel every right in the world to say in my turn that such a scientific exposure as Dr.
Beard has come out with in his article does not require any genius at all; per contra, it requires a
ridiculous faith on the part of the writer in his own infallibility, as well as a positive confidence in
finding in all his readers what he elegantly terms “weak- minded fools.” Every word of his statement,
when it is not a most evident untruth, is a wicked and malicious insinuation built on the very equivocal
authority of one witness against the evidence of thousands.

Says Dr Beard, “I have proved that the life of the Eddys is one long lie, the details need no further
discussion.” The writer of the above lines forgets, by saying these imprudent words, that some people
might think that “like attracts like.” He went to Chittenden with deceit in his heart and falsehood on his
lips, and so judging his neighbour by the character he assumed himself, he takes everyone for a knave
when he does not put him down as a fool. Declaring so positively that he has proved it, the doctor
forgets one trifling circumstance, namely, that he has proved nothing whatever.

Where are his boasted proofs? When we contradict him by saying that the séance-room is far from
being as dark as he pretends it to be, and that the spirits themselves have repeatedly called out through
Mrs. Eaton’s voice for more light, we only say what we can prove before any jury. When Dr. Beard
says that all the spirits are personated by W. Eddy, he advances what would prove to be a greater
conundrum for solution than the apparition of spirits themselves. There he falls right away into the
domain of Cagliostro: for if Dr. B. has seen five or six spirits in all, other persons, myself included,
have seen one hundred and nineteen in less than a fortnight, nearly all of whom were differently
dressed. Besides, the accusation of Dr. Beard implies the idea to the public that the artist of The Daily
Graphic who made the sketches of so many of those apparitions, and who is not a “credulous
Spiritualist” himself, is likewise a humbug, propagating to the world what he did not see, and so
spreading at large the most preposterous and outrageous lie.

When the learned doctor will have explained to us how any man in
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his shirt-sleeves and a pair of tight pants for an attire can possibly conceal on his person (the cabinet
having been previously found empty) a whole bundle of clothes, women’s robes, hats, caps, head-




gears, and entire stilts of evening dress, white waistcoats and neckties included, then he will be entitled
to more belief than he is at present. That would be a proof indeed, for, with all due respect to his
scientific mind, Dr. Beard is not the first GEdipus that has thought of catching the Sphinx by its tail and
so unriddling the mystery. We have known more than one “weak-minded fool,” ourselves included,
that has lahoured under a similar delusion for more than one night, but all of us were finally obliged to
repeat the words of the great Galileo, “E pur, se muove!” and give it up.

But Dr. Beard does not give it up. Preferring to keep a scornful silence as to any reasonable
explanation, he hides the secret of the above mystery in the depths of his profoundly scientific mind.
“His life is given to scientific researches,” you see; “his physiological knowledge and neuro-
physiological learning are immense,” for he says so, and skilled as he is in combating fraud by still
greater fraud (see column the eighth), spiritualistic humbug has no more mysteries for him. In five
minutes the scientist had done more towards science than all the rest of the scientists put together have
done in years of labour, and “would feel ashamed if he had not.” (See same column.) In the
overpowering modesty of his learning he takes no credit to himself for having done so, though he has
discovered the astounding, novel fact of the “cold benumbing sensation.” How Wallace, Crookes and
Varley, the naturalist-anthropologist, the chemist and electrician, will blush with envy in their old
country! America alone is able to produce on her fertile soil such quick and miraculous intellects.
“Veni, Vidi, Vici!” was the motto of a great conqueror. Why should not Dr. Beard select for his crest
the same? And then, not unlike the Alexanders and the Caesars of antiquity (in the primitive
simplicity of his manners), he abuses people so elegantly, calling them “fools” when he cannot find a
better argument.

A far wiser mind than Dr. Beard (will he dispute the fact?) has suggested, centuries ago, that the tree
was to be judged according to its fruits. Spiritualism, notwithstanding the desperate efforts of more
scientific men than himself, has stood its ground without flinching for more than a quarter of a century.
Where are the fruits of the tree of science that blossoms on the soil of Dr. Beard’s mind? If we are to
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judge of them by his article, then verily the said tree needs more than usual care. As for the fruits, it
would appear that they are as yet in the realms of “sweet delusive hope.” But then, perhaps the doctor
was afraid to crush his readers under the weight’ of his learning (true merit has been in all times modest
and unassuming), and that accounts for the learned doctor withholding from us any scientific proof of
the fraud that he pretends to be exposing, except the above-mentioned fact of the “cold benumbing
sensation.” But how Horatio can keep his hand and arm ice cold under a warm shawl for half an hour at
a time, in summer as well as in any other season, and that without having some ice concealed about his
person, or how he can prevent it from thawing—all the above is a mystery that Dr. Beard doesn’t reveal
for the sent. Maybe he will tell us something of it in his book that he advertises in the article. Well, we
only hope that the former will be more satisfactory than the latter.

I will add but a few words before ending my debate with Dr. Beard for ever. All that he says about
the lamp concealed in a bandbox, the strong confederates, etc., exists only in his imagination, for the
mere sake of argument, we suppose. “False in one, false in all,” says Dr. Beard in column the sixth.
These words are a just verdict on his own article.

Here | will briefly state what I reluctantly withheld up to the present moment from the knowledge of
all such as Dr. Beard. The fact was too sacred in my eyes to allow it to be trifled with in newspaper
gossiping. But now, in order to settle the question at once, | deem it my duty as a Spiritualist to
surrender it to the opinion of the public.



On the last night that | spent with the Eddys | was presented by Georgo Dix and Mayflower with a
silver decoration, the upper part of a medal with which | was but too familiar. | quote the precise words
of the spirit: “We bring you this decoration, for we think you will value it more highly than anything
else. You will recognize it, for it is the badge of honour that was presented to your father by his
Government for the campaign of 1828, between Russia and Turkey. We got it through the influence of
your uncle, who appeared to you here this evening. We brought it from your father’s grave at
Stavropol. You will identify it by a certain sign known to yourself.”

These words were spoken in the presence of forty witnesses. Col. Olcott will describe the fact and
give the design of the decoration.

I have the said decoration in my possession. | know it as having
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belonged to my father. More, | have identified it by a portion that, through carelessness, | broke myself
many years ago, and, to settle all doubt in relation to it, | possess the photograph of my father (a picture
that has never been at the Eddys’, and could never possibly have been seen by any of them) on which
this medal is plainly visible.

Query for Dr. Beard: How could the Eddys know that my father was buried at Stavropol; that he was
ever presented with such a medal, or that he had been present and in actual service at the time of the
war of 18287

Willing as we are to give every one his due, we feel compelled to say on behalf of Dr. Beard that he
has not boasted of more than he can do, in advising the Eddys' to take a few private lessons of him in
the trickery of mediumship. The learned doctor must be expert in such trickeries. We are likewise ready
to admit that in saying as he did that “his article would only confirm the more the Spiritualists in their
belief” (and he ought to have added, “convince no one else”), Dr. Beard has proved himself to be a
greater “prophetic medium” than any other in this country!

H. P. BLAVATSKY.
23, Irving Place, New York City,
November 10th, 1874

THE LACK OF UNITY AMONG
SPIRITUALISTS

[ From a letter received from Mme. Blavatsky last week we make the following extracts, want of space alone preventing us
from publishing it entire. It was written in her usual lively and entertaining style, and her opinions expressed are worthy of
careful study, many of them being fully consistent with the true state of affairs.—EDITOR “SPIRITUAL SCIENTIST”
(Dec. 3rd, 1874).]

As it is, | have only done my duty; first, towards Spiritualism, that | have defended as well as | could
from the attacks of imposture under its too transparent mask of science; then towards two helpless
slandered “mediums”—the last word becoming fast in our days the synonym of “martyr”; secondly, |
have contributed my mite towards opening the eyes of an indifferent public to the real, intrinsic value
of such a man as Dr. Beard. But | am obliged to confess that I really do not believe that | have done any



good—at least, any practical good—to Spiritualism itself; and | never hope to perform such a feat as
that were | to keep on for an eternity bombarding all the newspapers of America with my challenges
and refutations of the lies told by the so-called “scientific exposers.”

It is with a profound sadness in my heart that | acknowledge this fact, for I begin to think there is no
help for it. For over fifteen years have | fought my battle for the blessed truth; I have travelled and
preached it—though I never was born for a lecturer—from the snow- covered tops of the Caucasian
Mountains, as well as from the sandy valleys of the Nile. | have proved the truth of it practically and by
persuasion. For the sake of Spiritualism I have left my home, an easy life amongst a civilized society,
and have become a wanderer upon the face of this earth. | had already seen my hopes realized, beyond
the most sanguine expectations, when, in my restless desire for more knowledge, my unlucky star
brought me to America.

Knowing this country to be the cradle of modern Spiritualism, |
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came over here from France with feelings not unlike those of a Mohammedan approaching the
birthplace of his prophet. I had for gotten that “no prophet is without honour save in his own country.”
In the less than fourteen months that 1 am here, sad experience has but too well sustain the never-dying
evidence of this immortal truth.

What little I have done towards defending phenomena | am ever ready to do over and over again, as
long as | have a breath of life left in me. But what good will it ever do? We have a popular and wise
Russian saying that “one Cossack on the battle-field is no warrior.” Such is my case, together with that
of many other poor, struggling wretches, everyone of whom, like a solitary scout, sent far ahead in
advance of the army, has to fight his own battle, and defend the post entrusted to him, unaided by
anyone but himself. There is no union between Spiritualists, no entante cordiale, as the French say.
Judge Edmonds said, some years ago, that they numbered in their ranks over eleven millions in this
country alone; and | believe it to be true; in which case, it is but to be the more deplored. When one
man—as Dr. Beard did and will do yet—dares to defy such a formidable body as that, there must be
some cause for it. His insults, gross and vulgar as they are, are too fearless to leave one particle of
doubt that if he does it, it is but because he knows too well that he can do so with impunity and perfect
ease. Year after year the American Spiritualists have allowed themselves to be ridiculed and slighted by
everyone who had a mind to do so, protesting so feebly as to give their opponents the most erroneous
idea of their weakness. Am | wrong, then, in saying that our Spiritualists are more to be blamed than
Dr. Beard himself in all this ridiculous polemic? Moral cowardice breeds more contempt than the
“familiarity” of the old motto. How can we expect such a scientific sleight-of-hand as he is to respect a
body that does not respect itself?

My humble opinion is, that the majority of our Spiritualists are too much afraid for their
“respectability” when called upon to confess and acknowledge their “belief.” Will you agree with me,
if | say that the dread of the social Areopagus is so deeply rooted in the hearts of your American
people, that to endeavour to tear it out of them would be undertaking to shake the whole system of
society from top to bottom? “Respectability” and “fashion” have brought more than one utter
materialist to select (for mere show) the Episcopalian and other wealthy churches. But Spiritualism is
not “fashionable,” as yet, and that’s
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where the trouble is. Notwithstanding its immense and daily increasing numbers, it has not won, till
now, the right of citizenship. Its chief leaders are not clothed in gold and purple and fine raiment; for,
not unlike Christianity in the beginning of its era, Spiritualism numbers in its ranks more of the humble
and afflicted ones, than of the powerful and wealthy of this earth. Spiritualists belonging to the latter
class will seldom dare to step out in the arena of publicity and boldly proclaim their belief in the face of
the whole world; that hybrid monster, called “public opinion,” is too much for them; and what does a
Dr. Beard care for the opinion of the poor and the humble ones? He knows but too well that his
insulting terms of “fools” and “weak minded idiots,” as his accusations of credulousness, will never be
applied to themselves by any of the proud castes of modern “Pharisees”; Spiritualists as they know
themselves to be, and have perhaps been for years, if they deign to notice the insult at all, it will be but
to answer him as the cowardly apostle did before them, “Man, I tell thee, | know him not!”

St. Peter was the only one of the remaining eleven that denied his Christ thrice before the Pharisees;
that is just the reason why, of all the apostles, he is the most revered by the Catholics, and has been
selected to rule over the most wealthy as the most proud, greedy and hypocritical of all the churches in
Christendom. And so, half Christians and half believers in the new dispensation, the majority of those
eleven millions of Spiritualists stand with one foot on the threshold of Spiritualism, pressing firmly
with the other one the steps leading to the altars of their “fashionable” places of worship, ever ready to
leap over under the protection of the latter in hours of danger. They know that under the cover of such
immense “respectability” they are perfectly safe. Who would presume or dare to accuse of “credulous
stupidity’” a member belonging to certain “‘fashionable congregations’’? Under the powerful and holy
shade of any of those “pillars of truth” every heinous crime is liable to become immediately
transformed into but a slight and petty deviation from strict Christian virtue. Jupiter, for all his
numberless “Don Juan” like frolics, was not the less on that account considered by his worshippers as
the “Father of Gods”!

THE HOLMES CONTROVERSY

A FEW weeks ago, in a letter, extracts from which have appeared in The Spiritual Scientist of
December 3rd, Ialluded to the deplorable lack of accord between American Spiritualists, and the
consequences of the same. At that time | had just fought out my useless battle with a foe who, though
beneath my own personal notice, had insulted all the Spiritualists of this country, as a body, in a
caricature of a so-called scientific exposé. In dealing with him | dealt with but one of the numerous
“bravos” enlisted in the army of the bitter opponents of belief; and my task was, comparatively
speaking, an easy one, if we take it for granted that falsehood can hardly withstand truth, as the latter
will ever speak for itself. Since that day the scales have turned; prompted now, as then, by the same
love of justice and fair play, | feel compelled to throw down my glove once more in our defence, seeing
that so few of the adherents to the cause are bold enough to accept that duty, and so many of them show
the white feather of pusillanimity.

I indicated in my letter that such a state of things, such a complete lack of harmony, and such
cowardice, | may add, among their ranks, subjected the Spiritualists and the cause to constant attacks
from a compact, aggressive public opinion, based upon ignorance and wicked prejudice, intolerant,
remorseless and thoroughly dishonest in the employment of its methods. As a vast army, amply
equipped, may be cut to pieces by an inferior force well trained and handled, so Spiritualism,
numbering its hosts by millions, and able to vanquish every reactionary theology by a little well-
directed effort, is constantly harassed, weakened, impeded, by the convergent attacks of pulpit and
press, and by the treachery and cowardice of its trusted leaders. It is one of these professed leaders that



I propose to question to-day, as closely as my rights, not only as a widely known Kabalist but also as a
resident of the United States, will allow me. When | see the numbers of believers in this country, the
broad basis of their belief, the im-
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pregnability of their position, and the talent that is embraced within their ranks, I am disgusted at the
spectacle that they manifest at this very moment, after the Katie King—how shall we say—fraud? By
no means, since the last word of this sensational comedy is far from being spoken.

There is not a country on the face of our planet, with a jury attached to its courts of justice, but gives
the benefit of the doubt to every criminal brought within the law, and affords him a chance to be heard
and tell his story.

Is such the case between the pretended “spirit performer,” the alleged bogus Katie King, and the
Holmes mediums? | answer most decidedly no, and mean to prove it, if no one else does.

I deny the right of any man or woman to wrench from our hands all possible means of finding out the
truth. 1 deny the right of any editor of a daily newspaper to accuse and publish accusations, refusing at
the same time to hear one word of justification from the defendants, and so, instead of helping people
to clear up the matter, leaving them more than ever to grope their way in the dark.

The biography of “Katie King” has come out at last; a sworn certificate, if you please, endorsed
(under oath?) by Dr. Child, who throughout the whole of this “burlesque” epilogue has ever appeared
in it, like some inevitable deus-ex-machin&. The whole of this made- up elegy (by whom? evidently
not by Mrs. White) is redolent with the perfume of erring innocence, of Magdalene-like tales of woe
and sorrow, tardy repentance and the like, giving us the abnormal idea of a pickpocket in the act of
robbing our soul of its most precious, thrilling sensations. The carefully-prepared explanations on some
points that appear now and then as so many stumbling-blocks in the way of a seemingly fair exposé do
not preclude, nevertheless, through the whole of it, the possibility of doubt; for many awkward
semblances of truth, partly taken from the confessions of that fallen angel, Mrs. White, and partly—
most of them we should say—copied from the private note-book of her “amanuensis,” give you a fair
idea of the veracity of this sworn certificate. For instance, according to her own statement and the
evidence furnished by the habitue’s of the Holmeses, Mrs. White having never been present at any of
the dark circles (her alleged acting as Katie King excluding all possibility, on her part, of such a public
exhibition of flesh and bones), how comes she to know so well, in every particular, about the tricks of
the mediums, the pro-
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gramme of their performances, etc.? Then, again, Mrs. White who remembers so well—by rote we may
say—every word exchanged between Katie King and Mr. Owen, the spirit and Dr. Child, has evidently
forgotten all that was ever said by her in her bogus personation to Dr. Felger; she does not even
remember a very important secret communicated by her to the latter gentleman! What an extraordinary
combination of, memory and absence of mind at the same time. May not a certain memorandum-book,
with its carefully-noted contents, account for it, perhaps? The document is signed, under oath, with the
name of a non-existing spirit, Katie King. . . . Very clever!

All protestations of innocence or explanations sent in by Mr. or Mrs. Holmes, written or verbal, are
peremptorily refused publication by the press. No respectable paper dares takes upon itself the
responsibility of such an unpopular cause.



The public feel triumphant; the clergy, forgetting in the excitement of their victory the Brooklyn
scandal, rub their hands and chuckle; a certain exposer of materialized spirits and mind-reading, like
some monstrous anti-spiritual mitrailleuse shoots forth a volley of missiles, and sends a condoling letter
to Mr. Owen; Spiritualists, crestfallen, ridiculed and defeated, feel crushed for ever under the pretended
exposure and that overwhelming, pseudonymous evidence. . . . The day of Waterloo has come for us,
and sweeping away the last remnants of the defeated army, it remains for us to ring our own death-
knell.

Spirits, beware! henceforth, if you lack prudence, your materialized forms will have to stop at the
cabinet doors, and in a perfect tremble melt away from sight, singing in chorus Edgar Poe’s “Never
more.” One would really suppose that the whole belief of the Spiritualists hung at the girdles of the
Holmeses, and that in case they should be unmasked as tricksters, we might as well vote our
phenomena an old woman’s delusion.

Is the scraping off of a barnacle the destruction of a ship? But, moreover, we are not sufficiently
furnished with any plausible proofs at all.

Colonel Olcott is here and has begun investigations. His first tests with Mrs. Holmes alone, for Mr.
Holmes is lying sick at Vineland, have proved satisfactory enough, in his eyes, to induce Mr. Owen to
retumn to the spot of his first love, namely, the Holmeses’ cabinet. He began by tying Mrs. Holmes up
in a bag, the string drawn tightly round her neck, knotted and sealed in the presence of Mr. Owen, Col.
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Olcott and a third gentleman. After that the medium was placed in the empty cabinet, which was rolled
away into the middle of the room, and it was made a perfect impossibility for her to use her hands. The
door being closed, hands appeared in the aperture, then the outlines of a face came, which gradually
formed into the classical head of John King, turban, beard and all. He kindly allowed the investigators
to stroke his beard, touch his warm face, and patted their hands with his. After the séance was over,
Mrs. Holmes, with many tears of gratitude in the presence of the three gentlemen, assured Mr. Owen
most solemnly that she had spoken many a time to Dr. Child about “Katie” leaving her presents in the
house and dropping them about the place, and that she—Mrs. Holmes—wanted Mr. Owen to know it;
but that the doctor had given her most peremptory orders to the contrary, forbidding her to let the
former know it, his precise words being, “Don’t do it, it’s useless; he must not know it | leave the
question of Mrs. Holmes’ veracity as to this fact for Dr. Child to settle with her.

On the other hand, we have tile woman, Eliza White, exposer and accuser of the Holmeses, who
remains up to the present day a riddle and an Egyptian mystery to every man and woman of this city,
except to the clever and equally invisible party—a sort of protecting deity— who took the team in
hand, and drove the whole concern of “Katie’s” materialization to destruction, in what he considered
such a first-rate way. She is not to be met, or seen, or interviewed, or even spoken to by anyone, least
of all by the ex-admirers of “Katie King” herself, so anxious to get a peep at the modest, blushing
beauty who deemed her self worthy of personating the fair spirit. Maybe it’s rather dangerous to allow
them the chance of comparing for themselves the features of both? But the most perplexing fact of this
most perplexing imbroglio is that Mr. R. D. Owen, by his Own confession to me, has never, not even
on the day of the exposure, seen Mrs. White, or talked to her, or had other wise the least chance to scan
her features close enough for him to identify her. He caught a glimpse of her general outline but once,
viz., at the mock séance of Dec. 5th referred to in her biography, when she appeared to half a dozen of
witnesses (invited to testify and identify the fraud) emerging de nova from the cabinet, with her face
closely covered with a double veil (1) after which the sweet vision vanished and appeared no more. Mr.
Owen adds that he is not prepared to swear to the identity of Mrs. White and Katie King.



May | he allowed to enquire as to the necessity of such a profound
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mystery, after the promise of a public exposure of all the fraud? It seems to me that the said exposure
would have been far more satisfactory if conducted otherwise. Why not give the fairest chance to R. D.
Owen, the party who has suffered the most on account of this disgusting swindle—if swindle there is—
to compare Mrs. White with his Katie? May | suggest again that it is perhaps because the spirit’s
features are but too well impressed on his memory, poor, noble, confiding gentleman. Gauze dresses
and moonshine, coronets and stars can possibly be counterfeited in a half-darkened room, while
features, answering line for line to the “spirit Katie’s” face, are not so easily made up; the latter require
very clever preparations. A lie may be easy enough for a smooth tongue, but no pug nose can lie itself
into a classical one.

A very honourable gentleman of my acquaintance, a fervent admirer of the “spirit Katie’s” beauty,
who has seen and addressed her at two feet distance about fifty times, tells me that on a certain
evening, when Dr. Child begged the spirit to let him see her tongue (did the honour-able doctor want to
compare it with Mrs. White’s tongue—the lady having been his patient?), she did so, and upon her
opening her mouth, the gentleman in question assures me that he plainly saw, what in his admiring
phraseology he terms “the most beautiful set of teeth—two rows of pearls.” He remarked most
particularly those teeth. Now there are some wicked, slandering gossips, who happen to have cultivated
most intimately Mrs. White’s acquaintance in the happy days of her innocence, before her fall and
subsequent exposé and they tell us very bluntly (we beg the penitent angel’s pardon, we repeat but a
hear say) that this lady can hardly number among her other natural charms the rare beauty of pearly
teeth, or a perfect, most beautiful formed hand and arm. Why not show her teeth at once to the said
admirer, and so shame the slanderers? Why shun “Katie’s” best friends? If we were so anxious as she
seems to be to prove “who is who,” we would surely submit with pleasure to the operation of showing
our teeth, yea, even in a court of justice. The above fact, trifling as it may seem at first sight, would be
considered as a very important one by any intelligent juryman in a question of personal identification.

Mr. Owen's statement to us, corroborated by “Katie King” herself in her biography, a sworn
document, remember, is in the following words:

“She consented to have an interview with some gentlemen who had seen her personating the spirit, on
condition that she would be allowed to
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keep a veil over her face all the time she was conversing with them.”” (Philadelphia Inquirer, Jan. 11th,
4 col., “K. K. Biography.”)

Now pray why should these “too credulous weak-minded gentle men,” as the immortal Dr. Beard
would say, he subjected again to such an extra strain on their blind faith? We should say that that was
just the proper time to come out and prove to them what was the nature of the mental aberration they
were labouring under for so many months. Well, if they do swallow this new veiled proof they are
welcome to it.

Vulgus vult decipi decipiatur! But | expect something more substantial before submitting in guilty
silence to be laughed at. As it is, the case stands thus:

According to the same biography (same column) the mock séance was prepared and carried out to
everyone’s heart’s content, through the endeavours of an amateur detective, who, by the way, if any



one wants to know, is a Mr. W. 0. Leslie. a contractor or agent for the Baltimore, Philadelphia, and
New York Railroad, residing in this city. If the press and several of the most celebrated victims of the
fraud are under bond of secrecy with him, I am. not, and mean to say what | know. And so the said
séance took place on Dec. 5th last, which fact appearing in sworn evidence, implies that Mr. Leslie had
wrested from Mrs. White the confession of her guilt at least several days previous to that date, though
the precise day of the “*amateur’s’” triumph is very cleverly withheld in the sworn certificate. Now
comes a new conundrum.

On the evenings of Dec. 2nd and 3rd at two séances held at the Holmeses’, I, myself, in the presence
of Robert Dale Owen and Dr. Child (chief manager of those performances, from whom I got on the
same morning an admission card), together with twenty more witnesses, saw the spirit of Katie step out
of the cabinet twice, in full form and beauty, and | can swear in any court of justice that she did not
bear the least resemblance to Mrs. White’s portrait.

As | am unwilling to base my argument upon any other testimony than my own, | will not dwell
upon the alleged apparition of Katie King at the Holmeses’ on Dec. 5th to Mr. Roberts and fifteen
others, among whom was Mr. W. H. Clarke, a reporter for The Daily Graphic, for | happened to be out
of town, though, if this fact is demonstrated, it will go far against Mrs. White, for on that precise
evening, and at the same hour, she was exhibiting herself as the bogus Katie at the mock séance.
Something still more worthy of consideration is found in the
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most positive assertion of a gentleman, a Mr. Wescott, who on that evening of the 5th on his way home
from the real séance, met in the car Mr. Owen, Dr. Child and his wife, all three returning from the
mock séance. Now it so happened that this gentleman mentioned to them about having just seen the
spirit Katie come out of the cabinet, adding “‘he thought she never looked better” ; upon hearing which
Mr. Robert Dale Owen stared at him in amazement, and all the three looked greatly perplexed.

And so | have but insisted on the apparition of the spirit at the mediums’ house on the evenings Dec.
2nd and 3rd, when | witnessed the phenomenon, together with Robert Dale Owen and other parties.

It would be worse than useless to offer or accept the poor excuse that the confession of the woman
White, her exposure of the fraud, the delivery to Mr. Leslie of all her dresses and presents received by
her in the name of Katie King, the disclosure of the sad news by this devoted gentleman to Mr. Owen,
and the preparation of the mock séance cabinet and other important matters, had all of them taken
place on the 4th the more so, as we are furnished with most positive proofs that Dr. Child at least, if not
Mr. Owen. knew all about Mr. Leslie’s success with Mrs. White several days beforehand. Knowing
then of the fraud, how could Mr. Leslie allow it to be still carried on, as the fact of Katie’s apparition at
the Holmeses’ on Dec. 2nd and 3rd prove to have been the case? Any gentleman, even with a very
moderate degree of honour about him, would never allow the public to be fooled and defrauded any
longer, unless he had time firm resolution of catching the bogus spirit on the spot and proving the
imposition. But no such thing occurred. Quite the contrary; for Dr. Child, who had constituted himself
from the first not only chief superintendent of the séances, cabinet and materialization business, but
also cashier and ticket-holder (paying the mediums at first ten dollars per séance, as he did, and
subsequently fifteen dollars, and pocketing the rest of the proceeds), on that same evening of the 3rd
took the admission money from every visitor as quietly as he ever did. | will add, furthermore, that I, in
propria persond, handed him on that very night a five—dollar bill, and that he (Dr. Child) kept the
whole of it, remarking that the balance could he made good to us by future séance.



Will Dr. Child presume to say that getting ready, as he then was, in company with Mr. Leslie, to
produce the bogus Katie King on the 5th of December, he knew nothing, as yet, of the fraud on the
3rd?
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Further; in the same biography (chap. viii, column the 1st), it is stated that, immediately upon Mrs.
White’s return from Blissfield, Mich., she called on Dr. Child, and offered to expose the whole humbug
she had been engaged in, but that he would not listen to her. Upon that occasion she was not veiled, as
indeed there was no necessity for her to be, since by Dr. Child’s own admission she had been a patient
of his, and under his medical treatment. In a letter from Holmes to Dr. Child, dated Blissfield, Aug.
28th, 1874, the former writes:

Mrs. White says you and the friends were very rude, wanted to look into all our boxes and trunks and break open locks.
What were you looking for, or expecting to find?

All these several circumstances show in the clearest possible manner that Dr. Child and Mrs. White
were on terms much more intimate then than that of casual acquaintance, and it is the height of
absurdity to assert that if Mrs. White and Katie King were identical, the fraud was not perfectly well
known to the “Father Confessor” (see narrative of John and Katie King, p. 45). But a side light is
thrown upon this comedy from the pretended biography of John King and his daughter Katie, written at
their dictation in his own office by Dr. Child himself. This book was given out to the world as an
authentic revelation from these two spirits. It tells us that they stepped in and stepped out of his office,
day after day, as any mortal being might, and after holding brief conversations, followed by long
narratives, they fully endorsed the genuineness of their own apparition in the Holmeses’ cabinet.
Moreover, the spirits appearing at the public séances corroborated the statements which they made to
their amanuensis in his office; the two dovetailing together and making a consistent story. Now, if the
Holmeses’ Kings were Mrs. White, who were the spirits visiting the doctor’s office? and if the spirits
visiting him were genuine, who were those that appeared at the public séances? In which particular
has the “Father Confessor” defrauded the public? In selling a book containing false biographies or
exposing bogus spirits at the Holmeses’? Which or both? Let the doctor choose.

If his conscience is so tender as to force him into print with his certificate and affidavits why does it
not sink deep enough to reach his pocket, and compel him to refund to us the money obtained by him
under false pretences? According to his own confession, the Holmeses received from him, up to the
time they left town, about $1,200, for four months of daily séances. That he admitted every night as
many visitors
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as he could possibly find room for—sometimes as many as thirty-five— is a fact that will be
corroborated by every person who has seen the phenomena more than once. Furthermore, some six or
seven reliable witnesses have told us that the modest fee of $1 was only for the habitués, too curious or
over-anxious visitors having to pay sometimes as much as $5, and in one instance $10. This last fact |
give under all reserve, not having had to pay so much as that myself.

Now let an impartial investigator of this Philadelphia imbroglio take a pencil and cast up the profit
left after paying the mediums, in this nightly spirit speculation lasting many months. The result would
be to show that the business of a spirit “Father Confessor” is, on the whole, a very lucrative one.



Ladies and gentlemen of the spiritual belief, methinks we are all of us between the horns of a very
wonderful dilemma. If you happen to find your position comfortable, | do not, and so will try to
extricate myself.

Let it be perfectly understood, though, that I do not intend in the least to undertake at present the
defence of the Holmeses. They may be the greatest frauds for what | know or care. My only purpose is
to know for a certainty to whom | am indebted for my share of ridicule— small as it may be, luckily for
me. If we Spiritualists are to be laughed and scoffed at and ridiculed and sneered at, we ought to know
at least the reason why. Either there was a fraud or there was none. If the fraud is a sad reality, and Dr.
Child by some mysterious combination of his personal cruel fate has fallen the first victim to it, after
having proved himself so anxious for the sake of his honour and character to stop at once the further
progress of such a deceit on a public that had hitherto looked on him alone as the party responsible for
the perfect integrity and genuineness of a phenomenon so fully endorsed by him in all particulars, why
does not the doctor come out the first and help us to the clue of all this mystery? Well aware of the fact
that the swindled and defrauded parties can at any day assert their rights to the restitution of moneys
laid out by them solely on the ground of their entire faith in him they had trusted, why does he not sue
the Holmeses and so prove his own innocence? He cannot but admit that in the eyes of some initiated
parties, his cause looks far more ugly as it now stands than the accusation under which the Holmeses
vainly struggle. Or, if there was no fraud, or if it is not fully proved, as it cannot well be on the shallow
testimony of a nameless woman signing documents
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with pseudonyms, why then all this comedy on the part of the principal partner in the “Katie
materialization” business? Was not Dr. Child the institutor, the promulgator, and we may say the
creator of what proves to have been but a bogus phenomenon, after all? Was not lie the advertising
agent of this incarnated humbug—the Barnum of this spiritual show? And now that he has helped to
fool not only Spiritualists but the world at large, whether as a confederate himself or one of the weak-
minded fools—no matter, so long as it is demonstrated that it was he that helped us to this scrape—he
imagines that by helping to accuse the mediums, and expose the fraud, by fortifying with his
endorsement all manner of bogus affidavits and illegal certificates from non-existing parties, he hopes
to find himself henceforth perfectly clear of responsibility to the persons he has dragged after him into
this infamous swamp!

We must demand a legal investigation. We have the right to insist upon it, for we Spiritualists have
bought this right at a dear price:
with the life-long reputation of Mr. Owen as an able and reliable writer and trustworthy witness of the
phenomena, who may henceforth be regarded as a doubted and ever-ridiculed visionary by sceptical
wise-acres. We have bought this right with the prospect that all of us, whom Dr. Child has unwittingly
or otherwise (time will prove it) fooled into belief in his Katie King, will become for a time the butts
for end-less raillery, satires and jokes from the press and ignorant masses. We regret to feel obliged to
contradict on this point such an authority in all matters as The Daily Graphic, but if orthodox laymen
rather decline to see this fraud thoroughly investigated in a court of justice for fear of the Holmeses
becoming entitled to the crown of martyrs, we have no such fear as that, and repeat with Mr. Hudson
Tuttle that “better perish the cause with the impostors than live such a life of eternal ostracism, with no
chance for justice or redress.”

Why in the name of all that is wonderful should Dr. Child have all the laurels of this unfought battle,
in which the attacked army seems for ever doomed to be defeated without so much as a struggle? Why
should he have all the material benefit of this materialized humbug, and R. D. Owen, an honest



Spiritualist, whose name is universally respected, have all the kicks and thumps of the sceptical press?
Is this fair and just? How long shall we Spiritualists be turned over like so many scapegoats to the
unbelievers by cheating mediums and speculating prophets? Like some modern shepherd Paris, Mr.
Owen fell a
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victim to the snares of this pernicious, newly materialized Helen; and on him falls heaviest the present
reaction that threatens to produce a new Trojan war. But the Homer of the Philadelphia Iliad, the one
who has appeared in the past as the elegiac poet and biographer of that same Helen, and who appears in
the present kindling up the spark of doubt against the Holmeses, till, if not speedily quenched, it might
become a roaring ocean of flames—he that plays at this present hour the unparalleled part of a chief
justice presiding at his own trial and deciding in his own case-—Dr. Child, we say, turning back on the
spirit daughter of his own creation, and backing the mortal, illegitimate off spring furnished by
somebody, is left unmolested! Only fancy, while R. D. Owen is fairly crushed under the ridicule of the
exposure, Dr. Child, who has endorsed false spirits, now turns state’s evidence and endorses as
fervently spirit certificates, swearing to the same in a court of justice

If ever | may hope to get a chance of having my advice accepted by some one anxious to clear up all
this sickening story, 1 would insist that the whole matter be forced into a real court of justice and
unriddled before a jury. If Dr. Child is, after all, an honest man whose trusting nature was imposed
upon, lie must be the first to offer us all the chances that he in his power of getting at the bottom of all
these endless “whys” and “bows.” If he does not, in such a case we will try for ourselves to solve the
following mysteries:

1st, Judge Allen, of Vineland, now in Philadelphia, testifies to the fact that when the cabinet, made
up under the direct supervision and instructions of Dr. Child, was brought home to the Holmeses, the
doctor worked at it himself, unaided, one whole day, and with his tools, Judge Allen being at the time
at the mediums’, whom he was visiting. If there was a trap-door or “two cut boards” connected with it,
who did the work? Who can doubt that such clever machinery, fitted in such a way as to baffle frequent
and close examinations on the part of the sceptics, requires an experienced mechanic of more than
ordinary ability? Further, unless well paid, he could hardly be bound to secrecy. Who paid him? Is it
Holmes out of his ten-dollar nightly fee? We ought to ascertain it.

2nd, If it is true, as two persons are ready to swear, that the party, calling herself Eliza White, alias
“Frank,” alias Katie King, and so forth, is no widow at all, having a well materialized husband, who is
living, and who keeps a drinking saloon in a Connecticut town—then

26 A MODERN PANARION.

in such case the fair widow has perjured herself and Dr. Child has endorsed the perjury. We regret that
he should endorse the statements of the former as rashly as he accepted the fact of her materialization.

3rd, Affidavits and witnesses (five in all) are ready to prove that on a certain night, when Mrs. White
was visibly in her living body, refreshing her penitent stomach in company with impenitent associates
in a lager beer saloon, having no claims to patrician “patronage,” Katie King, in her spirit form, was as
visibly seen at the door of her cabinet.

4th On one occasion, when Dr. Child (in consequence of some prophetic vision, maybe) invited Mrs.
White to his own house, where he locked her up with the inmates, who entertained her the whole of the
evening, for the sole purpose of convincing (he always seems anxious to convince somebody of
something) some doubting sceptics of the reality of the spirit-form, the latter appeared in the séance-



room and talked with R. D. Owen in the presence of all the company. The Spiritualists were jubilant
that night, and the doctor the most triumphant of them all. Many are the witnesses ready to testify to the
fact, but Dr. Child, when questioned, seems to have entirely forgotten this important occurrence.

5th Who is the party whom she claims to have engaged to personate General Rawlings? Let him
come out and swear to it, so that we will all see his great resemblance to the defunct warrior.

6th, Let her name the friends from whom she borrowed the costumes to personate “Sauntee” and
“Richard.” They must prove it under oath. Let them produce the dresses. Can she tell us where she got
the shining robes of the second and third spheres?

7th Only some portions of Holmes’ letters to “Frank” are published in the biography: some of them
for the purpose of proving their co- partnership in the fraud at Blissfield. Can she name the house and
parties with whom she lodged and boarded at Blissfield, Michigan?

When all the above questions are answered and demonstrated to our satisfaction, then, and only then,
shall we believe that the Holmeses are the only guilty parties to a fraud, which, for its consummate
rascality and brazenness, is unprecedented in the annals of Spiritualism.

I have read some of Mr. Holmes’ letters, whether original or forged, no matter, and blessed as | am
with a good memory, | well remember certain sentences that have been, very luckily for the poetic
creature,
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suppressed by the blushing editor as being too vile for publication. One of the most modest of the
paragraphs runs thus:

Now, my advice to you, Frank, don’t crook your elbow too often; no use doubling up and squaring your fists again.
Oh, Katie King!

Remember, the above is addressed to the woman who pretends to have personated the spirit of whom
R. D. Owen wrote thus:

I particularly noticed this evening the ease and harmony of her motions. In Naples, (luring five years, | frequented a circle
famed for courtly demeanour; but never in the best-bred lady of rank accosting her visitors, have | seen Katie out-rivalled.

And further:

A well-known artist of Philadelphia, after examining Katie, said to me that he had seldom seen features exhibiting more
classic beauty. “Her movements and, bearing,” he added, “are the very ideal of grace.”

Compare for one moment this admiring description with the quotation from Holmes’ letter. Fancy an
ideal of classic beauty and grace crooking her elbow in a lager beer saloon, and—judge for yourselves !

H. P.
BLAVATSKY.

1111, Girard Street, Philadelphia.

THE HOLMES CONTROVERSY

(Continued.)



IN the last Religio-Philosophical Joumnal (for February 2 in the Philadelphia department, edited by
Dr. Child, under the most poetical heading of “After the Storm comes the Sunshine,” we read the
following:

I have been waiting patiently for the excitement in reference to the Holmes fraud to subside a little. I will now make some
further statements and answer some questions.

Further:
The stories of my acquaintance with Mrs. White are all fabrications.
Further still:

I shall not notice the various reports put forth about my pecuniary relations farther than to say there is a balance due to
me for money loaned to the Holmeses.

I claim the right to answer the above three quotations, the more so that the second one consigns me
most unceremoniously to the ranks of the liars. Now if there is, in my humble judgment, anything more
contemptible than a cheat, it is certainly a liar.

The rest of this letter, editorial, or whatever it may be, is unanswerable, for reasons that will be easily
understood by whoever reads it. “When petulant Mr. Pancks (in Littie Dorrit) spanked the benevolent
Christopher Casby, this venerable patriarch only mildly lifted up his blue eyes heavenward, and smiled
more benignly than ever. Dr. Child, tossed about and as badly spanked by public opinion, smiles as
sweetly as Mr. Casby, talks of “sunshine,” and quiets his urgent accusers by assuring them that *“it is
all fabrications.”

I don’t know whence Dr. Child takes his “sunshine,” unless he draws it from the very bottom of his
innocent heart.

For my part, since | came to Philadelphia, I have seen little but slush and dirt; slush in the streets,
and dirt in this exasperating Katie King mystery.
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I would strongly advise Dr. Child not to accuse me of “fabrication,” whatever else he may be
inclined to ornament me with. What I say | can prove, and am ever willing to do so at any day. If he is
innocent of all participation in this criminal fraud, let him “rise and explain.”

If he succeeds in clearing his record, 1 will be the first to rejoice, and promise to offer him publicly
my most sincere apology for the “erroneous suspicions” | labour under respecting his part in the affair;
but he must first prove that he is thoroughly innocent. Hard words prove nothing, and he cannot hope to
achieve such a victory by simply accusing people of “fabrications.” If he does not abstain from
applying epithets unsupported by substantial proofs, he risks, as in the game of shuttlecock and
battledore, the chance of receiving the missile back, and maybe that it will hurt him worse than he
expects.

In the article in question he says:

The stories of my acquaintance with Mrs. White are all fabrications. I did let her in two or three times, but the entry and
hall were so dark that it was impossible to recognize her or any one. | have seen her several times, and knew that she looked
more like Katie King than Mr. [?] or Mrs. Holmes.

Mirabile dietu! This beats our learned friend, Dr. Beard. The latter denies, point-blank, not only
“materialization,” which is not yet actually proved to the world, but also every spiritual phenomenon.
But Dr. Child denies being acquainted with a woman whom he confesses him self to have seen “several
times,” received in his office, where she was seen repeatedly by others, and yet at the same time admits



that he “knew she looked like Katie King,” etc. By the way, we have all laboured under the impression
that Dr. Child admitted in The Inquirer that he saw Mrs. White for the first time and recognized her as
Katie King only on that morning when she made her affidavit at the office of the justice of the peace. A
“fabrication” most likely. In the R.-P. Journal for October 2 1874, Dr. Child wrote thus:

Your report does not for a moment shake my confidence in our Katie King, as she comes to me every day and talks to

me. On several occasions Katie had come to me and requested Mr. Owen and myself to go there [ to the Holmeses’] and she
would come and repeat what she had told me above.

Did Dr. Child ascertain where Mrs. White was at the time of the spirit’s visits to him?

As to Mrs. White, | know her well. | have on many occasions let her into the house. | saw her at the time the
manifestations were going on in Blissfield. She has since gone to Massachusetts.
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And still the doctor assures us he was not acquainted with Mrs. White. What signification does he
give to the word “acquaintance” in such a case? Did he not go, in the absence of the Holmeses, to their
house, and talk with her and even quarrel with the woman? Another fabricated story, no doubt. | defy
Dr. Child to print again, if he dare, such a word as fabrication in relation to myself, after he has read a
certain statement that I reserve for the last.

In all this pitiful, humbugging romance of an “exposure” by a too material she-spirit, there has not
been given us a single reasonable explanation of even so much as one solitary fact. It began with a
bogus biography, and threatens to end in a bogus fight, since every single duel requires at least two
participants, and Dr. Child prefers extracting sunshine from the cucumbers of his soul and letting the
storm subside, to fighting like a man for his own fair name. He says that “he shall not notice” what
people say about his little speculative transactions with the Holmeses. He assures us that they owe him
money. Very likely, but it does not alter the alleged fact of his having paid $10 for every séance and
pocketing the balance. Dare he say that he did not do it? The Holmeses' say otherwise, and the
statements in writing of various witnesses corroborate them.

The Holmeses may be scamps in the eyes of certain persons, and the only ones in the eyes of the
more prejudiced; but as long as their statements have not been proven false, their word is as good as the
word of Dr. Child; aye, in a court of justice even, the “Mediums Holmes” would stand just on the same
level as any spiritual prophet or clairvoyant who might have been visited by the same identical spirits
that visited the former. So long as Dr. Child does not legally prove them to be cheats and himself
innocent, why should not they be as well entitled to belief as himself?

From the first hour of the Katie King mystery, if people have accused them, no one so far as |
know—mnot even Dr. Child himself—has proved, or even undertaken to prove, the innocence of their
ex-cashier and recorder. The fact that every word of the ex-leader and president of the Philadelphian
Spiritualists would be published by every spiritual paper (and here we must confess to our wonder that
he does not hasten much to avail himself of this opportunity) while any statement coming from the
Holmeses' would be pretty sure of rejection, would not necessarily imply the fact that they alone are
guilty; it would only go towards showing that, notwithstanding the divine truth of our faith and the
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teachings of our invisible guardians, some Spiritualists have not profited by them to learn impartiality
and justice.




These “mediums” are persecuted; so far it is but justice, since they themselves admitted their guilt
about the photography fraud, and unless it can be shown that they were thereunto controlled by lying
spirits their own mouths condemn them; but what is less just, is that they are slandered and abused on
all points and made to bear alone all the weight of a crime, where confederacy peeps out from every
page of the story. No one seems willing to befriend them—these two helpless uninfluential creatures,
who, if they sinned at all, perhaps sinned through weakness and ignorance—to take their case in hand,
and by doing justice to them, do justice at the same time to the cause of truth. If their guilt should be as
evident as the daylight at noon, is it not ridiculous that their partner, Dr. Child, should show surprise at
being so much as suspected! History records but one person—the legitimate spouse of the great
Caesar—whose name has to remain enforced by law as above suspicion. Methinks that if Dr. Child
possesses some natural claims to his self-assumed title of Katie King’s “Father Confessor,” he can have
none whatever to share the infallibility of Madame Caesar's virtue. Being pretty sure as to this myself,
and feeling, moreover, somewhat anxious to swell the list of pertinent questions, which are called by
our disingenuous friend “fabrications,” with at least one fact, | will now proceed to furnish your readers
with the following:

“Katie’s” picture has been, let us say, proved a fraud, an imposition on the credulous world, and is
Mrs. White’s portrait. This counterfeit has been proved by the beauty of the “crooking elbow,” in her
bogus autobiography (the proof sheets of which Dr. Child was seen correcting), by the written
confession of the Holmeses', and, lastly, by Dr. Child himself.

Out of the several bogus portraits of the supposed spirit, the most spurious one has been declared—
mostly on the testimony endorsed by Dr. Child and “over his signature”—to be the one where the
pernicious and false Katie King is standing behind the medium.

The operation of this delicate piece of imposture proved so difficult as to oblige the Holmeses' to
take into the secret of the conspiracy the photographer.

Now Dr. Child denies having had anything whatever to do with the sittings for those pictures. He
denies it most emphatically, and goes so far as to say (we have many witnesses and proofs of this) that
he

32 A MODERN PANARION.

was out of town, four hundred miles away, when the said pictures were taken. And so he was, bless his
dear prophetic soul! Meditating and chatting with the nymphs and goblins of Niagara Falls, so that,
when he pleads an alibi, it’s no “fabrication” but the truth for once.

Unfortunately for the veracious Dr. Child—"whose character and reputation for truthfulness and
moral integrity no one doubts,” here we quote the words of “Honesty” and “Truth,” transparent
pseudonyms of an “amateur” for detecting, exposing and writing under the cover of secrecy, who tried
to give a friendly push to the doctor in two articles, but failed in both—unfortunately for H. T. Child,
we say, he got inspired in some evil hour to write a certain article, and for getting the wise motto,
Verba volant, scripta manent, to publish it in The Daily Graphic on Nov. 6th, together with the
portraits of John and Katie King.

Now for tins bouquet of the endorsement of a fact by a truthful man, ““‘whose moral integrity no one
can doubt.”

To The Editor of “The Daily Graphic.”

On the evening of July 20th, after a large and successful séance, in which Katie had walked out into
the room in the presence of thirty persons and had disappeared and reappeared in full view, she



remarked to Mr. Leslie and myself that if we, with four others whom she named, would remain after
the séance, she would like to try for her photograph. We did so, and there were present six persons
besides the photographer. I had procured two dozen magnesian spirals, and, when all was ready, she
opened the door of the cabinet and stood in it, while Mr. Holmes on one side, and | upon the other,
burned these, making a brilliant light. We tried two plates, but neither of them was satisfactory.

Another effort was made on July 23rd, which was successful. We asked her if she would try to have
it taken by daylight. She said she would. We sat with shutters often at 4 pm. In a few moments Katie
appeared at the aperture and said she was ready. She asked to have one of the windows closed, and that
we should hold a shawl to screen her. As soon as the camera was ready she came out and walked
behind the shawl to the middle of the room, a distance of six or eight feet, where she stood in front of
the camera. She remained in that position until the first picture was taken, when she retired to the
cabinet.

Mr. Holmes proposed that she should permit him to sit in front of the camera, and should come out
and place her hand upon his shoulder. To this she assented, and desired all present to avoid looking into
her eyes, as this disturbed the conditions very much.

The second picture was then taken in which she stands behind Mr. Holmes. When the camera was
closed she showed great signs of weakness, and it was necessary to assist her back to the cabinet, and
when she got to the door she appeared ready to sink to the floor and disappeared [?]. The cabinet door
was opened, but she was not to be
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seen. In a few minutes she appeared again and remarked that she had not been sufficiently materialized,
and said she would like to try again, if we could wait a little while. We waited about fifteen minutes,
when she rapped on the cabinet, signifying that she was ready to come out. She did so, and we obtained
the Third negative.

(Signed)
DR. H. T. CHILD.

And so, Dr. Child, we have obtained this, we did that, and we did many other things. Did you? Now,
besides Dr. Child’s truthful assertions about his being out of town, especially at the time this third
negative was obtained, we have the testimony of the photographer, Dr. Selger, and other witnesses to
corroborate the fact. At the same time, | suppose that Dr. Child will not risk a denial of his own article.
I have it in my possession and keep it, together with many others as curious, printed like it, and written
in black and white. Who fabricates stories? Can the doctor answer?

How will he creep out of this dilemma? What rays of his spiritual “sunshine” will be able to de-
materialize such a contradictory fact as this one? Here we have an article taking up two spacious
columns of The Daily Graphic, in which he asserts as plainly as possible, that he was present himself at
the sittings of Katie King for her portrait, that the spirit come out boldly, in full daylight, that she
disappeared on the threshold of the cabinet, and that he, Dr. Child, helping her back to it on account of
her great weakness, saw that there was no one in the said cabinet, for the door remained opened. Who
did he help? Whose fluttering heart beat against his paternal arm and waistcoat? Was it the bonny
Eliza? Of course, backed by such reliable testimony of such a truly trustworthy witness, the pictures
sold like wild-fire. Who got the proceeds? Who kept them? If Dr. Child was not in town when the
pictures were taken, then this article is an “evident fabrication.” On the other hand, if what he says in it
is truth, and he was present at all at the attempt of this bogus picture-taking, then he certainly must
have known “who was who, in 1874,” as the photographer knew it, and as surely it did not require



Argus-eyes to recognize in full daylight with only one shutter partially closed, a materialized, ethereal
spirit, from a common, “elbow-crooking” mortal woman, whom, though not acquainted with her, the
doctor still “knew well.”

If our self-constituted leaders, our prominent recorders of the phenomena, will humbug and delude
the public with such reliable statements as this one, how can we Spiritualists wonder at the masses of
incredulous scoffers that keep on politely taking us for “lunatics” when they do
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not very rudely call us “liars and charlatans” to our faces? It is not the occasionally cheating
“mediums” that have or can impede the progress of our cause; it’s the exalted exaggerations of some
fanatics on one hand, and the deliberate, unscrupulous statements of those who delight in dealing in
“wholesale fabrications” and “pious frauds” that have arrested the unusually rapid spreading of
Spiritualism in 1874 and brought it to a dead stop in 1875. For how many years to come yet, who can
tell?

In his “After the Storm comes the Sunshine,” the Doctor makes the following melancholy reflection:

It has been suggested that going into an atmosphere of fraud, such as surrounds these mediums [
Holmeses] and being sensitive [ poor Yorick!] I was more liable to be deceived than others.

We shudder indeed at the thought of the exposure of so much sensitiveness to so much pollution.
Alas! soiled dove! how very sensitive must a person be who picks up such evil influences that they
actually force him into the grossest of fabrications and make him invent stories and endorse facts that
he has not and could not have seen. If Dr. Child, victim to his too sensitive nature, is liable to fall so
easily as that under the control of wicked “Diakka,” our friendly advice to him is to give up
Spiritualism as soon as possible, and join a Young Men’s Christian Association; for then, under the
protecting wing of the true orthodox Church, he can begin a regular fight, like a second St. Anthony,
with the orthodox devil. Such Diakka as he fell in with at the Holmeses’ must beat Old Nick by long
odds, and if he could not withstand them by the unaided strength of his own pure soul, he may with
“bell, book and candle” and the use of holy water be more fortunate in a tug with Satan, crying as other
“Father Confessors” have heretofore, “Exorciso vos in nomine Lucis!” and signify ing his triumph with
a robust Laus Deo.

H. P. BLAVATSKY
Philadelphia, March,1875

NOTICE TO MEDIUMS

IN compliance with the request of the Honourable Alexander Aksakoff, Counsellor of State in the
Imperial Chancellery at St. Petersburg, the undersigned hereby give notice that they are prepared to
receive applications from physical mediums who may he willing to go to Russia, for examination
before the committee of the Imperial University.

To avoid disappointment, it may be well to state that the undersigned will recommend no mediums
whose personal good character is not satisfactorily shown; nor any who will not submit themselves to a
thorough scientific test of their mediumistic powers, in the city of New York, prior to sailing; nor any
who cannot exhibit most of their phenomena in a lighted room, to be designated by the undersigned,
and with such ordinary furniture as may be found therein.



Approved applications will be immediately forwarded to St. Petersburg, and upon receipt of orders
thereon from the scientific commission or its representative, M. Aksakoff, proper certificates and
instructions will be given to accepted applicants, and arrangements made for defraying expenses.

Address the undersigned, in care of E. Gerry Brown, Editor of The Spiritual Scientist, 18, Exchange
Street, Boston, Mass., who is hereby authorized to receive personal applications from mediums in the
New England States.

HENRY S. OLCOTT.

HELEN P.
BLAVATSKY.

A REBUKE

I AM truly sorry that a Spiritualist paper like The Religio-Philosophical Journal, which claims to
instruct and enlighten its readers, should suffer such trash as Mr. Jesse Sheppard is contributing to its
columns to appear without review. | will not dwell upon the previous letter of this very gifted
personage, although everything he has said concerning Russia and life at St. Petersburg might be
picked to pieces by anyone having merely a superficial acquaintance with the place and the people; nor
will I stop to sniff at his nosegays of high-sounding names—his Princess Boulkoffs and Princes This
and That, which are as preposterously fictitious as though, in speaking of Americans, some Russian
singing-medium were to mention his friends Prince Jones or Duke Smith, or Earl Brown—for if he
chooses to manufacture noble patrons from the oversloppings of his poetic imagination, and it amuses
him or his readers, no great harm is done. But when it comes to his saying the things he does in the
letter of July 3rd in that paper, it puts quite a different face upon the matter. Here he pretends to give
historical facts—which never existed. He tells of things he saw clairvoyantly, and his story is such a
tissue of ridiculous, gross anachronisms that they not only show his utter ignorance of Russian history,
but are calculated to injure the cause of Spiritualism by throwing doubt upon all clairvoyant
descriptions. Secondarily in importance they destroy his own reputation for veracity, stamp him as a
trickster and a false writer, and bring the gravest suspicion upon his claim to possess any mediumship
whatever.

What faith can anyone, acquainted with the rudiments of history, have in a medium who sees another
(Catherine II) giving orders to strangle her son (Paul 1), when we all know that the Emperor Paul
ascended the throne upon the decease of the very mother whom the inventive genius of this musical
prodigy makes guilty of infanticide?

Permit me, 0 young seer and Spiritualist, as a Russian somewhat
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read in the history of her country, to refresh your memory. Spiritualism has been laughed at quite
enough recently in consequence of such pious frauds as yours, and as Russian savants are about to
investigate the subject, we may as well go to them with clean hands. The journal which gives you its
hospitality goes to my country, and its interests will certainly suffer if you are allowed to go on with
your embroidery and spangle-work without rebuke. Remember, young poetico-historian, that the
Emperor Paul was the paternal grandfather of the present Czar, and everyone who has been at St.
Petersburg knows that the “old palace,” which to your spiritual eye wears such “an appearance of
dilapidation and decay, worthy of a castle of the Middle Ages,” and the one where your Paul was




strangled, is an every-day, modern-looking, respectable building, the successor of one which was
pulled down early in the reign of the late Emperor Nicholas, and known from the beginning until now
as the Pawlowsky Military College for the “Cadets.” And the two assassins, begotten in your
clairvoyant loins—Petreski and Kofski! Really now, Mr. Sheppard, gentlemanly assassins ought to be
very much obliged to you for these pretty aliases!

It is fortunate for you, dear sir, that it did not occur to you to discuss these questions in St.
Petersburg, and that you evolved your history from the depths of your own consciousness, for in our
autocratical country one is not permitted to discuss the little unpleasantnesses of the imperial family
history, and the rule would not be relaxed for a Spanish grandee, or even that more considerable
personage, an American singing-medium. An attempt on your part to do so would assuredly have
interfered with your grand concert, under imperial patronage, and might have led to your journeying to
the borders of Russia under an armed escort befitting your exalted rank.

H.P.
BLAVATSKY.

OCCULTISM OR MAGIC

AMONG the numerous sciences pursued by the well-disciplined army of earnest students of the
present century, none has had less honours or more scoffing than the oldest of them—the science of
sciences, the venerable mother-parent of all our modern pigmies. Anxious in their petty vanity to throw
the veil of oblivion over their undoubted origin, the self-styled positive scientists, ever on the alert,
present to the courageous scholar who tries to deviate from the beaten highway traced out for him by
his dogmatic predecessors, a formidable range of serious obstacles.

As a rule, Occultism is a dangerous, double-edged weapon for one to handle who is unprepared to
devote his whole life to it. The theory of it, unaided by serious practice, will ever remain in the eyes of
those prejudiced against such an unpopular cause an idle, crazy speculation, fit only to charm the ears
of ignorant old women. When we cast a look behind us and see how for the last thirty years modern
Spiritualism has been dealt with, notwithstanding the occurrence of daily, hourly proofs which speak to
all our senses, stare us in the eyes, and utter their voices from “beyond the great gulf,” how can we
hope, | say, that Occultism or Magic—which stands in relation to Spiritualism as the infinite to the
finite, as the cause to the effect, or as unity to multifariousness—will easily gain ground where
Spiritualism is scoffed at? One who rejects priori or even doubts the immortality of man’s soul can
never believe in its Creator; and, blind to what is heterogeneous in his eyes, will remain still more blind
to the proceeding of the latter from homogeneity. In relation to the Kabalah, or the compound mystic
text-book of the great secrets of Nature, we do not know of anyone in the present century who could
have commanded a sufficient dose of that moral courage which fires the heart of the true Adept with
the sacred flame of propagandism, to force him into defying public opinion by displaying familiarity
with that sublime work. Ridicule is the dead-
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liest weapon of the age, and while we read in the records of history of thousands of martyrs who
joyfully braved flames and faggots in support of their mystic doctrines in the past centuries, we would
scarcely be likely to find one individual in the present times who would be brave enough even to defy
ridicule by seriously undertaking to prove the great truths embraced in the traditions of the Past.




As an instance of the above, | will mention the article on Rosicrucianism, signed “Hiraf.” This ably-
written essay—notwithstanding some fundamental errors, which, though they are such, would be
hardly noticed except by those who had devoted their lives to the study of Occultism in its various
branches of practical teaching—indicates with certainty to the practical reader that, for theoretical
knowledge, at least, the author need fear few rivals, still less superiors. His modesty, which | cannot too
much appreciate in his case—though he is safe enough behind the mask of his fancy pseudonym—need
not give him any apprehensions. There are few critics in this country of Positivism who would
willingly risk themselves in an encounter with such a powerful disputant, on his own ground. The
weapons he seems to hold in reserve, in the arsenal of his wonderful memory, his learning, and his
readiness to give any further information that enquirers may wish for, will undoubtedly scare off every
theorist, unless he is perfectly sure of himself, which few are. But book-learning—and here | refer only
to the subject of Occultism—vast as it may be, will always
prove insufficient even to the analytical mind—the most accustomed to extract the quintessence of
truth, disseminated throughout thousands of
contradictory statements—unless supported by personal experience and practice. Hence “Hiraf’ can
only expect an encounter with some one who may hope to find a chance to refute some of his bold
assertions on the plea of having just such a slight practical experience. Still, it must not be understood
that these present lines are intended to criticize our too modest essayist. Far from poor, ignorant me be
such a presumptuous thought. My desire is simple: to help him in his scientific, but, as | said before,
rather hypothetical researches, by telling a little of the little | picked up in my long travels throughout
the length and breadth of the East—that cradle of Occultism—in the hope of correcting certain
erroneous notions he seems to be labouring under, and which are calculated to confuse uninitiated
sincere enquirers, who might desire to drink at his own source of knowledge.

In the first place, “Hiraf” doubts whether there are in existence, in
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England or elsewhere, what we term regular colleges for the neophytes of this Secret Science. | will say
from personal knowledge that such places there are in the East—in India, Asia Minor, and other
countries. As in the primitive days of Socrates and other sages of antiquity, so now, those who are
willing to learn the Great Truth will ever find the chance if they only “try” to meet some one to lead
them to the door of one “who knows when and how.” If “Hiraf” is right about the seventh rule of the
Brotherhood of the Rosy Cross, which says that “the Rose-crux becomes and is not made,” he may err
as to the exceptions which have ever existed among other Brotherhoods devoted to the pursuit of the
same secret knowledge. Then again, when he asserts, as he does, that Rosicrucianism is almost
forgotten, we may answer him that we do not wonder at it, and add, by way of parenthesis, that, strictly
speaking, the Rosicrucians do not now even exist, the last of that fraternity having departed in the
person of Cagliostro.

“Hiraf” ought to add to the word Rosicrucianism “that particular sect” at least, for it was but a sect
after all, one of many branches of the same tree.

By forgetting to specify that particular denomination and by including under the name of
Rosicrucians all those who, devoting their lives to Occultism congregated together in Brotherhoods,
“Hiraf” commits an error by which he may unwittingly lead people to believe that the Rosicrucians
having disappeared, there are no more Kabalists practising Occultism on the face of the earth. He also
becomes thereby guilty of an anachronism, attributing to the Rosicrucians the building of the pyramids
and other majestic monuments, which indelibly exhibit in their architecture the symbols of the grand
religions of the past. For it is not so. If the main object in view was, and still is, alike, with all the great



family of the ancient and modern Kabalists, the dogmas and formulas of certain sects differ greatly.
Springing one after the other from the great Oriental mother-root, they scattered broadcast all over the
world, and each of them desiring to out-rival the other by plunging deeper and deeper into the secrets
jealously guarded by Nature, some of them became guilty of the greatest heresies against the primitive
Oriental Kabalah.

While the first followers of the secret sciences, taught to the Chaldeeans by nations whose very
name was never breathed in history, remained stationary in their studies, having arrived at the
maximum, the Omega of the knowledge permitted to man, many of the subse-
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quent sects separated from them, and, in their uncontrollable thirst for more knowledge, trespassed
beyond the boundaries of truth and fell into fictions. In consequence of Pythagoras—so says
Jamblichus— having by sheer force of energy and daring penetrated into the mysteries of the Temple
of Thebes, obtained therein his initiation and afterwards studied the sacred sciences in Egypt for
twenty-two years, many foreigners were subsequently admitted to share the knowledge of the wise men
of the East, who, as a consequence, had many of their secrets divulged. Later still, unable to preserve
them in their purity, these mysteries were so mixed up with fictions and fables of the Grecian
mythology that truth was wholly distorted.

As the primitive Christian religion divided, in course of time, into numerous sects, so the science of
Occultism gave birth to a variety of doctrines and various brotherhoods. So the Egyptian Ophites
became the Christian Gnostics, shooting forth the Basilideans of the second century, and the original
Rosicrucians created subsequently the Paracelsists, or Fire Philosophers, the European Alchemists, and
other physical branches of their sect. (See Hargrave Jennings’ Rosicrucians.) To call indifferently
every Kabalist a Rosicrucian, is to commit the same error as if we were to call every Christian a Baptist
on the ground that the latter are also Christians.

The Brotherhood of the Rosy Cross was not founded until the middle of the thirteenth century. and
notwithstanding the assertions of the learned Mosheim, it derives its name neither from the Latin word
Ros (dew), nor from a cross, the symbol of Lux. The origin of the Brotherhood can he ascertained by
any earnest, genuine student of Occultism, who happens to travel in Asia Minor, if he chooses to fall in
with some of the Brotherhood, and if he is willing to devote himself to the head-tiring work of
deciphering a Rosicrucian manuscript—the hardest thing in the world-—for it is carefully preserved in
the archives of the very Lodge which was founded by the first Kabalist of that name, but which now
goes by another name. The founder of it, a German Ritter, of the name of Rosencranz, was a man who,
after acquiring a very suspicious reputation through the practice of the Black Art in his native place,
reformed in consequence of a vision. Giving up his evil practices, he made a solemn vow, and went on
foot to Palestine, in order to make his amende honorable at the Holy Sepulchre. Once there, the
Christian God, the meek, but well-informed Nazarene—trained as he was in the high school of the
Essenians, those
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virtuous descendants of the botanical as well as astrological and magical Chald to Rosencranz, a
Christian would say, in a vision, but I would suggest, in the shape of a materialized spirit. The purport
of this visitation, as well as the subject of their conversation, remained for ever a mystery to many of
the Brethren; but immediately after that, the ex-sorcerer and Ritter disappeared, and was heard of no
more till the mysterious sect of Rosicrucians was added to the family of Kabalists, and their powers
aroused popular attention, even among the Eastern populations, indolent and accustomed as they are to




live among wonders. The Rosicrucians strove to combine together the most various branches of
Occultism, and they soon became renowned for the extreme purity of their lives and their extraordinary
powers, as well as for their thorough knowledge of the secret of secrets.

As alchemists and conjurers they became proverbial. Later (I need not inform “Hiraf” precisely
when, as we drink at two different sources of knowledge), they gave birth to the more modern
Theosophists, at whose head was Paracelsus, and to the Alchemists, one of the most celebrated of
whom was Thomas Vaughan (seventeenth century), who wrote the most practical things on Occultism
under the name of Eugenius Philalethes. | know and can prove that Vaughan was, most positively,
“made before he became.”

The Rosicrucian Kabalah is but an epitome of the Jewish and the Oriental ones, combined, the latter
being the most secret of all. The Oriental Kabalah, the practical, full, and only existing copy, is
carefully preserved at the headquarters of this Brotherhood in the East, and, | may safely vouch, will
never come out of its possession. Its very existence has been doubted by many of the European
Rosicrucians. One who wants “to become” has to hunt for his knowledge through thousands of
scattered volumes, and pick up facts and lessons, bit by bit. Unless he takes the nearest way and
consents “to be made,” he will never become a practical Kabalist, and with all his learning will remain
at the threshold of the “mysterious gate.” The Kabalah may be used and its truths imparted on a smaller
scale now than it was in antiquity, and the existence of the mysterious Lodge, on account of its secrecy,
doubted, but it does exist and has lost none of the primitive secret powers of the ancient Chaldeeans
The lodges, few in number, are divided into sections and known but to the Adepts; no one would be
likely to find them out, unless the Sages themselves found the neophyte worthy of initiation. Unlike the
European Rosicrucians—who,
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in order “to become and not to be made,” have constantly put into practice the word of St. John, who
says, “Heaven suffereth violence and the violent take it by force,” and who have struggled alone,
violently robbing Nature of her secrets—the Oriental Rosicrucians (for such we will call them, being
denied the right to pronounce their true name), in the serene beatitude of their divine knowledge, are
ever ready to help the earnest student struggling “to become” with practical knowledge, which
dissipates, like a heavenly breeze, the blackest clouds of sceptical doubt.

“Hiraf” is right again when he says that

Knowing that their mysteries, if divulged, in the present chaotic state of society, would produce mere confusion and
death,

they shut up that knowledge within themselves. Heirs to the early heavenly wisdom of their first
forefathers, they keep the keys which unlock the most guarded of Nature’s secrets, and impart them
only gradually and with the greatest caution. But still they do impart sometimes.

Once all such a cercle vicieux, “Hiraf” sins likewise in a certain comparison he makes between
Christ, Buddha, and Khoung-foo-tsee, or Confucius. A comparison can hardly be made between the
two former wise and spiritual llluminati, and the Chinese philosopher. The higher aspirations and views
of the two Christs can have nothing to do with the cold, practical philosophy of the latter, brilliant
anomaly as he was among a naturally dull and materialistic people, peaceful and devoted to agriculture
from the earliest ages of their history. Confucius can never bear the slightest comparison with the two
great Reformers. Whereas the principles and doctrines of Christ and Buddha were calculated to
embrace the whole of humanity, Confucius confined his attention solely to his own country, trying to
apply his profound wisdom and philosophy to the wants of his countrymen, and little troubling his head



about the rest of mankind. Intensely Chinese in patriotism and views, his philosophical doctrines are as
much devoid of the purely poetic element, which characterizes the teachings of Christ and Buddha, the
two divine types, as the religious tendencies of his people lack in that spiritual exaltation which we
find, for instance, in India. Khoung-foo-tsee has not even the depth of feeling and the slight spiritual
striving of his contemporary, Lao-tsee. Says the learned Ennemoser:
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The spirits of Christ and Buddha have left indelible, eternal traces all over the face of the world. The
doctrines of Confucius can he mentioned only as the most brilliant proceedings of cold human
reasoning.

Harvey, in his Universal History, has depicted the Chinese nation perfectly, in a few words:
Their heavy, childish, cold, sensual nature explains the peculiarities of their history.

Hence any comparison between the first two Reformers and Confucius, in an essay on
Rosicrucianism, in which “Hiraf” treats of the Science of Sciences and invites the thirsty for knowledge
to drink at her inexhaustible source, seems inadmissible.

Further, when our learned author asserts so dogmatically that the Rosicrucian learns, though he never
uses, the secret of immortality in earthly life, he asserts only what he himself, in his practical
inexperience, thinks impossible. The words “never” and “impossible” ought to be erased from the
dictionary of humanity, until the time at least when the great Kabalah shall all be solved, and so
rejected or accepted. The Count St. Germain is, until this very time, a living mystery, and the
Rosicrucian Thomas Vaughan another one. The countless authorities we have in literature, as well as in
oral tradition (which sometimes is the more trustworthy), about this wonderful Count’s having been
met and recognized in different centuries, is no myth. Anyone who admits one of the practical truths of
the occult sciences taught by the Kabalah tacitly admits them all. It must be Hamlet’s “to be or not to
be,” and if the Kabalah is true, then St. Germain need be no myth.

But I am digressing from my object, which is, firstly, to show the slight differences between the two
Kabalahs, that of the Rosicrucians and time Oriental one; and, secondly, to say that the hope expressed
by “Hiraf” to see the subject better appreciated at some future day than it has been till now, may
perhaps become more than a hope. Time will show man things; till then, let us heartily thank “Hiraf”
for this first well-aimed shot at those stubborn scientific runaways, who, once before the Truth, avoid
looking her in the face, and dare not even throw a glance behind them, lest they should be forced to see
that which would greatly lessen their self-sufficiency. As a practical follower of Eastern Spiritualism, |
can confidently wait for the time, when, with the timely help of those *“who know,”” American
Spiritualism, which even in its present shape has proved such a sore in the side of the materialists, will
become a science and a thing of mathematical certi-
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tude, instead of being regarded only as the crazy delusion of epileptic monomaniacs.

The first Kabalah in which a mortal man ever dared to explain the greatest mysteries of the universe,
and show the keys to

Those masked doors in the ramparts of Nature through which no mortal can ever pass without rousing dread sentries
never seen upon this side her wall,

was compiled by a certain Simeon Ben lochai, who lived at the time of the second Temple’s
destruction. Only about thirty years after the death of this renowned Kabalist, his MSS. and written



explanations, which had till then remained in his possession as a most precious secret, were used by his
son Rabbi Elizzar and other learned men. Making a compilation of the whole, they so produced the
famous work called Sohar (God’s splendour). This book proved an inexhaustible mine for all the
subsequent Kabalists, their source of information and knowledge, and all more recent and genuine
Kabalahs were more or less carefully copied from the former. Before that, all the mysterious doctrines
had come down in an unbroken line of merely oral tradition as far back as man could trace himself on
earth. They were scrupulously and jealously guarded by the wise men of Chald India, Persia and Egypt,
and passed from one Initiate to another, in the same purity of form as when handed down to the first
man by the angels, students of God’s great Theosophic Seminary. For the first time since the world’s
creation, the secret doctrines, passing through Moses who was initiated in Egypt, underwent some
slight alterations.

In consequence of the personal ambition of this great prophet medium, he succeeded in passing off
his familiar spirit, the wrathful “Jehovah,” for the spirit of God himself, and so won undeserved laurels
and honours. The same influence prompted him to alter some of the principles of the great oral Kabalah
in order to make them the more secret. These principles were laid out in symbols by him in the first
four books of the Pentateuch, but for some mysterious reasons he with held them from Deuteronomy.
Having initiated his seventy Elders in his own way, the latter could give but what they had received
them selves, and so was prepared the first opportunity for heresy, and the erroneous interpretation of
the symbols. While the Oriental Kabalah remained in its pure primitive shape, the Mosaic or Jewish
one was full of drawbacks, and the keys to many of the secrets—forbidden by the Mosaic law—
purposely misinterpreted. The powers conferred by it on the Initiates were formidable still, and of all
the most renowned
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Kabalists, King Solomon and his bigoted parent, David, not withstanding his penitential psalms, were
the most powerful. But still the doctrine remained secret and purely oral, until, as | have said before,
the days of the second Temple’s destruction. Philologically speaking, the very word Kabalah is formed
from two Hebrew words, meaning to receive, as in former times the Initiate received it orally and
directly from his Master, and the very book of the Sohar was written out on received information,
which was handed down as an unvarying stereo typed tradition by the Orientals, and altered, through
the ambition of Moses, by the Jews.

H.P.
BLAVATSKY.

SPIRITUALISTIC TRICKSTERS

A MOST outrageous swindle was perpetrated upon the public last Sunday evening at the Boston
Theatre. Some persons with no higher aspirations in the world than a lust for a few dollars to fill their
pockets, depleted by unsuccessful cheap shows, advertised a “séance,” and engaged as “mediums”
some of the most impudent impostors with which the world is cursed. They furthermore abused public
confidence by causing it to be understood that these people were to appear before the scientific
commission at St. Petersburg.

Is it not about time that some Society in Boston should be sufficiently strong financially, and have
members who will have the requisite energy to act in an emergency like this? Common sense would
dictate what might be done, and a determined will would overcome all obstacles. Spiritualism needs a



Vigilance Committee. Public opinion will justify any measures that will tend to check this trifling. “Up,
and at them!” should be the watchword until we have rid society of these pests and their supporters.

The press of Boston are disposed to be fair towards Spiritualists. But if Spiritualists do not care
enough for Spiritualism to defend it from tricksters who have not sufficient skill to merit them the title
of jugglers, how can they expect any different treatment than that it is receiving?

As a proof of the sincerity of the Boston press and also in support and further explanation of the
above we might mention that the following card, sent to all the morning dailies, was accepted and
printed in Tuesday’s edition.

Boston, July 19, 1875.

SIR,—The undersigned desire to say that the persons who advertised a so-called spiritualistic
exhibition at the Boston Theatre last evening were guilty of false representations to the public. We are
alone empowered by the Academy of Sciences attached to the Imperial University of St. Petersburg,
Russia, to select the mediums
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who shall be invited by that body to display their powers during the forthcoming scientific
investigation of Spiritualism, and Mr. H. Gerry Brown, editor . Scientist, of this city, is our only
authorized deputy.

Neither “F. Warren,” “Prof. J. T. Bates,” “Miss | “Mrs. S. Gould,” nor “Miss Lillie Darling” has
been selected, or is at all likely to be selected for that honour.

As this swindle may be again attempted, we desire to say, once for all, that no medium accepted by
us will be obliged to exhibit his powers to earn money to de fray his expenses, nor will any such
exhibition be tolerated. The Imperial University of St. Petersburg makes its investigation in the interest
of science—not to assist charlatans to give juggling performances in theatres, upon the strength of our
certificates.

HENRY S. OLCOYT.

H. P. BLAVATSKY.

THE SEARCH AFTER OCCULTISM

[ The Spiritual Scientist.]

BEING daily in receipt of numerous letters, written with the view of obtaining advice as to the best
method of receiving information respecting Occultism, and the direct relation it bears to modern
Spiritualism, and not having sufficient time at my disposal to answer these requests, | now propose to
facilitate the mutual labour of myself and correspondents by naming herein a few of the principal
works treating upon Magism, and the mysteries of such modern Hermetists.

To this | feel bound to add, respecting what I have stated before, to wit: that would-be aspirants must
not lure themselves with the idea of any possibility of their becoming practical Occultists by mere
book-knowledge. The works of the Hermetic philosophers were never intended for the masses, as Mr.
Charles Sotheran, a learned member of the Society Rosae Crucis, in a late essay observes;



Gabriel Rossetti in his disquisitions on the anti-papal spirit which produced the Reformation shows that the art of
speaking and writing in a language which bears a double interpretation is of very great antiquity, that it was in practice
among the priests of Egypt, brought thence by the Manichees, whence it passed to the Ternplars and Albigenses, spread
over Europe, and brought about the Reformation.

The ablest book that was ever written on Symbols and Mystic Orders, is most certainly Hargrave
Jennings’ The Rosicrucians, and yet it has been repeatedly called “obscure trash” in my presence, and
that too, by individuals who were most decidedly well-versed in the rites and mysteries of modern
Freemasonry. Persons who lack even the latter knowledge, can easily infer from this what would be the
amount of information they might derive from still more obscure and mystical works; for if we
compare Hargrave Jennings’ book with some of the mediaeval treatises and ancient works of the most
noted Alchemists and Magi, we might find the latter as much more obscure than the former—as
regards language—as a pupil in celestial philosophy would
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find the Book of the Heavens, if he should examine a far distant star with the naked eye, rather than
with the help of a powerful telescope. Far from me, though, the idea of disparaging in anyone the
laudable impulse to search ardently after Truth, however arid and ungrateful the task may appear at
first sight; for my own principle has ever been to make the Light of Truth the beacon of my life. The
words uttered by Christ eighteen centuries ago: “Believe and you will understand,” can be applied in
the present case, and repeating them with but a slight modification, | may well say: “Study and you will
believe.”

But to particularize one or another book on Occultism, to those who are anxious to begin their
studies in the hidden mysteries of nature, is something the responsibility of which | am not prepared to
assume. What may be clear to one who is intuitional, if read in the same book by another person might
prove meaningless. Unless one is prepared to devote to it his whole life, the superficial knowledge of
Occult Sciences will lead him surely to become the target for millions of ignorant scoffers to aim their
blunderbusses loaded with ridicule and chaff against. Besides this, it is in more than one way dangerous
to select this science as a mere pastime. One must bear for ever in mind the impressive fable of
(Edipus, and beware of the same consequences. (Edipus unriddled but one-half of the enigma offered
him by the Sphinx and caused its death; the other half of the mystery avenged the death of the symbolic
monster, and forced the King of Thebes to prefer blindness and exile in his despair rather than face
what he did not feel him self pure enough to encounter. He unriddled the man, the form, and had
forgotten God, the idea.

If a man would follow in the steps of Hermetic philosophers he must prepare himself beforehand for
martyrdom. He must give up personal pride and all selfish purposes, and be ready for everlasting
encounters with friends and foes. He must part, once for all, with every remembrance of his earlier
ideas, on all and on everything. Existing religions, knowledge, science, must rebecome a blank book
for him, as in the days of his babyhood, for if he wants to succeed he must learn a new alphabet on the
lap of Mother Nature, every letter of which will afford a new insight to him, every syllable and word an
Unexpected revelation. The two hitherto irreconcilable foes, science and theology—the Montecchi and
Capuletti of the nineteenth century—will ally themselves with the ignorant masses against the modern
Occultist. If we have outgrown the age of stakes, we are in the heyday, per
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contra, of slander, the venom of the press, and all these mephitic venticelli of calumny so vividly
expressed by the immortal Don Basilio. To science it will be the duty—arid and sterile as a matter of



course—of the Kabbalist to prove that from the beginning of time there was but one positive science—
Occultism; that it was the mysterious lever of all intellectual forces, the Tree of Knowledge of good
and evil of the allegorical paradise, from whose gigantic trunk sprang in every direction boughs,
branches and twigs, the former shooting forth straight enough at first, the latter deviating with every
inch of growth, assuming more and more fantastical appearances, till at last one after the other lost its
vital juice, got deformed, and, drying up, finally broke off, scattering the ground afar with heaps of
rubbish. To theology the Occultist of the future will have to demonstrate that the Gods of the
mythologies, the Elohims of Israel as well as the religious and theological mysteries of Christianity, to
begin with the Trinity, sprang from the sanctuaries of Memphis and Thebes; that their mother Eve is
but the spiritualized Psyche of old, both of them paying a like penalty for their curiosity, descending to
Hades or hell, the latter to bring back to earth the famous Pandora’s box, the former to search out and
crush the head of the serpent—symbol of time and evil, the crime of both expiated by the pagan
Prometheus and the Christian Lucifer; the first delivered by Hercules, the second conquered by the
Saviour.

Furthermore, the Occultist will have to prove to Christian theology, publicly, what many of its
priesthood are well aware of in secret, namely, that their God on earth was a Kabbalist, the meek
representative of a tremendous Power, which, if misapplied, might shake the world to its foundations;
and that of all their evangelical symbols, there is not one but can be traced up to its parent fount. For
instance, their incarnated Verbum or Logos was worshipped at his birth by the three Magi led on by the
star, and received from them the gold, the frankincense and myrrh—the whole of which is simply an
excerpt from the Kabalah our modern theologians despise, and the representation of another and still
more mysterious “Ternary” embodying allegorically in its emblems the highest secrets of the Kabalah.

A clergy whose main object has ever been to make of their Divine Cross the gallows of Truth and
Freedom, could not do otherwise than try and bury in oblivion the origin of that same cross, which, in
the most primitive symbols of the Egyptians’ magic, represents the key to heaven. Their anathemas are
powerless in our days—the multitude is
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wiser; but the greatest danger awaits us just in that latter direction, if we do not succeed in making the
masses remain at least neutral—till they come to know better—in this forthcoming conflict between
Truth, Superstition and Presumption, or to express it in other terms, Occult Spiritualism, Theology and
Science. We have to fear neither the miniature thunderbolts of the clergy, nor the unwarranted
negations of science. But Public Opinion, this invisible, intangible, omnipresent, despotic tyrant—this
thousand-headed Hydra, the more dangerous for being composed of individual mediocrities—is not an
enemy to be scorned by any would-be Occultist, courageous as he may be. Many of the far more
innocent Spiritualists have left their sheepskins in the clutches of this ever-hungry, roaring lion, for he
is the most dangerous of our three classes of enemies. What will be the fate in such a case of an
unfortunate Occultist, if he once succeeds in demonstrating the close relationship existing between the
two? The masses of people, though they do not generally appreciate the science of truth or have real
knowledge, on the other hand are unerringly directed by mere instinct; they have intuitionally—if |
may be allowed to so express myself—an idea of what is formidable in its genuine strength. People will
never conspire except against real Power. In their blind ignorance, the Mysteries and the Unknown
have been, and ever will be, objects of terror for them. Civilization may progress; human nature will
remain the same throughout all ages. Occultists, beware!

Let it be understood then that | address myself but to the truly courageous and persevering. Besides
the danger expressed above, the difficulties in becoming a practical Occultist in this country are next to



insurmountable. Barrier upon barrier, obstacles in every form and shape, will present themselves to the
student; for the keys of the Golden Gate leading to the Infinite Truth lie buried deep, and the gate itself
is enclosed in a mist which clears up only before the ardent rays of implicit faith. Faith alone—one
grain of which as large as a mustard-seed, according to the words of Christ, can lift a mountain—is able
to find out how simple becomes the Kabalah to the Initiate once he has succeeded in conquering the
first abstruse difficulties. The dogma of it is logical, easy and absolute. The necessary union of ideas
and signs; the trinity of words, letters, numbers, and theorems; the religion of it can be compressed into
a few words. “It is the Infinite condensed in the hand of an infant,” says Eliphas Lévi. Ten ciphers,
twenty-two alphabetical letters, one triangle, a square and a circle. Such are
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the elements of the Kabalah from whose mysterious bosom sprang all the religions of the past and
present; which endowed all the Free-masonic associations with their symbols and secrets, which alone
can reconcile human reason with God and Faith, Power with Freedom, Science with Mystery, and
which has alone the keys of present, past and future.

The first difficulty for the aspirant lies in the utter impossibility of his comprehending, as | said
before, the meaning of the best books written by Hermetic philosophers. These, who mainly lived in
the mediaeval ages, prompted on the one hand by their duty towards their brethren, and by their desire
to impart only to them and their successors the glorious truths, and on the other very naturally desirous
to avoid the clutches of the bloodthirsty Christian Inquisition, enveloped themselves more than ever in
mystery. They invented new signs and hieroglyphs, renovated the ancient symbolical language of the
high priests of antiquity, who had used it as a sacred barrier between their holy rites and the ignorance
of the profane, and created a veritable Kabalistic slang. This latter, which continually blinded the false
neophyte, attracted towards the science only by his greediness for wealth and power which he would
have surely misused were he to succeed, is a living, eloquent, clear language, but it is and can become
such only to the true disciple of Hermes.

But were it even otherwise, and could books on Occultism, written in a plain and precise language be
obtained in order to get initiated in the Kabalah, it would not be sufficient to understand and meditate
on certain authors. Galatinus and Pic de la Mirandola, Paracelsus and Robertus de Fluctibus do not
furnish one with the key to the practical mysteries. They simply state what can be done and why it is
done; but they do not tell one how to do it. More than one philosopher who has by heart the whole of
the Hermetic literature, and who has devoted to the study of it upwards of thirty or forty years of his
life, fails when he believes he is about reaching the final great result. One must understand the Hebrew
authors, such as Sepher Yelzirah, for instance, learn by heart the great book of the Zohar in its original
tongue, master the Kabalah Denudata from the Collection of 1684 (Paris); follow up the Kabalistic
pneumatics at first, and then throw oneself headlong into the turbid waters of that mysterious * . . .
never tried to explain:

the Prophecy of Ezekiel and the Apocalypse, two Kabalistic treatises,

* The cutting is here imperfect—some paragraph or so wanting.
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reserved without doubt for the commentaries of the Magi kings, books closed with the seven seals to
the faithful Christian, but perfectly clear to the Infidel initiated in the Occult Sciences.




Thus the works on Occultism, were not, | repeat, written for the masses, but for those of the Brethren
who make the solution of the mysteries of the Kabalah the principal object of their lives, and who are
supposed to have conquered the first abstruse difficulties of the Alpha of Hermetic philosophy.

To fervent and persevering candidates for the above science, | have to offer but one word of advice,
“try and become.” One single journey to the Orient, made in the proper spirit, and the possible
emergencies arising from the meeting of what may seem no more than the chance acquaintances and
adventures of any traveller, may quite as likely as not throw wide open to the zealous student the
heretofore closed doors of the final mysteries. I will go farther and say that such a journey, performed
with the omnipresent idea of the one object, and with the help of a fervent will, is sure to produce more
rapid, better, and far more practical results, than the most diligent study of Occultism in books—even
though one were to devote to it dozens of years.

In the name of Truth, yours,
H. P. BLAVATSKY.

THE SCIENCE OF MAGIC

HAPPENING to be on a visit to Ithaca, where spiritual papers in general, and The Banner of Light in
particular, are very little read, but where, luckily, The Scientist has found hospitality in several houses,
I learned through your paper of the intensely interesting and very erudite attack in an editorial of The
Banner, on “Magic,” or rather on those who had the absurdity to believe in Magic. As hints concerning
myself—at least in the fragment | see—are very decently veiled, and, as it appears, Col. Olcott alone,
just now, is offered by way of a pious holocaust on the altar erected to the angel-world by some
Spiritualists, who seem to be terribly in earnest, | will—leaving the said gentleman to take care of
himself, provided he thinks it worth his trouble—proceed to say a few words only, in reference to the
alleged non-existence of Magic.

Were | to give anything on my own authority and base my defence of Magic only on what | have
seen myself and know to he true in relation to that science, as a resident of many years’ standing in
India and Africa, | might, perhaps, risk to be called by Mr. Colby—uwith that unprejudiced, spiritualized
politeness, which so distinguishes the venerable editor of The Banner of Light—"an irresponsible
woman”; and that would not be for the first time either. Therefore, to his astonishing assertion that no
Magic whatever either exists or has existed in this world, I will try to find as good authorities as
himself, and maybe better ones, and thus politely proceed to contradict him on that particular point.

Heterodox Spiritualists, like myself, must be cautious in our days and proceed with prudence, if they
do not wish to be persecuted with all the untiring vengeance of that mighty army of” Indian controls”
and miscellaneous “guides” of our bright Summer-Land.

When the writer of the editorial says that he—
Does not think it at all improbable that there are humbugging spirits who try to fool certain aspirants to occult knowledge
with the notion that there is such a thing as magic, (?)

56 A MODERN PANARION.

then, on the other hand, I can answer him that I, for one, not only think it probable but I am perfectly
sure and can take my oath to the certainty, that more than once spirits who were either very elementary
or very unprogressed ones, calling themselves Theodore Parker, have been most decidedly fooling and



disrespectfully humbugging our most esteemed editor of The Banner of Light into the notion that the
Apennines were in Spain, for instance.

Furthermore, supported in my assertions by thousands of intelligent Spiritualists, generally known
for their integrity and truthfulness I could furnish numberless proofs and instances where the
Elementary Diakka, Esrito malims etfarfadeto and other such-like unreliable and ignorant denizens of
the spirit-world, arraying themselves in pompous, world-known and famous names, suddenly gave the
bewildered witnesses such deplorable, unheard-of, slipslop trash, and betirnes some thing worse, that
more than one person who, previous to that, was an earnest believer in the spiritual philosophy, has
either silently taken to his heels, or if he happened to have been formerly a Roman Catholic, has
devoutly tried to recall to memory with which hand he used to cross himself, and then cleared out with
the most fervent exclamation of “ Vade reyro, Satanas!” Such is the opinion of every educated
Spiritualist.

If that indomitable Attila. the persecutor of modern Spiritualism and mediums, Dr. G. Beard, had
offered such a remark against Magic, | would not wonder, as a too profound devotion to blue pill and
black draught is generally considered the best antidote against mystic and spiritual speculations; but for
a firm Spiritualist—a believer in invisible, mysterious worlds swarming with beings, the true nature of
which is still an unriddled mystery to everyone—to step in and then sarcastically reject that which has
been proved to exist and believed in for countless ages by millions of persons, wiser than himself, is
too audacious! And that sceptic is the editor of a leading Spiritual paper'—a man whose first duty
should be to help his readers to seek, untiringly and perseveringly, for the truth in whatever form it
might present itself; but who takes the risk of dragging thousands of people into error, by pinning them
to his personal rose-water faith and credulity. Every serious, earnest-minded Spiritualist must agree
with me in saying, that if modern Spiritualism remains, for a few years only, in its present condition of
chaotic anarchy, or still worse, if it is allowed to run its mad course, shooting forth on all sides idle
hypotheses based on
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superstitious, groundless ideas, then will the Dr. Beards, Dr. Marvins and others, known as scientific
(?) sceptics, triumph indeed.

Really, it seems to be a waste of time to answer such ridiculous, ignorant assertions as the one which
forced me to take up my pen. Any well-read Spiritualist who finds the statement “that there ever was
such a science as magic, has never been proved, nor ever will be,” will need no answer from myself,
nor anyone else, to cause him to shrug his shoulders and smile, as he probably has smiled, at the
wonderful attempt of Mr. Colby’s spirits to reorganize geography by placing the Apennines in Spain.

Why, man alive, did you never open a book in your life besides your own records of Tom, Dick and
Harry descending from upper spheres to remind their Uncle Sam that he had torn his gaiters or broken
his pipe in the far West?

Did you suppose that Magic is confined to witches riding astride broomsticks and then turming
themselves into black cats? Even the latter superstitious trash, though it was never called Magic but
Sorcery, does not appear so great an absurdity for one to accept who firmly believes in the
transfiguration of Mrs. Compton into Katie Brinks. The laws of nature are unchangeable. The
conditions under which a medium can be transformed, entirely absorbed in the process by the spirit,
into the semblance of another person, will hold good whenever that spirit, or rather force, should have a
fancy to take the form of a cat.



The exercise of magical power is the exercise of powers natural but superior to the ordinary
functions of Nature. A miracle is not a violation of the laws of Nature, except for ignorant people.
Magic is but a science, a profound knowledge of the Occult forces in Nature, and of the laws governing
the visible or the invisible world. Spiritualism in the hands of an Adept becomes Magic, for he is
learned in the art of blending together the laws of the universe, without breaking any of them and
thereby violating Nature. In the hands of an experienced medium, Spiritualism becomes unconscious
sorcery; for, by allowing himself to become the helpless tool of a variety of spirits, of whom he knows
nothing save what the latter permit him to know, he opens, unknown to himself, a door of
communication between the two worlds, through which emerge the blind forces of Nature lurking in
the astral light, as well as good and bad spirits.

A powerful mesmerizer, profoundly learned in his science, such as
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Baron Dupotet, and Regazzoni Pietro d’Amicis of Bologna, are magicians, for they have become the
Adepts, the initiated ones, into the great mystery of our Mother Nature. Such men as the above-
mentioned— and such were Mesmer and Cagliostro—control the spirits instead of allowing their
subjects or themselves to be controlled by them; and Spiritualism is safe in their hands. In the absence
of experienced Adepts though, it is always safer for a naturally clairvoyant medium to trust to good
luck and chance, and try to judge of the tree by its fruits. Bad spirits will seldom communicate through
a pure, naturally good and virtuous person; and it is still more seldom that pure spirits will choose
impure channels. Like attracts like.

But to return to Magic. Such men as Albertus Magnus, Raymond Lulli, Cornelius Agrippa,
Paracelsus, Robert Fludd, Eugenius Philalethes, Kunrath, Roger Bacon and others of similar character,
in our sceptical century, are generally taken for visionaries; but so, too, are modern Spiritualists and
mediums—nay worse, for charlatans and poltroons; but never were the Hermetic philosophers taken by
anyone for fools and idiots, as, unfortunately for ourselves and the cause, every unbeliever takes all of
us believers in Spiritualism to be. Those Hermetics and philosophers may be disbelieved and doubted
now, as everything else is doubted, but very few doubted their knowledge and power during their
lifetime, for they could always prove what they claimed, having command over those forces which now
command helpless mediums. They had their science and demonstrated philosophy to help them to
throw down ridiculous negations, while we sentimental Spiritualists, rocking ourselves to sleep with
our “Sweet Bye-and-Bye,” are now unable to recognize a spurious phenomenon from a genuine one,
and are daily deceived by vile charlatans. Even though doubted then, as Spiritualism is in our day, still
these philosophers were held in awe and reverence, even by those who did not implicitly believe in
their Occult potency, for they were giants of intellect. Profound knowledge, as well as cultured
intellectual powers, will always be respected and revered; but our mediums and their adherents are
laughed at and scorned, and we are all made to suffer, because the phenomena are left to the whims and
pranks of self-willed and other mischievous spirits, and we are utterly powerless in controlling them.

To doubt Magic is to reject History itself, as well as the testimony of ocular witnesses thereof, during
a period embracing over 4,000 years. Beginning with Homer, Moses, Hermes, Herodotus, Cicero,
Plutarch,
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Pythagoras, Apollonius of Tyana, Simon the Magician, Plato, Pausanias, lamblichus, and following
this endless string of great men— historians and philosophers, who all of them either believed in Magic
or were magicians themselves—and ending with our modern authors, such as W. Howitt, Ennemoser,




G. des Mousseaux, Marquis de Mirville and the late Eliphas Lévi who was a magician himself—
among all of these great names and authors, we find but the solitary Mr. Colby, editor of The Banner of
Light, who ignores that there ever was such a science as Magic. He innocently believes the whole of the
sacred army of Bible prophets, commencing with Father Abraham, including Christ, to be merely
mediums; in the eyes of Mr. Colby they were all of them acting under control! Fancy Christ, Moses, or
an Apollonius of Tyana, controlled by an Indian guide! The venerable editor ignores, perhaps, that
spiritual mediums were better known in those days to the ancients, than they are now to us, and he
seems to be equally unaware of the fact that the inspired sibyls, pythonesses, and other mediums were
entirely guided by their high priest and those who were initiated into the esoteric theurgy and mysteries
of the temples. Theurgy was Magic; as in modern times, the sibyls and pythonesses were mediums; but
their high priests were magicians. All the secrets of their theology, which included Magic, or the art of
invoking ministering spirits, were in their hands. They possessed the science of discerning spirits; a
science which Mr. Colby does not possess at all—to his great regret, no doubt. By this power they
controlled the spirits at will, allowing but the good ones to absorb their mediums. Such is the
explanation of Magic—the real, existing, While or Sacred Magic, which ought to be in the hands of
science now, and would be, if science had profited by the lessons which Spiritualism has inductively
taught for these last twenty-seven years.

That is the reason why no trash was allowed to be given by unprogressed spirits in the days of old.
The oracles of the sibyls and inspired priestesses could never have affirmed Athens to be a town in
India, or jJumped Mount Ararat from its native place down to Egypt.

If the sceptical writer of the editorial had, moreover, devoted less time to little prattling Indian spirits
and more to profitable lectures, he might have learned perhaps at the same time that the ancients had
their illegal mediums—I mean those who belonged to no special temple—and thus the spirits
controlling them, unchecked by the expert hand of the magician, were left to themselves, and had all
the opportunity
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possible to perform their capers on their helpless tools. Such mediums were generally considered
obsessed and possessed, which they were in fact, in other words, according to the Bible phraseology,
“they had seven devils in them.” Furthermore, these mediums were ordered to be put to death, for the
intolerant Moses the magician, who was learned in the wisdom of Egypt, had said, “Thou shalt not
suffer a witch to live.” Alone the Egyptians and Greeks, even more humane and just than Moses, took
such into their temples, and, when found unfit for the sacred duties of prophecy cured them in the same
way as Jesus Christ cured Mary of Magdala and many others, by “casting out the seven devils.” Either
Mr. Colby and Co. must completely deny the miracles of Christ, the Apostles, Prophets,
Thaumaturgists and Magicians, and so deny point-blank every bit of the sacred and profane histories,
or he must confess that there is a Power in this world which can command spirits—at least the bad and
unprogressed ones, the elementary and Diakka. The pure ones, the disembodied, will never descend to
our sphere unless attracted by a current of powerful sympathy and love, or on some useful mission.

Far from me the thought of casting odium and ridicule on all mediums. I am myself a Spiritualist, if,
as says Colonel Olcott, a firm belief in our spirit’s immortality and the knowledge of a constant
possibility for us to communicate with the spirits of our departed and loved ones, either through honest,
pure mediums, or by means of the Secret Science, constitutes a Spiritualist. And | am not of those
fanatical Spiritualists, to be found in every country, who blindly accept the claims of every “spirit,” for
I have seen too much of various phenomena, undreamed of in America; | know that Magic does exist,
and 10,000 editors of spiritual papers cannot change my belief in what | know. There is a White and a



Black Magic, and no one who has ever travelled in the East can doubt it, if he has taken the trouble to
investigate. My faith being firm | am therefore ever ready to support and protect any honest medium—
aye, and even occasionally one who appears dishonest, for I know but too well what helpless tools and
victims such mediums are in the hands of unprogressed, invisible beings. I am furthermore aware of the
malice and wickedness of the elementaries, and how far they can inspire not only a sensitive medium,
but any other person as well. Though I may be an “irresponsible,” despite the harm some mediums do
to earnest Spiritualists by their unfairness, one-sidedness, and spiritual sentimentalism, | feel safe to say
that
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generally I am quick enough to detect whenever a medium is cheating under control, or cheating
consciously.

Thus Magic exists, and has existed, ever since prehistoric ages. Beginning in history with the
Samothracian Mysteries, it followed its course uninterruptedly, and ended for a time with the expiring
theurgic rites and ceremonies of Christianized Greece; then reappeared for a time again with the Neo-
Platonic, Alexandrian school, and, passing by initiation to sundry solitary students and philosophers,
safely crossed the medigeval ages, and notwithstanding the furious persecutions of the Church, resumed
its fame in the hands of such Adepts as Paracelsus and several others, and finally died out in Europe
with the Count St. Germain and Cagliostro, to seek refuge from frozen-hearted scepticism in its native
country of the East.

In India, Magic has never died out, and blossoms there as well as ever. Practised, as in ancient
Egypt, only within the secret enclosure of the temples, it was, and still is, called the “Sacred Science.”
For it is a science, based on the occult forces of Nature; and not merely a blind belief in the poll-parrot
talking of crafty elementaries, ready to forcibly prevent real, disembodied spirits from communicating
with their loved ones whenever they can do so.

Some time since a Mr. Mendenhall devoted several columns, in The Religio-Philosophical Journal,
to questioning, cross-examining, and criticizing the mysterious Brotherhood of Luxor. He made a
fruitless attempt at forcing the said Brotherhood to answer him, and thus unveil the sphinx.

I can satisfy Mr. Mendenhall. The Brotherhood of Luxor is one of the sections of the Grand Lodge of
which | am a member. If this gentleman entertains any doubt as to my statement—which | have no
doubt he will—he can, if he chooses, write to Lahore for information. If, perchance, the seven of the
committee were so rude as not to answer him, and should refuse to give him the desired information, |
can then offer him a little business transaction. Mr. Mendenhall, as far as | remember, has two wives in
the spirit world. Both of these ladies materialize at M. Mott’s, and often hold very long conversations
with their husband, as the latter told us several times and over his own signature; adding, moreover,
that he had no doubt whatever of the identity of the said spirits. If so, let one of the departed ladies tell
Mr. Mendenhall the name of that section of the Grand Lodge | belong to. For real, genuine,
disembodied spirits, if both are what they claim
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to be, the matter is more than easy; they have but to enquire of other spirits, look into my thoughts, and
so on; for a disembodied entity, an immortal spirit, it is the easiest thing in the world to do. Then, if the
gentleman | challenge, though I am deprived of the pleasure of his acquaintance, tells me the true name
of the section—which name three gentlemen in New York, who are accepted neophytes of our Lodge,

know well—I pledge myself to give to Mr. Mendenhall the true statement concerning the Brotherhood,



which is not composed of spirits, as he may think, but of living mortals, and I will, moreover, if he
desires it, put him in direct communication with the Lodge as | have done for others. Methinks, Mr.
Mendenhall will answer that no such name can be given correctly by the spirits, for no such Lodge or
Section either, exists at all, and thus close the discussion.

H.P.
BLAVATSKY.

(From The Spiritual Scientist.)

AN UNSOLVED MYSTERY

THE circumstances attending the sudden death of M. Delessert, inspector of the Police de Surete
seem to have made such an impression upon the Parisian authorities that they were recorded in unusual
detail. Omitting all particulars except what are necessary to explain matters, we produce here the
undoubtedly strange history.

In the fall of 1861 there came to Paris a man who called himself Vic de Lassa, and was so inscribed
upon his passports. He came from Vienna, and said he was a Hungarian, who owned estates on the
borders of the Banat, not far from Zenta. He was a small man, aged thirty-five, with pale and
mysterious face, long blonde hair, a vague, wandering blue eye, and a mouth of singular firmness. He
dressed carelessly and unaffectedly, and spoke and talked without much empressement. His
companion, presumably his wife, on the other hand, ten years younger than himself, was a strikingly
beautiful woman, of that dark, rich, velvety, luscious, pure Hungarian type which is so nigh akin to the
gipsy blood. At the theatres, on the Bois, at the cafes, on the boulevards, and everywhere that idle Paris
disports itself, Madame Aimee de Lassa attracted great attention and made a sensation.

They lodged in luxurious apartments on the Rue Richelieu, frequented the best places, received good
company, entertained handsomely, and acted in every way as if possessed of considerable wealth.
Lassa had always a good balance chez Schneider, Rater et Cie, the Austrian bankers in Rue Rivoli, and
wore diamonds of conspicuous lustre.

How did it happen then, that the Prefect of Police saw fit to suspect Monsieur and Madame de Lassa,
and detailed Paul Delessert, one of the most ruse inspectors of the force, to “pipe” him? The fact is, the
insignificant man with the splendid wife was a very mysterious personage, and it is the habit of the
police to imagine that mystery always hides either the conspirator, the adventurer, or the charlatan. The
conclusion to which the Prefect had come in regard to M. de Lassa was
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that he was an adventurer and charlatan too. Certainly a successful one, then, for he was singularly
unobtrusive and had in no way trumpeted the wonders which it was his mission to perform, yet in a few
weeks after he had established himself in Paris the salon of M. de Lassa was the rage, and the number
of persons who paid the fee of 100 francs for a single peep into his magic crystal, and a single message
by his spiritual telegraph, was really astonishing. The secret of this was that M. de Lassa was a conjurer
and deceiver, whose pretensions were omniscient and whose predictions always came true.

Delessert did not find it very difficult to get an introduction and admission to De Lassa’s salon. The
receptions occurred every other day— two hours in the forenoon, three hours in the evening. It was
evening when Inspector Delessert called in his assumed character of M. Flabry, virtuoso in jewels and a
convert to Spiritualism. He found the handsome parlours brilliantly lighted, and a charming assemblage



gathered of well-pleased guests, who did not at all seem to have come to learn their fortunes or fates,
while contributing to the income of their host, but rather to be there out of complaisance to his virtues
and gifts.

Mme. de Lassa performed upon the piano or conversed from group to group in a way that seemed to
be delightful, while M. de Lassa walked about or sat in his insignificant, unconcerned way, saying a
word now and then, but seeming to shun everything that was conspicuous. Servants handed about
refreshments, ices, cordials, wines, etc. and Delessert could have fancied himself to have dropped in
upon a quite modest evening entertainment, altogether en regle, but for one or two noticeable
circumstances which his observant eyes quickly took in.

Except when their host or hostess was within hearing the guests conversed together in low tones,
rather mysteriously, and with not quite so much laughter as is usual on such occasions. At intervals a
very tall and dignified footman would come to a guest, and, with a profound bow, present him a card
on a silver salver. The guest would then go out, preceded by the solemn servant, but when he or she
returned to the salon—some did not return at all—they invariably wore a dazed or puzzled look, were
confused, astonished, frightened, or amused. All this was so unmistakably genuine, and De Lassa and
his wife seemed so unconcerned amidst it all, not to say distinct from it all, that Delessert could not
avoid being forcibly struck and considerably puzzled.

Two or three little incidents, which came under Delessert’s own
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immediate observation, will suffice to make plain the character of the impressions made upon those
present. A couple of gentlemen, both young, both of good social condition, and evidently very intimate
friends, were conversing together and tutoying one another at a great rate, when the dignified footman
summoned Alphonse. He laughed gaily, “Tarry a moment, cher Auguste,” said he, “and thou shalt
know all the particulars of this wonderful fortune!” “En bien!” A minute had scarcely elapsed when
Alphonse returned to the salon. His face was white and bore an appearance of concentrated rage that
was frightful to witness. He came straight to Auguste, his eyes flashing, and bending his face toward
his friend, who changed colour and recoiled, he hissed out: “Monsieur Lefébure, vous éles Un lache ! ”
Very well, Monsieur Meuner,” responded Auguste, in the same low tone, “tomorrow morning at six
o’clock!” “It is settled, false friend, execrable traitor! A la mort!” rejoined Alphonse, walking off.
“Cela vasans dire!” muttered Auguste, going towards the hat-room.

A diplomatist of distinction, representative at Paris of a neighbouring state, an elderly gentleman of
superb aplomb and most commanding appearance, was summoned to the oracle by the bowing
footman. After being absent about five minutes he returned, and immediately made his way through the
press to M. de Lassa, who was standing not far from the fireplace, with his hands in his pockets and a
look of utmost indifference upon his face. Delessert standing near, watched the interview with eager
interest.

“I am exceedingly sorry,” said General Von , “to have to absent myself so soon from your interesting
salon, M. de Lassa, but the result of my séance convinces me that my dispatches have been tampered
with.” “I am sorry,” responded M. de Lassa, with an air of languid but courteous interest; “I hope you
may be able to discover which of your servants has been unfaithful.” “I am going to do that now,” said
the General, adding, in significant tones, “I shall see that both he and his accomplices do not escape
severe punishment.” “That is the only course to pursue, Monsieur le Comte.” The ambassador stared,
bowed, and took his leave with a bewilderment in his face that was beyond the power of his tact to
control.



In the course of the evening M. de Lassa went carelessly to the piano, and, after some indifferent
vague preluding, played a remarkably effective piece of music, in which the turbulent life and
buoyancy of bacchanalian strains melted gently, almost imperceptibly away, into a
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sobbing wail of regret, and languor, and weariness, and despair. It was beautifully rendered, and made
a great impression upon the guests, one of whom, a lady, cried, “How lovely, how sad! Did you
compose that yourself, M. de Lassa?” He looked towards her absently for an instant, Then replied: “I?
Oh, no! That is merely a reminiscence, madame.” “Do you know who did compose it, M. de Lassa?”
enquired a virtuoso present. “I believe it was originally written by Ptolemy Auletes, the father of
Cleopatra,” said M. de Lassa, in his indifferent musing way; “but not in its present form. It has been
twice re-written to my knowledge; still, the air is substantially the same.” “From whom did you get it,
M. de Lassa, if I may ask?” persisted the gentleman. “Certainly, certainly! The last time | heard it
played was by Sebastian Bach; but that was Palestrina’s—the present—version. I think | prefer that of
Guido of Arezzo—it is ruder, but has more force. | got the air from Guido himself.” *“You—from—
Guido!” cried the astonished gentleman. “Yes, monsieur,” answered De Lassa, rising from the piano
with his usual indifferent air. “Mon Dieu!” cried the virtuoso, putting his hand to his head after the
manner of Mr. Twemlow, “Mon Dieu! that was in Anno Domni 1022.” “A little later than that—July,
1031. if I remember rightly,” courteously corrected M. de Lassa.

At this moment the tall footman bowed before M. Delessert, and presented the salver containing the
card. Delessert took it and read:

“On vous accorde trente-cing secondes, M. Flabry, tout au plus I” Delessert followed; the footman
opened the door of another room and bowed again, signifying that Delessert was to enter. “Ask no
questions,” he said briefly; “Sidi is mute.” Delessert entered the room and the door closed behind him.
It was a small room, with a strong smell of frankincense pervading it; the walls were covered
completely with red hangings that concealed the windows, and the floor was felted with a thick carpet.
Opposite the door, at the upper end of the room near the ceiling was the face of a large clock, under it,
each lighted by tall wax candles, were two small tables, containing, the one an apparatus very like the
common registering telegraph instrument, the other a crystal globe about twenty inches in diameter, set
upon an exquisitely wrought tripod of gold and bronze intermingled. By the side of the door stood a
man jet black in colour, wearing a white turban and burnous, and having a sort of wand of silver in one
hand. With the other he took Delessert by the right arm above the elbow, and led him quickly up the
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room. He pointed to the clock, and it struck an alarum; he pointed to the crystal. Delessert bent over,
looked into it, and saw—a facsimile of his own sleeping-room, everything photographed exactly. Sidi
did not give him time to exclaim, but still holding him by the arm, took him to the other table. The
telegraph-like instrument began to click click. Sidi opened the drawer, drew out a slip of paper,
crammed it into Delessert’s hand, and pointed to the clock, which struck again. The thirty-five seconds
were expired. Sidi, still retaining hold of Delessert’s arm, pointed to the door and led him towards it.
The door opened, Sidi pushed him out, the door closed, the tall footman stood there bowing—the
interview with the oracle is over. Delessert glanced at the piece of paper in his hand. It was a printed
scrap, capital letters, and read simply: “To M. Paul Delessert: The policeman is always welcome, the
spy is always in danger!”

Delessert was dumbfounded a moment to find his disguise detected, but the words of the tall
footman, “This way if you please, M. Flabry,” brought him to his senses. Setting his lips, he returned to



the salon, and without delay sought M. de Lassa. “Do you know the contents of this?” asked he,
showing the message. “I know everything, M. Delessert,” answered De Lassa, in his careless way.
“Then perhaps you are aware that | mean to expose a charlatan, and unmask a hypocrite, or perish in
the attempt?” said Delessert. “Cela rn’est egal, monsieur,” replied De Lassa. “You accept my
challenge then?” “Oh! it is a defiance, then?” replied De Lassa, letting his eye rest a moment upon
Delessert, “mais ouli, je I’accepte!” And thereupon Delessert departed.

Delessert now set to work, aided by all the forces the Prefect of Police could bring to bear, to detect
and expose this consummate sorcerer, whom the ruder processes of our ancestors would easily have
disposed of—by combustion. Persistent enquiry satisfied Delessert that the man was neither a
Hungarian nor was named De Lassa; that no matter how far back his power of “reminiscence” might
extend, in his present and immediate form he had been born in this unregenerate world in the toy-
making city of Nuremburg; that he was noted in boyhood for his great turn for ingenious manufactures,
but was very wild, and a mauvais sujet. In his sixteenth year he escaped to Geneva and apprenticed
himself to a maker of watches and instruments. Here he had been seen by the celebrated Robert
Houdin, the prestidigitateur. Houdin recognizing the lad’s talents, and being himself a maker of
ingenious automata, had taken him off to Paris and employed him in
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his own workshops, as well as for an assistant in the public performances of his amusing and curious
diablerie. After staying with Houdin some years, Pflock Haslich (which was De Lassa’s right name)
had gone East in the suite of a Turkish Pasha, and after many years’ roving, in lands where he could not
be traced under a cloud of pseudonyms, had finally turned up in Venice, and come thence to Paris.

Delessert next turned his attention to Mme. de Lassa. It was more difficult to get a clue by means of
which to know her past life; but it was necessary in order to understand enough about Haslich. At last,
through an accident, it became probable that Mme. Aimee was identical with a certain Mme. Schlaff,
who had been rather conspicuous among the demi-monde of Buda. Delessert posted off to that ancient
city, and thence went into the wilds of Transylvania to Mengyco. On his return as soon as he reached
the telegraph and civilization, he telegraphed the Prefect from Kardszag: “Don't lose sight of my man,
nor let him leave Paris. I will run him in for you two days after I get back.”

It happened that on the day of Delessert’s return to Paris the Prefect was absent, being with the
Emperor at Cherbourg. He came back on the fourth day, just twenty-four hours after the announcement
of Delessert’s death. That happened, as near as could be gathered, in this wise: The night after
Delessert’s return he was present at De Lassa’s salon with a ticket of admittance to a séance. He was
very completely disguised as a decrepit old man, and fancied that it was impossible for any one to
detect him. Nevertheless, when he was taken into the room, and looked into the crystal, he was utterly
horror stricken to see there a picture of himself, lying face down and senseless upon the side-walk of a
street; and the message he received read thus:

“What you have seen will be, Delessert, in three days. Prepare!” The detective, unspeakably
shocked, retired from the house at once and sought his own lodgings.

In the morning he came to the office in a state of extr