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INTRODUCTION

THEe nniversal and constant aspirations of all thinking
human lieings, the reverence and affectionate remembrance in
whith we hold the memory of our dead, the innate idea of a
Day of Judgment, the feelings inherent in our consciousness,
and in our intellect, the miserable incoherence between the
destinies of men on earth compared with the mathematical
order which regunlates the universe, the bewildering impres-
sion we receive of the infinite and the eternal as we gaze into
the starry heavens, and beneath all this our certainty of the
permanent identity of our I (our own individual existence)
notwithstanding perpetual changes in our bodies and our
brains—all conspire to create in us a conviction of the ex-
istence of the soul as an individual entity which will survive
the destruction of our corporeal organism, and which must
be immortal. !

However this may be, scientific demonstration of all this
has not as yet been made, and physiologists teach us, on the
contrary, that thought is a function of the brain ; that with-
out a brain there is no thought, and that all dies when
we die. In this there is disagrecment between the ideal
aspirations of human nature and what we call positive
science. .

On the other side, we do not know, we cannot affirm any-
thing but what we have learned, and we cannot know anything
until we have learned it. Science alone makes steady prog-
ress in the present history of mankind. It is science which
has transformed the world, though we rarely render her the
justice and the gratitnde that are her due. It is through
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INTRODUCTION

her that we live intellectually, and even materially, at the
present day. She alone can guide us and enlighten us.

This work is an attempt to analyze scientifically subjects
commonly held to have no connection with science, which
are even accounted uncertain, fabulous, and more or less
imaginary.

Tam about to demonstrate that such facts exists. Tam about
to attempt to apply the same scientific methods employed in
other sciences to the observation, verification, and analysis
of phenomena commonly thrown aside as belonging to the
land of dreams, the domain of the marvellous, or the super-
natural, and to establish that they arc produced by forces
still unknown to us, which belong to an invisible and natu-
ral world, different from the one we know throucrh our own
senses.

Is this attempt rational ? Is it logical? Can it lead to re-
sults? I do notknow. But Ido know that it is interesting.
And if it helps us to know something of the nature of the
human soul, and affords us scientific demonstration of its
survival, it will give humanity a progress superior to any she
has yet received by the gradual evolution of all the other
sciences put together.

Human reason can only admit what has been demonstrated
to be absolute certainty. But, on the other hand, we have no
right to reject or deny anything in advance, for the testi-
mony of our own senses is incomplete and misleading.

We ought to take up any study with an unprejudiced
mind; we ought to be ready to admit what has been proved,
but not to admit much that may be proved hereafter. In gen-
eral, in the cases of subjects connccted with telepathy, such
ag apparitions, second-sight, mental suggestion, premonitory
dreams, magnetism, psychical manifestations, hypnotism, spir-
itualism, and certain religious beliefs, it is marvellous to see
how small a part enlightened criticism has played in the ac-
ceptance of facts, and what an incoherent mass of foolishness
has been accumulated under the name of truth. But is the
method of scieytific observance applicable to such subjects ?

This is what it is our object to demonstrate by these researches.
vi



INTRODUCTION

We should believe nothing without proof. There are only
two scientific methods in this world. One ig the old scholas-
tic method which affirmed certain truths @ priori, to which
facts were afterward expected to conform ; and that of mod-
ern science since the time of Bacon, which starts by observ-
ing facts and does not formulate a theory until it has estab-
lished them. Needless to say, it is the sccond of these
methods that is here adopted.

The framework of this book is essentially scientific. 1
shall put aside, in principle, all things that appear to me not
to have been clearly certified either by experience or obser-
vation.

Many people say, “ What is the use of secking? You will
find nr»thing.' Such things are God’s secrets, which He
keeps to Ilimself.” There always have been people who
liked ignorance better than knowledge. By this kird of
reasoning (had men acted upon it) nothing would ever have
been known in this world, and more than once it has been ap-
plied to astronomical researches. It is the mode of reason-
ing adopted by those who do not care to think for themselves,
and who confide to directors (so-called) the charge of con-
* trolling their consciences.

Other people may object that these chapters on the occult
sciences are making our knowledge retrograde into the Mid-
dle Ages, instead of advancing towards the bright light of
the future, forecshadowed by modern progress. Well, then!
I say that a careful study of these facts can no more trans-
port us back to the days of sorcery, than the study of astron-
omy can lead us back to the times of astrology.

As 1 began this work, my eyes fell on the preface of a book
by Count Agénor de Gasparin, on Table-turning (Les fables
tournantes), and there I read what follows :

““There i3 one thing—an important thing—which ought to be made
clear from the first, the subject of my work is not serious. In other
words, I would say to my readers : It is no object with me to prove that
y'ou are right, or that you are wrong, what I want is the truth, of which
you seem to cousider yourselves the defenders. We are not concerned
with truths authorized and breveted, truths that a man can concern him-
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INTRODUCTION

gelf with and yet remain uncompromised, truths that can be avowed,
serious, accepted truths. 'There are absurd truths—so much the worse for
them! Their turnYwill come, perchance, and then people who respect
themselves may take them under their protection, but meantime, so long
as certain people frown, so long as good society laughs, it would be in
bad tuste to run counter to public opinion. Don’t talk to us of the
truth! 'We must consider the proprieties, and how to comport ourselves;
our business is to walk in the same track with seréous men, who march in
file one after the other.”

o

These words, written nearly half a century ago, are true
still. Poor human beings, so ignorant of most things, whose
time passes for the most part so stupidly here, have in their
ranks persons who take themselves very seriously, and pass
judgment upon men and things. There is but one thing to
be done when one takes up any question, and that is, not to
congern ourselves with such individunals ; to disregard their
opinions, whether private or public, and to go straight for-
ward in our search for truth. Mankind is composed three
parts of beings incapable of comprehending such research,
and incapable of thinking for themselves. We may leave
them to their superficial judgments, which are valueless in
themselves.

I have long been occupied with these questions in such
hours of leisure as were left me by my astronomical labors.
My old card of membership in the Society of Paris for the
Study of Spiritualism, signed by Alan Kardee, fell ander my
eyes as I was writing this a few moments ago. It is dated
November 15, 1861 (I was then nineteen, and for three years
I had been a pupil in astronomy at the Paris Observatory).
For more than a third of a century I have kept in touch with
most of the phenomena observed throughout the entire world.
It is probably because of my long personal experience in such
subjects that I have been so earnestly requested to publish
this work.

But I bave always hesitated. Had the time really come ?
Was the way fully prepared ? Was the fruit ripe ? One can
but begin, of course. Future ages will develop the seed.

This is a book f studies, conceived and executed with the
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INTRODUCTION

sole purpose of knowing the trith, without any prejudice iy
favor of received ideas, with the most complete independence
of mind and the most absolute indifferen®e as to public
opinion.

It must, however, be owned that work of this kind is inter-
esting—passionately interesting—to the writer while search-
ing for truths unacknowledged or unknown, but it is, from
the point of view of public opinion, labor without reward.
Everybody, or almost everybody, has a poor opinion of those
who undertake it. Men of science think it is not a scientific
gubject, and that it is a pity to waste time over it. Other
persons, who believe blindly in spiritnal communications,
dreams, presentiments, and apparitions, think it is useless to
carry a critical spirit of analysis and examination into an in-
quiry about such things. We must own, too, that the sub-
ject is both vagne and obscure, and that we shall have mych
difficulty in casting a bright light upon it. But if this work
succeeds in plucing but one little stone in the edifice of hu-
man knowledge, T shall be glad that I have undertaken it.

The hardest thing, perhaps,for a man, is to be independent;
to say what he thinks and what he knows, without caring
about the opinion others may have of him. To put in prac-
tice the noble motto of Jean Jucques Rousscau only makes
enemies ; for, after all, the human race is rude, savage, igno-
rant, cowardly, and hypocritical. Beings who live under the
influence of their minds and hearts are exceptional.

Perhaps the most singular thing of all is thata free inquiry
into truth seems disagrecable to every one; for each bruin has
its little secrets, which it does not wish to have disturbed.

If, for example, I say that the immortality of the soul, al-
ready demonstrated by philosophy, will be speedily proved by
psychic sciences, more than one sceptic will smile at my asser-
tion. '

If, on the other hand, I say that the spiritualist who calls
up on his table Newton, Archimedes, or St. Augustine and
who imagines himself to have been talking with them, is the
dupe of an illusion, there is a whole sect ready to pick up big
stones to fling at me.

ix



INTRODUCTION

~ But, again, let us not concern ourselves with such different
opinions.

““What can these studies concerning psychical problems
lead to, after all ?”” says some one.

We answer : ““They tend to show that the soul exists and
that our hopes of immortality are not chimeras.”

““Materialism ” is an hypothesis which cannot be sustained,
now that we know more about ‘““matter.” It does not afford
us the solid point d’appui it was once supposed to do. Bodies
are composed of millions of millions of mobile atoms, which
do not even touch one another, and are in perpetual move-
ment round each other: these infinitely minute atoms are
now considered centres of force. Where, then, is matter ?
It disappeared under dynamism. ’

An intellectual law controls the universe in which our
plenet holds a humble place. Such is the law of progress.
I showed in my work Le Monde avant la Création de I Homme
that the evolution of Lamarck and Darwin is only a recog-
nition of facts, and not a cause (the product can never be
superior to what generates it), and in my work Le Fin du
Monde 1 also showed that nothing can end, since all that
had existence in past eternity exists still.

The law of progress which regulates all life, the physwal
organism of this life itself, the instinctive foresight of plants,
insects, birds, ete., to assure the propagation of these species,
and an examination of the principal facts in natural history
will result, as Oersted has told us, in convincing us that there
is a spirit in nature.

The current of our daily life shows us no power of thonght
except in the brains of men and animals. Thence physiologists
have concluded that thought is a product of the brain. And
we are told that without brain there is no thought.

Now nothing authorizes us to think that the sphere of our
observations is universal—that it comprises all the possibili-
ties of nature in all other worlds.

No one has a right to insist that there can be no thowght
without a brain.

If one or another of the millions of microbes that inhabit

x
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INTRODUCTION

each of our bodies was trying to generalize his impressions,,
could he suspect, as he floated in the blood of our veins or
our arteries, or devoured our muscles, or made his way into
our bones, or travelled through all parts of our system from
head to foot, that this body, like his own, was regulated by an
organic unity ?

Such is really our relation to the planctary universe.

The sun—the great heart of his system and source of life—
shines on the orbits of the plancts, and he himself moves in a
sidereal system that is vaster still. We have no right to deny
that thought can exist in space, and that it directs the move-
ments of vast bodies, as we direct those of our arms or legs.
The instinet which controls living beings, the forces which
keep up the beating of our hearts, the circulation of our
blood, the respiration of our lungs, and the action of our
stomachs, may they not have parallelsin the material universe,
regulating conditions of existence incomparably more impor-
tant than those of a human being, since, for example, if the
sun were to be extinguished, or if the movement of the earth
were put out of its course, it would not be one human being
who would die, it would be the whole population of our
.globe, to say nothing of that of other planets.

There exists in our cosmos a dynamic element, imponder-
able and invisible, diffused through all parts of the universe,
independent of matter visible and ponderable;, and acting
upon it ; and in that dynamic element there is an intelligence
superior to our own." Yes, undoubtedly we think with our

1The great chemist Sir Humphry Davy, the first man who experi-
mented with protoxide of azote (in 1799), during his first experiments
breathed too powerful a dose and lost consciousness, During this brief
space of apparent annihilation he experienced extraordinary cerebral im-
pressions, which he remembered on awaking, at least so far as concerned
their metaphysical consequences. His ideas, recalled with energy, burst -
forth in this sudden exclamation, which he uttered in the tone of one
inspired, ‘¢ Nothing exists but thought. The universe is composed of
impressions, ideas, pleasures, and pains !’ (Sir II. Davy, The Last Days
of & Philosopher.)

In relating one of her curious experiences, Madame d’I‘spcrance whose
faculties as a medium were extraordinary, tells us of u similar i impres-
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.brains, as we see with our eyes, as we hear with our ears ; but
it is not our brain which thinks, any more than it is our eyes
which see. What would you say of a person who congratu-
lated a telescope on seeing the canals of Mars so well ? The
eye is an organ, and so is the brain.

Psychical problems are not go strange as astronomical prob-
lems were formerly considered. 1f the soul is immortal, and
if heaven is to be its future country, a knowledge of the soul

cannot but be in some way associated with a knowledge of

heaven. Is not infinite space the domain of eternity ? What
is there surprising in the fact that astronomers have been
thinkers, searchers in this field, anxious to gain light as to
the real nature of man, as well as of creation? Therefore
let us not account it a fault in Schiaparelli, director of the
Milan Observatory and the indefatigable observer of the
planet Mars, or in Zoellner, the director of the Observatory
at Leipsic and author of some important researches on the
planets, or in Crookes, who was as much an astronomer as
he was a physicist, besides some others, to have endeavored
to find out what was true in these manifestations. Truth is
one, and all may be found in nature.

The psychical sciences are greatly behind physical sciences
as to what is known of them. Astronomy has had its New-
ton, but biology is comparatively in the time of Copernicus,
physiology in that of Hipparchus and Ptolemy. All that
we can do at present is to g].ther together observations, to
compare them, and to assist in the début of the new science.

One perceives—one can presage—that the religion of the
future will be scientific, will be founded on a knowledge of
psychical facts. This religion of science will have one great
advantage over all that have gone before it—unity. To-
day a Jew or a Protestant cannot believe in the miracles at
Lourdes, a Mussulman hates the “dog of a Christian,” a
Buddhist cannot accept the dogmas of the Western world.

sion. ‘How can 1 describe the indescribable? Time had disappeared.
Space was no morg. I felt that thoughts were the only really tangible
things.” (E. ’Espérance, Au Pays de I Ombre.)
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No one of these divisions will exist in a religion founded oms
the general scientific solution of psychical problems.

But we are as yet far from questions of tlfeory or dogma.
What before all else is important is to know if the phenome-
na we have to deal with exist, and avoid loss of time and es-
cape the folly of looking for the cause of things that have no
exigtence! Let us first make sure of our facts, theories will
come after. This book will contain primarily observations,
examples, verifications, and testimony. It will have as few
“phrases” as possible. What we want to do is to collect
such proofs as may lead to certainty hereafter. We will try
to give a methodical classification to our phenomena by group-
ing together those that are most alike, and afterwards trying
to explain them. This book is not a romance, but a collec-
tion of documents, the thesis of a scientific study. I have
tried to follow the maxim of the astronomer Laplace. ““We
are as yet far from knowing all the agencies of nature,” he
wrote (apropos, by the way, of animal magnetism), ¢“bunt it
would be unphilosophical to reject phenomena merely be-
cause they are inexplicable in the present state of our knowl-
edge. Only we must examine them with the most scrupulous
attention, and determine up to what point we should multiply
observations or experiments in order te obtain a probability
superior to the reasons that may be brought forward for not
admitting them.” .

Such is our programme. Those who arc willing to follow
us will see that if this work has but one merit it is sincerity.
We seck to know whether we can arrive at the affirmation
that the mysterious phenomena which seem to have been
known in the world from its very highest antiquity really
exist, and our sole object is to discover the truth.

Paris, December, 1899,






THE UNKNOWN

CHAPTER 1
ON INCREDULITY

** Croires tout découvert est une erreur profonde,
O'est prendre U’horizon pour les bornes du monde.”
—LAMARTINE.

MANY men are the victims of intellectnal short-sighted-
ness; and many, as Lamierre has justly told us, take their
own horizon to be the boundary of the whole world. New
facts or new ideas bewilder and horrify them. They wish to
see no changes in the steady march of events to which they
are accustomed. The history of the progress of human
knowledge is a dead-letter to them. The boldness of inves-
tigators, of inventors, of all who try to effect any kind of
revolution, seems criminal to them. In their eyes the human
race has been always what it is at the present moment. They
overlook the Stone Age, the discovery of fire, the first con-
struction of houses, the building of carts, carriages, and rail-
roads—in short, all the difliculties that the intelligence of
man has overcome, and all the discoveries of science. They
apparently retain some traces of their descent from fishes—
nay, even from a mollusca. Comfortably seated in their
casy-chairs, these excellent people remain imperturbably weil
satisfied. 'They are absolutely incapable of admitting the.
truth of anything they do not understand, and never suspect
that they really understand nothing at all. They do not
know that behind any explanation we may give of the phe-
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THE UNKNOWN

nomena of nature there lies the great unknown. They are
‘satisfied with old formulas, by a mere change of words.
“Why does a stone fall P ¢ Because it is attracted by the
earth.” Such an answer satisfies them. They think they
understand. Long-accepted phraseology imposes on them
as it does upon the simpleton in the play of Molidre : ““ossa-
bandus, nequeis, mequor, potarinwm quipsa milus” (this
explains exactly why your daughter is dumb), says Sgnana-
relle in the comedy.

In all ages, in all degrees of civilization, many men of this
sort have been found—stupid and tranquil, yet not wholly
devoid of vanity; men who frankly deny belief in everything
not clearly explained or explored, and yet fancy they know
all about the unfathomable organization of the universe.
They are like two ants in a garden attempting to converse
about the history of France, or the distance of the earth from
the sun.

Let us go back to history and cite a few examples.

The school of Pythagoras, having discarded the common
ideas of the age concerning nature, rose to a belief in the
diurnal movement of our planet, which relieved the bound-
less heavens from the absurd necessity of turning every
twenty-four hours round our earth, a little insignificant spot
in the infinity of space. Of course, public opinion was at
once in revolt against any new idea conceived by genius.
Who can expect an elephant to soar upward to an eagle’s
nest ? But the power of vulgar prejudice is so great thatv
even superior minds found it impossible to rise to the height
of this conception. Not even Plato and Archimedes, two.
men of brilliant intellect —not even astronomers like Hip-
parchus and Ptolemy. Indeed, the latter could not help
laughing heartily at such a palpable absurdity. IIe asserted
that the theory of the movement of the earth was simply
ridiculous wdvv yehowrarov. The expression is decidedly
picturesque. We may sce by this how the paunch of some
good canon might have quivered, or still quivers, over a joke
of the same kind, panu guéloiotaton. < Good Heaven!” a
sceptic would have said, “how funny! Think of the earth

2



ON INCREDULITY

turning round, how absurd! The Pythagorians have gone
mad, their heads are upside down !”

Socrates drank hemlock with the hope of being set free
from the superstitions of his time. Anaxagoras was perse-
cuted for having dared to teach that the sun was larger than
the Peloponnesns. Two thousand years later Galileo was
persecuted for having affirmed the vastness of the solar sys-
tem and the comparative insignificance of our planet. The
searcn after truth does not go forward with leaps and bounds,
while human passions and the dominant interests of this life,
which blind men to great facts, remain the same.

A similar doubt still exists, notwithstanding the accumula-
tion of proofs brought forward by modern astronomy. Have
we not in our libraries a book published in 1806 for the ex-
press purpose of maintaining that the earth does nof move
round the sun? In it the author declares that he will never
admit that our planet revolves like a fowl upon the spit.
This good gentleman was nevertheless a man of considerable
intelligence (which does not mean that he was not ignorant).
He was a member of the Institute in that day. His name
was Mercier. e is best known by his Teblear de Paris, and
from that book we might have credited him with better judg-
ment.

I was present one day at a meeting of the Academy of
Sciences. It was aday to be remembered, for its proceedings
were absurd. Du Moncel introduced Edison’s phonograph
to the learned assembly. When the presentation had been
made, the proper person began quietly to recite the usual
formula as he registered it upon his roll. Then a middle-
aged academician, whose mind was stored—nay, saturated—
with traditions drawn from his culture in the classics, rose,
and, nobly indignant at the audacity of the inventor, rushed
towards the man who represented Edison, and scized him by
the collar, erying: ¢ Wretch ! we are not to be made dupes
of by a ventriloquist I” This member of the Institute was
Monsieur Bouillaud. The day was the 11th of March, 1878.
The most curious thing about it was that six months later,
on September 30th, before a similar assembly, ihe same man

8
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considered himself bound it honor to detlare that after a
close examination he could find nothing in the invention but
ventriloquism, *and ““that it was impossible to admit that
mere vile metal conld perform the work of human phonation.”
The phonograph, according to his idea of it, was nothing but
an acoustic tllusion.

When Lavoisier analyzed the air and discovered that it was
composed principally of two gases, oxygen and azote, his
discovery discomposed more than one accepted opinion. A
member of the Academy of Scicnces, Baumé the chemist
(who invented the areometer), firmly believing in the four
elements of ancient science, learnedly wrote thus: ¢ The
elements or principles of bodies have long been recognized,
and the existenee of these elements is confirmed by physi-
cians in all countries and in all ages. It is not to be im-
agined that these elements, regarded as such for two thousand
years, are now to be placed among the number of compound
substances, or that the results by experiments to decompose
air and water can be looked upon as certain truth, or that
reasoning on the subject, to say the least, can be anything
but absurd. The recognized properties in the elements are
related to all the physical and chemical knowledge we have
vet obtained ; thus far they have served as our basis for an
infinite number of discoveries and support brilliant theories.
Are we now expected to surrender our belicf in fire, water,
earth and air? Are these no longer to be recognized as
elements—that is, primary substances ?”

Everybody now knows that these four ¢ elements,” so
conscientiously and vehemently defended, do not exist, and
that modern chemists were right to decompose water and air.
As to fire or phlogiston, which according to Baumé and his
contemporaries was the deus ex machina of nature and of
life, it has only existed as an element in the imagination of
professors.

Even Lavoisier, great chemist as he was, was not too great
to be one of those who ventured to maintain that nothing
more remains to be discovered ; for he wrote a learned report

to the Academy, setting forth that stones could not fall from
: 4



ON INCREDULITY

the skies—it was contrary to'common-sense to think sq,
Tuke another instance, Gassendi was & mangof independent
mind, and one of the most learned sevants of the seventeenth
century. An acrolite weighing thirty kilogrammesg fell in
Provence, in 1627, out of a clear sky. Gassendi saw it,
touched it, examined it—and attributed it to an eruption of
the earth in some unknown region.

The spectre of the Brocken, the fafa Morgana, and the
mirdge, were once denied to exist by many sensible people,
because they could not be explained.

It is not long since (1890) that doubts were thrown on
thunder-bolts, in a full meeting of the Academy of Sciences
at Paris, by the very members of the Institute who ought
to have known most upon the subject.

The history of the progress of science is continunally teach-
ing us that great and far-reaching results may take place from
the most simple investigations and from unscientific observa-
tions. 1In the domain of scientific investigation nothing
ought ever to be neglected. What a marvellous transforma-
tion in our modern life has been produced by electricity '—by
its use in the telegraph, the telephone, in clectric light, in
safe and rapid locomotion, ete., ete. Without electricity
nations, cities, and our daily life would be different from what
we know them. Without electricity travelling by steam
could not have attained its present perfection,e*for stations
could not have communicated instantaneously with one an-
other ; trains could not have been run with safety. Few
know that the cradle of this useful fairy was in the first rays
of morning light, where may be dimly seen those clements
that keen eyes have had the glory to observe and to point out
to the attention of the world.

This reminds us of the frog soup of Madame Galvani in
1791. Galvani had married the pretty danghter of his old
master, Lucia Galeozgi, and he loved her dearly. She was ill
at Bologna, dying of consumption. The doctor ordered her
frog broth, a very excellent dish, by-the-way. Galvani in-
sisted upon cooking it himself.

He tells us that, sitting on his balcony, he had cut up a
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certain number of frogs, and’ hung their lets, which he had
separated from fheir bodies, on an iron balustrade before him,
by means of little copper hooks which he used in his experi-
ments. Suddenly he saw with astonishment (for what oc-
curred appeared to him phenomenal) the frogs’ legs shaking
convulsively every time they chanced to touch the iron of
the balcony. Galvani, who was then professor of physics in
the University of Bologna, studied this problem with rare
sagacity, and soon discovered how he could produce the
same results at will. 1f we take the legs of a frog which has
been skinned, we shall sce the Iumbar nerves looking like
white threads. They are very numerous in these little creat-
ures. If we pick up these nerves, wrap them in a sheet of
tin, and then place the upper part of the legs in a state of
flexion on a piece of copper, and touch the copper with the
edge of the tin, the muscles will contract, and any slight
object placed in contact with the frog’s toes will be pushed
against with considerable force. This is the experiment to
which Galvani was led by chance, and was thence brought to
the discovery which bears his name—galvanism. It after-
wards gave birth to the pile of Volta, to galvanoplasticism,
and to many other applications of electricity.

The observation made by the physician of Bologna was re-
ceived with laughter by the public, but there were a few wise
men who gwve it the attention it deserved. The poor dis-
coverer was for a time made very unhappy. ‘I am attacked,”
he wrote in 1792, ““ by two opposite parties—the learned and
the ignorant. Both langh at me, and call me the frog’s dan-
cing-master. But yet I know that I have discovered one of
the forces of nature.”

About the same time animal magnetism was utterly con-
demned in Paris by the Academy of Sciences and by the Fac-
ulty of Medicine. Men waited before they would believe in it
(and even after!), to see the result of an operation by Jules Clo-
quet, for cancer in a woman’s breast, which was to be perform-
ed, without pain, after she had been previously magnetized.

! See farther on, p. 410, a full account of this surgical operation. It

took place April '12, 1829.
6
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I knew in Tarin, about 1875, a very indigent descendanf
of the Marquis de Jouffroy, who, like myself,ywas a native of
the TMaute-Marne. The marquis invented steamboats in
1776. It is known that he spent all his own, and much of
his friends’ money, in attempts to demonstrate the possi-
bility of applying steam to the service of navigation. His
first boat was launched on the Doubs, at Baume-les-Dames,
in 1776. Another, at Lyons, sailed up the Sadne as far as
the lle Barbe in 1785. Jouffroy wanted to get up a com-
pany to carry out his scheme, but for this he required an offi-
cial permit—a ““ privilege.” The Government submitted the
question of granting it to the Academy of Sciences, which,
under the influence of Perier (who made the first fire-engine
at Chaillot), gave an unfavorable opinion. Besides this,
everybody overwhelmed the poor marquis with jokes about
his attempt to ““combine the services of fire and water,” and
he received the nickname of Jouffroy-le-Pompe. The hap-
less inventor at length became disconraged. 1Ie emigrated
during the Revolution, but returned to France during the
Consulate, when he discovered that Fulton had had no bet-
ter success with the First Consul than he had had with the
old monarchy. Subsequently Fulton failed to convince the
English Government, in 1804, and it was not until 1807 that
his first steamboat was launched successfully upon the Hud-
son, in his own country, where at length tardy® justice was
done to him.

Such is the experience of almost all inventors. Another
one (also a native of the Haute-Marne), Philippe Lebon, dis-
covered how to use gas for lighting purposes, in 1797. He
died in 1804, on the day of the Emperor’s coronation (mur-
dered, it was thought, in the Champs-ZElysées), without
having seen his idea adopted by his country. The prin-
cipal objection raised to it was thut a lamp without a wick
could not possibly burn. Gas was first used in England for
street lighting in Birmingham, in 1805. It was adopted in
London in 1813, and in 1818 it was introduced in Paris.

When railroads were first constructed, enginecrs predicted
that they could never become practicable; and that the

7
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wheels of the locomotives wounld simply whirl round and
round without roving forward. In the Chamber of Deputies,
in 1838, Arago, hoping to throw cold water on the ardor of the
partisans of the new invention, spoke of the inertia of matter,
of the tenacity of metals, and of the resistance of the air.
““The speed of steam-engines,” he said, ‘‘ may be great—very
great, but it will not equal what has been predicted. Let us
not put faith in mere words. They tell us it will bring an in-
crease of travel. In 1836 the whole amount of money paid for
travelling and transportation in France was 22,805,000 francs.
If all the projected lines are built, if all transit were by means
of railroads and locomotives, this 2,805,000 francs wounld be
reduced to 1,052,000. This would mean a diminution of
1,751,000 francs per annum. The country would thus lose
about two-thirds of the money now paid for transportation by
cagriages. Let ns mistrust imagination. Imagination is the
misleading fairy of our homes. Two parallel lines of iron
will not give a new face to the Landes of Gascony.” And all
the rest of his speech was in this vein—by which we may sce
that when new ideas have to be presented to the public the
greatest minds may fall into error.

M. Thiers said also, ‘I admit that railroads wounld furnish
some advantages for the transportation of travellers, provided
their use was limited to a few short lines, with their termi-
nals in gréat cities like Paris. But long lines are not
wanted.”

Hear also Proundhon : ““It is a vulgar and ridicalous notion
to assert that railroads will increase the circulation of ideas.”

In Bavaria the Royal College of Doctors, having been con-
sulted, declared that railroads, if they were constructed,
would cause the greatest deterioration in the health of the
public, because such rapid movement would cause brain
trouble among travellers, and vertigo among those who
looked at moving trains. For this last reason it was recom-
mended that all tracks should be enclosed by high board
fences raised above the height of the cars and engines.

When a proposition was first made to lay a submarine cable
between Europe and America, in 1855, one of our greatest

8
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authorities in phy.sics, Babinet—a member of the Institute,,
and an examiner in the Polythionique Ecole Pplytechnique—
wrote thus in the Revuwe des Deux Mondes: <1 cannot regard
this project ag serious; the theory of currents might easily
afford irrefutable proof that such a thing is an impossibility,
to say nothing of new currents that would be created all along
the electric line, and which are very appreciable even in the

short cable crossing from Calais to Dover. 1repeat here what
I have said several times already—that the only way of con-
necting the Old World with the New is to cross Behring’s
Strait by some submarine track, unless, indeed, a way should
be found through the Faroe Islands, Iceland, Greenland, and
Labrador.” !!

The great gbologist, Elie de Beaumont, permanent secre-
tary to the Academy of Sciences in Paris. who died in 1874,
never ceased, so long as he lived, to deny that there ever wag, or
ever could be, any fossil man, without having anything like
certainty to support him in this opinion. My entmprising
friend Emile Riviere discovered a fossil man in 1872, in a
grotto near Mentone, and had him brought to the Museum in
Paris, where any one may look at him ; but few people even
now, seem willing to admit that there ever was found such a
fossil, and M. Rivitre, up to the present date (1899), has not
even been decorated ! (Giod knows how many nobodies have
in the meantime received the Cross of onor.) *

In England, in 1841, the Royal Socicty refused insertion
to a most important paper by the cclebrated Joule, who orig-
inated the thermodynameter with Mayer; and Thomas Young,
who with Fresnel established the undulation theory con-
cerning light, was exposed to the pleasantries of Lord
Brougham.

In Germany things took a sadder turn. Mayer, seeing the
contumelions scepticism with which his immortal discovery
was received by learned men in official stations, grew doubt-
ful of himself and flung himself out of a window. But shortly
after that all the academies opened their arms to him. Ohm,
too, the great electrician, was treated as & madman by his
German countrymen.
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. Nor can we fail to remember what happened after the in-
vention of glagses that would bring distant objects within
our range of vision. The Dutch senators refused the in-
ventor a patent, because his glasses ‘ were only adapted to be
used by one eye,” and half a century later Ievelius, the emi-
nent astronomer, refused to use such glasses in his instru-
ments, when making his catalogue of stars, because he imag-
ined that they might alter in some way the exact posmon of
the heavenly bodies.

These examples might be multiplied to the world’s end.
Such ag I have given are, however, suflicient to throw light
on one aspect of the human mind, which should not be over-
looked by those who seek for truth.

A friend, endeared to me by thirty years-of affectionate
intercourse and sweet intellectual companionship—Eugéne
Nus—dedicated one of his works, Choses de Uautre monde,
after this fashion :

‘“To the memory of all savants,
Breveted, patented,
Crowned with palms, decorated, and buried,
‘Who have been opposed to the rotation of the earth,
To meteorites,
To galvanism,
To the circulation of the blood,
To vaccination,
To waves of light,
To lightning-rods,
To daguerreotypes,
To steam power,
To propellers,
To steamboats,
To railroads,
To lighting by gas,
To magnetism,
And all the rest.
And to all those now living, or who shall yet be born,
‘Who do the same in this present day,
Or shall do the same hereafter.”

It would s2em to me irreverent to copy him, and I should
be unwilling to write the same dedication at the beginning of
10
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this volume. But'I have it in my mind, and have allowed it
here to be reprinted, because I think it has a_certain philo-
sophic value in this connection. And I will add, with Albert
de Rochas, that these petrified savants may yet not be without
their uses. ““If we set them up as landmarks, they will show
us successive stages in the march of human progress.”

Auguste Comte and Littré have apparently striven to
trace out for science its definite, its ““ positive ” way. They
tell ud we are only to admit what we can see, or can touch,
or what we have heard ; we are to receive nothing except on
the clear evidence of our own senses, and are not to endeavor
to know what is unknowable. For half a century these have
been the rules which have regulated science in the world.

But see now. In analyzing the testimony of our senses
we find that they can deceive us absolutely. We see the sun,
the moon, and the stars revolving, as it seems to us, round
us. That is all false. We fecl that the earth is motionless.
That is false too. We see the sun rise above the horizon.
It is beneath ms.  We touch what we think is a solid body.
There is no such thing. We hear harmonious sounds; but
the air has only brought us silently undulations that are
silent themselves.  We admire the effects of light, and of the
colors that bring vividly before our eyes the splendid scenes
of nature; but in fact there is no light, there are no colors.
It is the movement of opaque ether striking ow our optic
nerve which gives us the impression of light and color. We
burn our foot in the fire; it is not the foot that pains us, it
is in our brain only that the feeling of being burned resides.
We speak of heat and cold ; there is neither heat nor cold in
the universe, only motion. Thus our senses mislead us as to
the reality of objects round us. Sensation and reality are
two different things.

Nor is this all. Furthermore, our five poor senses are in-
sufficient. They only enable us to feel a very small number
of the movements which make up the life of the universe.
To give an idea of this here, I will repeat what I wrote in
Lumen, a third of a century ago. “‘ Between the last acoustic
sensation perceived by our ears, and due to 36,850 vibrations

1
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per second, to the first optical sensation perceived by our
eye, which is,due to 400,000,000,000,000 vibrations in the
same space of time, we perceive nothing. There is an enor-
mous interval with which no one of our senses brings us into
relation. If we had other cords to our lyre, ten, one hun-
dred, or a thousand, the harmony of nature would be trans-
mitted to us more complete than it is now, by making these
chords all feel the influence of vibrations.” On one hand
our senses deceive us, on the other their testimony is very
incomplete. Thus we have no cause to he vainglorious,
or to set up our so-called positive philosophy as a prin-
ciple.

No doubt we should make use of everything we have.
Religious faith says to our reason: “My little dear, you
have only a lantern to walk by ; blow it out, and let me lead
you by the hand.” But this is not our modern idea. We
have a lantern, a pretty poor one, it is true, but to extin-
guish it would be to leave ourselves in darkness. Let us
recognize in princple, on the contrary, that reason, or (if you
choose to put it so) reasons, ought in everything to be our
guide. Beyond that we have nothing. DBut do not let us
draw too circumscribed a circle around science. I come
back to Auguste Comte, becanse he is the founder of the
modern school, and had one of the greatest minds in our
century. {Ie limits the sphere of astronomy to what was
known of it in his day. That is simply an absurdity. < We
can conceive,” he says, ““ the possibility of studying the forms
of planets, their distances, their movements, hut we can
never find out what is their chemical composition.” This
celebrated philosopher died in 1857. Five years later spec-
tral analysis made us acquainted with that very chemical
composition of the planets, and classed the slars in the
order of their chemical nature.

This is just like what was done by astronomers in the
seventeenth century, who said it was impossible that there
could exist more than seven planets.

The unknown of yesterday may be recognized to-morrow

as truth.
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It would be a ‘mistake, however, should we think that
savanis (certain savants, | mean) and men of prominence are
alone responsible for such acts of stupidity. {t is the same
with men in general ; the majority of the public is the same.
The human brain is made in every case of much the same
material, whether it be that of a sevant, a writer, an artist,
a magistrate, a politician, a manufacturer, an artisan, a work-
man, or a sluggard. The reproach we cast at men whose
mind$ were shut against all new inventions (men like Napo-
leon, for example, who, when his knowledge of steam-power
might have ruined England, his great enemy, could not be
made to understand its uses) might be hurled as appropri-
ately at the rest of the world. A man may, indeed, have
very superior faculties in one direction, and be very deficient
in all others. The melancholy examples I have cited are not
an indictment drawn up against se¢eants in particular, still
less against science. Only one would wish not to see en-
lightened minds fall into the inert ignorance of the vulgar,
and it is because we hold them in high estcem that we are
most alive to their weaknesses.

It is but just, too, to remember that an excuse can be of-
fered for obstructions, checks, and oppositions of this kind.
One is scldom surc at first of the reality or the value of a new
thing. The first steamboats sailed badly, and were hardly so
good as sailing-vessels.  Our earth did indeed appear im-
movable. Air and water seemed to be elements. It did not
appear natural that stones should come down out of the sky.
The first manifestations of the power of electricity seemed
hard to understand. Railroads appeared likely to throw
everything into confusion.'

! When I was six years old I watched the construction of a line of
railroad to run from Paris to Lyons and the Mediterrancan. The section
I then saw was from Tonnerre to Dijon, and when I was twelve 1
watched that from Paris to Mulhouse, in the section from Chaumont to
Chalindrey, and I remember as if it were yesterday the talk which went
on around me. No one had any conception of the development of rail-
road lines in less than half a century, and men, instead of wishing to
have stations within easy reach of their homes, were inclined to have

13
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When genius leads the way, and a new discovery is made, it
‘is but natural that people in general should find themselves
left behind ; they cannot understand the ways of progress.

Besides, new facts, little known and unexplained, are often
vague, confused, difficult to analyze, badly stated by those
who undertake to bring them forward. What difficulties
had not animal magnetism, under other names, to surmounnt
before it arrived at the state of scientific investigation and
experiment in which it is to-day ! And how often has it not
been turned to vile and idle uses by charlatans who have
worked upon the credulity of the public? And in magnetic
phenomena, and in those of spiritualism, how much fraud,
how much deception we can find —what infamous false-
hoods, without counting those of stupid people who play
tricks ¢ for amusement”! Think, too, of the marvellous
sleight of hand which is at the command of jugglers! One
is tempted to excuse in part the cautious reserve of scien-
tific men.

The late discovery of the Rontgen rays, so inconceivable
and so strange in its origin, ought to convince us how very
small is the field of our usnal observations. T'o see through
opaque substances! to look inside a closed box ! to see the
bones of an arm, a leg, a body, throungh flesh and clothing®
Such a discovery is, to say the least, quite contrary to every-
thing we have been used to consider certainty. This is in-
deed a most eloquent example in favor of the axiom: itis
unscientific to assert that realities are stopped by the limit
of our knowledge and observation.

And the telephone, which transmits words, not by sono-
rous waves, but by electric force! If we speak through a
tube from Paris to Marseilles, our voice takes three minutes
and a half to reach its destination. It would take the same
time for an answer to come back, so that the reply when
announced by the operator’s usual ¢ 1iello !’ would reach

them as much at a distance as possible, at least as far off as Langres,
where 1 began my studies—and in my own village, Montigy-le-Roi.
At both these places the stations now stand isolated, and are as far as
they possibly can be from the business centres of the department.

14
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us in seven minutes. We do not-consider that the telephone
once seemed as absurd to us as the X-rays mugt have seemed
to scientists when we knew no more than we did before these
discoveries.

We are told of five doors to human knowledge — sight,
hearing, smell, touch, and taste. These five doors open for
us but a little way to any knowledge of the world around
us, especially the last three—smell, taste, and touch. The
eye apd ear can do a good deal, but it s light alone that
really puts uws in communication with the universe. Now
what is light ? It is caused by a kind of excessively rapid
vibration of the air. A sensation of light is produced on
our retina by vibratious which extend from 400 trillions a
second (the red extremity of the luminous spectum) to 756
trillions. They have long ago been measured with preci-
sion. And below and above these numbers are vibrations
of ether not perceptible to our vision. Beyond the red line
are dark caloric vibrations. Beyond the violet line are chem-
ical vibrations, actinic, and capable of being photographed,
but all obscure. There are others still unknown to us.

To these remarks I would like to add something that would
both modify them and develop them. It is a comparison
made recently by Sir William Crookes, of the probable corre-
spoudence between these phenomena of the universe, and the
vacancies that our terrestrial organization seems to sufter
from this continuity. Take a pendulum beating each second
in the air. If we double its beats we obtain the following
series of vibrations:

Tdegree...ooovviiviiiiiiiiieiiieanns 2

............................. 256 > Sound.
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20 degrees........iuiin. O 1,047,576
o Lo 33,554,432 § Unknown.
80 ¢ N 1,073,741,824 Electricity.
85 i 34,359,738,368
40 i 1,099,511,627,776 %Unknown
45 - .. 35,184,872,088,832
48 © ... 981,474,976,716.656
49 e . 562,949,953,421,812 & Light.!
B0 Y .. 1,125,890,906, 842 604
55 Y . 36,028,797,018,963,26
1 S 72,057, 594,037,927,936 Unknown!
BT Y . 144,115,188,075,855,872
7 B 248,230,376,151, 711,744
59 ... 576,460,752,303.423 488
60 ... 152.921.504.606.846,976 ( ~ T4¥S:
61 ... 5,305,843,009,213,693,952
62 ¢ ... ... 4,611,686,018,427,389,904 °
63 . 9,223,372,636,5854,775,808 % Unknown.

At the fifth degree, after the beginning to 52 vibrations in
a sccond, we enter the region where the vibration of the
atmosphere is revealed to us under the name of sound. We
there find the lowest musical note. If among musical notes
the most solemn is chosen—for instance, the lowest octave of
the organ—it will be perceived that elementary sensations,
though forming a continunous whole, which is essential that
the sound may remain musical, are nevertheless distinet to a
certain de«rree “The lower the note is,” says Helmholtz,
“the better does the car distinguish in it the successive pul-
sations of the air.

In the six following degrees the vibrations in each second
increase from 32 to 52,768; each doubling reproduces the
same note in a higher octave. The normal diapason, which
gives us the note Iz (or F), is a vibration of 455 a second, and
has 876 vibrations when doubled. The sharpest sound has
about 56,000 vibrations, and the region of sound ends there,
go far as the human ear is concerned. DBut probably some
animals, better gifted than ourselves, may hear sounds too

! Luminous rays, caloric and chemical, spectra of the infra-icd to the
ultra-violet.
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acnte for onr organs—that is, sounds the rapidity of whose
vibrations overpass our limits. .

We reach at length a region where the swi¥tness of vibra-
tions increases rapidly, and the vibrating medinm is not our
own gross atmosphere, but something infinitely more subtle,
“an air divine,” called ether. Then there are vibrations of a
kind nuknown tous. Beyond this we penetrate into spheres
where the rays ave electrical.’

Next comes the region which extends from the 35th to the
45th degree, making from 34,000,000,000 and 359,000,000 to
35,000,0010,000,000,000,000 and 1,840,000,000 (or milliards)
vibrations a second. It is all unknown to us. We are
ignorant concerning the functions of these vibrations, but it
would be difficult to deny that they exist and that they do
their work somewhere in the universe.

And now we approach the region of light, thisis represented
by the figures between the 43th and 50th order.  The sensa-
tion of light—in other words, the vibrations which transmit to
us visible signs—is comprised within the narrow space between
abont 400 trillions (red light) and 756 trillions (violet light),
which is less than a degree.

The phenomena of nature which are going on constantly
around us, are accomplished by the action of forces to us
invisible. Watery vapor, whose work hasso great an influence
on climatology, is invisible; so is heat, so is electricity.
Chemical rays arc invisible. The solar spectrum, which repre-
sents the luminous rays visible to the human eye, is now
known to every one. If a ray of sunlight is caused to pass

! The bursting of a Leyden jar across a spool of very long fine thread
caused electromagnetic vibrations, whose length, noted down by Helm-
holtz (1869) and after him by other observers, may be comprised hetween
1000 and 10,000 a second for the usual apparatns. In 1888 [Mertz suc-
ceeded in reproducing vibrations of the same kind, 100,000 a second, and
in studying their propagation. These vibrations propagate themselves
in space—in other words, in the ether which distinguishes them from the
vibrations that produce sound, which are propagated in the ordinary way,
air, water, wood, ete, ete. It is reasonable to consider them analogous
to vibration of radiant heat, according to the views put forth by Maxuile
since 1867. Sce Sir W. Thomson Conférences, p. 189.
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through a prism we obtain when it issues from the prism a
band of color ranging from red to violet. A great num-
ber of rays exténds across this band, the principal rays being
marked from A to ., these are lines of absorption produced by
substances that are being consumed in the sun’s atmosphere,
and by the watery vapor in the atmosphere of the earth.
Thousands of millions of these are known at the present day.

If we move a thermometer to the left of the visible spectrum
we see it rise beyond the red line, and this proves to us that
there are caloric rays to us invisible.

If we place a photographicplate to the right of the spectrum,
beyond the violet line, we shall see it take an impression, and
the presence of very active chemical rays, to us invisible, are
thereby denoted. 1lere comes in an important remark: in-
visible bodies may become visible; thus uraniumand sulphate
of quinine become visible in the dark, if under radiations of
very ultra violet rays.

These rays are now classed by the length of their waves—
that is, by the space traversed by the wave during the length
of a period of vibration. Although the wave lengths of the
radiations are infinite, it has been possible by help of lines
of diffraction grating to measure them with great precision.

The unit employed is the ten-millionth part of a milli-
meter.

VISIBLE SOLAR SPECTRUM

Color. Len;i'{'l; :g the V:hra;'tlio:gelé\(r) "]I‘drhil]iuns
Brightred................ T4 .o, 460
Limit of red and orange.... 647 ............ .. ..., 490
Limit of orange and yellow. 587 ................... 538
Limit of yellow and green. 535 ................... 590
Limit of green and blue.... 492 ................... 596
Limit of blue and indigo... 456 ................... 875
Limit of indigo and violet. 424 ................... 760
Bright violet.............. 3097 o 766

The part below the invisible red is caloric. Length of the
wave from 1940 to 734.
Part in the ultra-violet is invisible—chemical. Length of
the wave from 397 to 295.
18
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The first of thiese two invisible spectrums has been detes-
mined with great precision by the Ameryan astronomer
Langley, by the aid of an instrument of his own invention,
called the bolometer.! In this region, invisible to us, a large
part of the sun’s energy is expended. The part of this spec-
trum already explored is sixteen times more extensive than
the visible spectrum.

Besides this, the French physician, Edmond Becquerel,
photographed long ago the chemical spectrum.”? This spec-
tranm, which has been the object of much study cver since,
is about twice as extensive as the visible spectrum.

Leaving the region of the solar spectrum which has been
stundied, we turn to what, for our senses and our means of
research, is another wnknown region, and to functions we
can barely divine. It seems probable that Rontgen rays may
be discovered between the 58th and 61st degrees, where the
vibrations are from 288,230,376,151,711,744 to 2,305,843,009,-
213,693,952 a second, or even more.

We can see that in this series there are several blank
spaces, regions about which we as yet know absolutely noth-
ing. Who can say that these vibrations do not play an im-
portant part in the general economy of the universe ?

" Also may there not be vibrations still more rapid beyond
where the preceding series was discontinned ?

The space we live in has three dimensions. Reings who
might live in a space of two dimensions on the ontside of a
circle—for example, on a plane—would only understand geom-
etry of two dimensions; they could not pass beyond the line
which limits a eircle or a square ; they would be imprisoned
by a circumference with no possibility of escape. Give them
a third dimension, with the power to move about in it, and
they would then pass over the line without breaking it or i
touching it. The six surfaces in a closed room—uiz., four
walls, the floor, and the ceiling—imprison us, but give us a
fourth dimension, and endue us with the power to live in§

1See the Bulletin de la Société Astronomique de France, year 1895, p.
110. See also 1897, p. 307.
2 See La Lumiére, Paris, 1868, vol. i, p. 131.
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it, and escape from our prison as easily a8 a man can step
over a line drawn on the ground. We can no more conceive
this excess of space (n!) than a being only fitted to move
about on a plane (n”) can conceive of cubic space (n°); hut
we are not authorized to declare that it does not exist. Even
in our earthly life there are certain faculties man cannot ex-
plain, certain senses that we know nothing about. IHow
do the pigeon and the swallow know how to find their way
back to their nests ? Ilow does a dog get home from a'long
distance by a road that he has never travelled ? I have else-
where demonstrated that the inhabitants of other worlds
must be endowed with faculties very different from ours. We
know nothing adsolutely. All our judgments are relative,
and, therefore, partial and incomplete.

Scientific sagacity consists in being very careful how we
deny the possibility of anything. We have a right to be diffi-
dent. Let us say with Arago that ‘“ doubt is a proof of mod-
esty, and that it has seldom hindered the progress of science.
We cannot say the same of incredulify.”

There are still a vast number of things not yet explained,
which belong to the domain of the unknown. The phenom-
ena of which we are about to speak are of this number.
Telepathy, or sensations transmitted from a distance ; appari-
tions, or manifestations that have emanated from dying per-
sons; the transmission of thought; what has been seen in
dreams, and in a state of somnambulism, without the aid of
eyes, such as landscapes, towns, and monuments beheld from
a great distance ; prescience, or premonition of an approach-
ing event; warnings, presentiments, a few extraordinary
cases of magnetism, puerile sayings rapped out on tables,
unexplicable noises which seem to prove a house was
haunted, the raising or up-lifting of bodies contrary to the law
of gravitation, objects moved without being touched by
hands, things which seemed to indicate superhuman strength,
things which seem absurd, spiritual manifestations, appar.
ent or real, disembodied spirits, spirits of all kinds—and
many other wild phenomena as yet unexplicable, merit our
interest and our scientific attention. Let us in the first
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place be quite convinced that all we can really study and ob-
serve with profit must be, not superhuman, but natwral, and
that we must examine all facts quietly andl scientifically,
without connecting them with the mysterious, without ex-
citement and without mysticism, as if we were investigat-
ing problems in astronomy, physics, or physiology. Every-
thing is to be found in nature, the known and the unknown,
and there is no such thing as the supernatural. That word
has @0 meaning.' Eclipses, comets, and strange stars were
formerly considered supernatural signs of divine wrath, be-
fore men were acquainted with their laws. Very often things
are called supernatural which are only wonderful, inexplica-
ble, or extiraordinary. When we meet with such, we should
gay, quictly, < this belongs to the unknown.”

Critics who may think they see in this work a return to
the age of superstition will fall into a grave error. Its de-
gign, on the contrary, is to analyze and to investigate.

Those who say: “What! can I be expected to believe in
things impossible > Never! 1 only belicve in the laws of
nature, and those laws are all Anown laws.” Such men are
like the simple - hearted ancient geographers who wrote on
their maps of the world, beside the columns of Ilercules
(vepresenting the Strait of Gibraltar), ¢ hic deficit omnes”—
here ends the world.

They had no doubts about it; they never suspected that
there was to be found in that vast western watery expanse,
to them empty and unknown, a world twice as large as that
of which they had any knowledge.

All our human knowledge might be symbolically represent-
ed by a tiny island surrounded by a limitless ocean.

There is much yet—infinitely much—for us to learn.

! May I be permitted to refer in this connection to my own work, God
in Nature?



CHAPTER II
ON CREDULITY .

¢ Allez vous laver, et mangez de Uherbe.”’—Words from the ““ Immaculate
Conception ” at Lourdes.

Oug first chapter, on Incredulity, has shown us how reluc-
tant human nature is in general to accept facts unexplained,
or new ideas of any kind, and what an impediment this men-
tal inertia has been to the advancement of our knowledge
concerning nature and the race of man. But happily there
have been men like Copernicus, Galileo, Kepler, Newton,
Herschel, Papin, Fulton, Galvani, Volta, Pulissy, Ampcre,
Arago, Niepce, Daguerre, Fraunhofer, Kirchoff, Presnel, and
Le Verrier—investigators and men of independent minds.
“ An eternal law of honor obliges science to look fearlessly
and carefully into every problem which is properly presented
to her,” once said Sir William Thomson, one of the most
eminent physicists of our time, and we might have taken
these words as an appropriate motto for this volume. But
in difficult, obscure, uncertain questions another duty de-
volves on us—wiz., that of examining and analyzing things
with the most severe circnmspection, and of admitting noth-
ing, as indeed we should not do in any instance, but what
is certain. We must not, under pretence of progress, re-
place systematic credulity by a credulity not supported by
any critical sense ; and possibly it may be useful, before en-
tering more fully into our subject, to here show by a few ex-
amples how we shounld be upon our guard against excess in
another dircction, not less blameworthy, not less dangerous
than its opposite error.

Human nature, we may remark, is made up most surpris-
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ingly of opposite qualities. If there are men who believe in
nothing, there are as many men who are ready to put faith in
anything. The credulity of men and women seems to have
no limits. Stupid superstitions, wild as those of the Middle
Ages, have been written about, accepted, and defended by
learned men. And what is very singular is that the most
sceptical minds have frequently become dupes of the most
andacious falschoods, and have upheld the most pernicious
andfmazing inanities. One glance of investigution will show
us that the human race coutains as many persons prone to
credulity as to incredulity, for cach faction is duped by its
own way of looking at things.

In thix matter we have only Fembarras du choir, examples
being so numerous that we can pick them up anywhere.

Who does not remember the story of the Golden Tooth
mentioned by Fontenelle in his Hisloire des Oracles? 1t muy
be somewhat ancient, but it is typical of things that have
happencd even in our own day.  In 1595 a rumor was circu-
lated that the first teeth of a child of seven, in Silesia, having
come out of his mouth (as children’s teeth do at that age), it
was found that in place of one of his double teeth he had a
tooth of gold. Ilorstius, professor of medicine in the Uni-
versity of llelmstad, wrote the history of this tooth in 1595,
declaring that it was partly natural and partly miraculous,
and that it had been sent by God to this young child to con-
sole Christians for the ravages of the Turks. Oune does not
see exactly the relation between the tooth and the Turks, but
the explanation was at once accepted seriously. In the same
year Rullandus wrote a sccond account of the tooth, and two
years later Ingolsterus, another savant, published a third,
contradicting the first two treatises in many particulars.
¢ Another great man, named Libabius,” says Fontenelle, “col-
lected all that had been said about the tooth, and fo what
others had written added his own individual impressions.
Nothing was wanting in the story as put forth in these
learned works, excopt proof that the tooth was really a tooth
of gold. When at last a goldsmith examined it he found
that a bit of gold-leaf had been very skilfully applied to the
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child’s natural tooth. But books had been written and
theories constiucted on the subject before any one had
thought of consulting a goldsmith !’ There has been more
than one ¢“ gold tooth ” in the annals of credulity, both ancient
and modern. y

Do you also remember the story of the rat with a trunk
like an elephant or tapir ? Half a century ago a very learned
naturalist was made the victim of a hoax concerning this new
variety. )

A zouave in Africa, who had little to do in the service of
his government, amused himself by animal grafting, which
he practised upon rats. e transferred a bit of a rat’s tail
to its mnose, and the junction succeeded perfectly, as the
same operation succeeds when a new nose is’ made npon a
human face by a bit of skin taken from the forehead. A
very learned man belonging to the Museum of Paris paid a
large price for the first rat, which was sent him us a specimen
of a new species. Others were forwarded to him, for which
he also paid a generous sum; nor was he undeceived until
he attempted to increase the new breed of rodents by the
association of males and females; their progeny had no
trunks, they were only ordinary valgar rats of the known
species. ’

We may here observe that the man of science being
strictly honest (for there would be no science without
honesty), was not in the habit of mistrusting the genuine-
ness of the specimens he worked upon, and it is more easy
to dupe such men than to deceive others. In astronomy,
chemistry, physics, and geology, as well as in natural history,
there are no scientific men who ever practise deception. A
mathematician or geometrician always believes that 2 and 2
make 4, and that the three angles of a triangle are equal to
two right-angles. Unhappily, this confidence is not applicable
to business nor to politics, nor to the usual vocations of people
in this world.

I once knew an eminent geometrician, one of the most
learned professors of the Kcole Polytechnique, a member of
the Iustitute, a man greatly distinguished, and highly re-
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spected both for his intellect and’ for his moral qualities. But,
he was the dupe of the most audacious fragd than can be
well imagined, and might stand as the perfect type of a man
whose credulity could be beyond belief. A skilful forger,
named Vrain-Lucas, knowing his enthusiasm as a collector
of autographs, actually sold him, at immense prices, false
autographs of Pascal, Newton, Galileo, Henry IV., and
Francis l.; emboldened by success, he subsequently sold
him™letters of Charlemagne, and at last the autographs of
Vercingetorix ! . . . of Pythagoras!. .. of Archimedes!
... of Cleopatra! Nay, he went so far as to sell him
letters of Lazarus, who was raised from the dead, of Mary
Magdelen, and even, I think, of our Suviour! In the course
of seven years, 1862 to 1869, M. Michel Chasles bonght
from this imposter 27,000 such autographs, for the good
round sum of 140,000 franes! Notwithstanding the skill
and ability of the forger, there were from the first little
things in the letters that should have thrown doubt on their
authenticity. I remember amoug others a letter of Galileo’s,
in which he said that probably a remote planet might be found
by observations made in the vicinity of Saturn. The mau thus
had the audacity to make Galileo predict in 1640 the dis-
covery of Uranus, made by Ilerschel in 1781, and con-
founding the orbit with the celestial body that traversed it;
the great Italian astronomer was made to say that the new
planet would be found behind Saturn. I amused myself by
calculating the position of Uranus at the time the letter
was supposed to have been written. It was not even in the
same part of the heavens as Saturn. I drew out a diagram,
and went straight to the great geometrician to show Lim
what nonseunse Galileo had been made to say. To my im-
mense astonishment M. Chasles replied that ‘“that proved
nothing,” and that he was sure of the authenticity of Gulileo’s
letter. 1le showed it to me. It was in a handwriting re-
gsembling that of Galileo, written on old yellow paper. with
water-marks, and it was folded and covered with post-marks
of that period. The deception was really complete.  But to
have made an astronomer say that Uranus was to be sought
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for behind Saturn, a thing that only a school-boy could have
‘asserted, was tpo much. The autograph collector became
8o blind that he purchased, a few months later, for ready
money, a pass written by Vercingetorix, in French! for
““the Emperor Julius Casar.” I do not think there can be
a more striking example of credulity to be met with eclse-
where. In all such cases we may find a sharp object-lesson
which we should do well to remember.

I address this warning to those who are less learned than
my friend the collector, but who think themselves much
wiser, people who say with confidence, ‘“ Such a thing conld
never happen to me!” No doubt it seems hard to slip suddenly
down such a descent. But I have more than once observed
that those who think themselves the wisest have their weak
points. Some could not, for instance, eat a comfortable din-
ner if there were thirteen at table ; some touch metal as soon
as they apprehend a misfortune; some fear that they will
fall ill if they break a looking-glass; some shudder if a salt-
cellar is upset near them, or if two knives are laid across each
other, ete. Persons have told me seriously, that changcs of the
moon had an influence on eggs, on women, on wine in bottles,
on the growth of hair, and on the cutting down of tlmber
‘We need not be too sure of our wisdom !

How many persons still object to start upon a journey on
a Friday, or on the thirteenth day of the month? Look at
the receipts of railroads, tramways, and omnibus lines, and
you will be astonished at the falling off on those days. Visit
Paris and amuse yourself by looking round you, and you will
see how few houses have number 13 in our streets, boule-
vards, and avenues; you will then remark how this unwelcome
number has been replaced by 11 4/s. This reminds us of the
bi-sextile years in Rome, when a day was added surreptitiously
at the end of February, but it had no name, that it might
be overlooked by the gods! And have we never met per-
sons who consult mediums of reputation at the Foire des
Jambons ?

Qur ancestors in the Stone Age and the Age of Bronze
trembled beforc all the forces of nature; they turned these
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forces into divinities, and peopléd fields, forests, fountains, |
valleys, caverns, grottos, and cottages with imaginary beings,
whose memory to this day has not entircly disappeared, and
who have left to us moderns an inheritance of superstition.
There are such popular beliefs everywhere, and the most ab-
surd prejudices still influence the actions of a large part of
the human race.

There are people who persist in believing, as their ancestors
did = the days of the Romans, that it is possible to avert
storms by the tricks of sorcery. In 1870, in a village near
Issoire, in the Puy de Dome, a priest had the reputation of
being able to protect his parish, and to send wind and hail
storms over into other parts of the country. 1lle might be
seen, wheu a storm was threatening, at a window in the belfry
of his church, making his incantations. When he died he
was replaced by a curé who, unfortunately, entered on his
functions just before a violent storm. The peasants, seeing
the storm approach, had implored him to avert it, but he had
not done so. From that day forward the nickname of gréle-
roux (accomplice of the hail) was bestowed on him, and the
people of his parish became so opposed to him that the bishop
had to remove him elsewhere.

‘An old sailor living at Toulon, had, in 1885, the reputation
of being able to call up a storm on the day fixed for the
faithful to go to Mount Sicit on a pilgrimage to Notre Dame
du Mai. Pecople believed so firmly in his power that they
carefully concealed the date on which they proposed to make
the pilgrimage.

We might give other examples. The patron saint of
Vieux-Beausset near Toulon, is St. Eutropéus. Ile was
held to have power to bring rain when he pleased. A few
years ago, one day in May, the keeper of the hermitage in
which was the ancient statne of the saint, took him down
from his pedestal, put him in the doorway, and began to be-
labor him with blows. A passer-by, astonished to sce what
he was about, asked the reason. * OL ! moun bonan moussu,”
replied the sacristan, ‘st low menavi pas ensin n'en pourrie
ren faire,” which being interpreted is, ¢ Oh ! my good sir, if
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T did not treat him this way I could do nothing with him.”
Soon after thig rain fell, and the crops were saved.

On the 15th of July, 1899, near Albertville, in Savoy, the
curé of Thénésol blessed a new cross, ¢ the Cross of la belle
Etoile,” re-erected at the altitude of 1856 metres to replace
the old cross which had been burned by the inhabitants of
the neighboring commune of Scythenex, because they fancied
that it kept off hail from the commune of Mercury-Germilly,
in which it stood, which was not to their advantage. "Three
hundred people were present on the occasion, having made
the journey in terribly hot weather.

M. Berenger-Férard relates in his interesting collection
entitled Superstitions et Survivances, that in certain parts of
Province midwives have an infallible recipe for curing chil-
dren of whooping-cough. The child must be passed seven
times in succession under the belly of an ass, from right to
left, and never from left to right. There are asses in the
country much renowned for their curative powers. A very
good one was owned in the village of Luc, a few years ago, and
its reputation was so great that children were brought to it from
thirty miles around, from Draguignan and even from Cannes.

The same authority tells us that one of his friends having in
1887 visited a monastry in a certain great city of Provence,
remembered that the statue of St. Joseph, which had long
stood in the parlor of the community, had its face turned to
the wall. e supposed at first that some carcless servant Liad
misplaced the saint, but, on asking about it, was informed
that St. Joseph was being punished for not having granted
the prayers that had been addressed to him. The visitor
inquired further, and was told that he had been asked to in-
gpire a certain neighbor, who was very pious, with the idea of
leaving in his will a piece of land to the community, which
it was very important for it to possess. The pious neighbor
had likewise been informed that if St. Joseph remained deaf
to the prayers of the community he would be put down into the
cellar and there flogged.” The author adds: ‘I could hardly
believe my ears, and yet I had to accept the evidence of fucts,
for more than twenty persons afterwards assured me that
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they knew of such a castigation having been inflicted on the
saint. I also learned further that in certain,towns of the
Bouches du Rhone, in the Lyonnais, and even in Paris, this
practice had been put in force in the same community. All
these things taken together make it impossible to doubt the
punishment of refractory saints, however astonishing it may
appear to be.”

At Toulon, about 1850, a woman having a very sick child
pray88 before a superb ivory crucifix that she possessed, and
which she held in the greatest reverence and regard. It
probably was part of the pillage of some nobleman’s chiteau
daring the Revolution, for it was of great artistic value.
But the child died notwithstanding the mother’s prayers,
neuvaines, and wax tapers that she burned upon the altar.
In her despair the woman seized the crucifix, and said to the
figure that hung on it:

¢ Deceiver! is it thus thou wouldst answer my prayers?
Then see what I will do to thee !”

And suiting her action to her words, she flung the cruci-
fix out of an open window.

Saint Simon relates in his memoirs that, at the siege of
Namur, in 1692, it rained so heavily on St. Midard’s day (the
French St. Swithin), that the soldiers infuriated because it
portended forty days of rain, turned their anger against the
saint, and burned every image and picture of him that fell
into their hands.

Sometimes such matters were treated in a spirit of gayety,
even when a neuvaine, or perhaps two, did not put a stop
to rain. In the days when Paris attended the ‘“hunt of
St. Geneviéve,” her statue was supposed to have influence
on the weather, when it was carried in procession from the
church of St. Etienne-du-Mont to Notre Dame. The pro-
cession one day had hardly started when rain began to fall .
heavily. ‘“The saint has made a mistake,” whispered the
bishop of Castres to his next neighbor; ‘“she fancies we are
asking her for rain.”

Baron Hausser, in his travels in Italy, heard the following
conversation in a street in Naples :
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¢ How is your child ?” '

“Not any ketter. His fever is still bad.”

“You must have a taper burned to St. Gertrude.”

] have. It was no use.”

““What chapel did you go to ?”

“The one in the Via di Toledo.”

““Ah! my poor woman, that St. Gertrude is tke very worst
in all Naples. You can get nothing out of her. Go to the
church in the Piazza dei Capucini. You will see that that
St. Gertrude is much kinder to poor people.”

In that same city of Naples, those who have been present
at the miracle of the liquification of the blood of St. Jan-
narius, know how many of the faithful among the spectators
grow nervous and impatient when it is klow te appear.
In 1872 I came near getting myself into trouble by looking
too closely at the famous reliquary exposed to the adoration
of the crowd. Everybody knows the story of General Cham-
pionnet in 1799.

A few years since, when visiting the crypt of the Viérge
Noire, at Chartres, I entered for a moment into conversation
with a peasant woman who was coming out of the church.
¢“Oh, monsieur,” she said, ‘““this Virgin is not so great a
lady as Notre Dame des Victoires, in Paris, but she listens
much more favorably to us.” This opinion reminded me of
Louis XI. taking from the band of his hat the little leaden
image of Notre Dame d’Embrun, replacing it by that of
Notre Dame de Cléri, and addressing to the latter at once
his royal prayers, with full confidence that she would hear
him.

Popular superstitions are so widespread that one meets
them everywhere. I was passing not long ago through an
old village built in the Middle Ages, perched like an eagle’s
nest on a rugged mountain in the Department of the Alpes-
Maritimes, and when I went into the church the physician of
the place, a learned archsologist, who was with me, pointed
out to me a box into which the faithful flung little notes,
accompanied by some small offering, addressed to St. An-
thony of Padua, whom they implored to help them to recover
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lost things. The answer came back, very often written on ,
the same paper as the note, and placed in a nche very near.

Credulity takes all forms. The superstitions which relate
to customs, and so forth, concerning marriages, are among
the most numerous and surprising, and it may be interesting
to mention some of them.

In the village of Banduen, in Provence, there is a rock
which forms an inclined plane. On the féte day of the pa-
tron"8aint of the district, young girls who wish to be married
have from time immemorial come to slide down this rock,
which is now as polished as marble.

In the village of St. Aurs, in the Basses- Alpes, there is
another stone down which young girls slide who wish to find
a husband, and young wives who wish to bear a son.

At Loches, barren women come and slide down the ¢ grind-
stone of St. Aurs,” a stone like those at Banduen and the
Basses-Alpes. This practice is far older than the present
day. Is was in use in ancient Greece, and is still in great
favor in Tunis.

The pilgrimage to Sainte Baume, between Marseilles and
Toulon, has, for a thousand years, been held to promote mar-
riage and to insure children. It is the object of most sin-
cere devotion among the peasant women of Provence.

In many parts of France young girls who wish to be mar-
ried fling willow leaves or wooden pegs into fountains. If
the leaf swims straight with the current, or if the peg floats,
the young lady will be sought in marriage before the end of
the year.

Near Guérande, in Brittany, young girls put bits of pink
wool into crevices in Druidical stones, that they may be mar-
ried within a year.

At St. Junien-des-Courbes in the IIaute-Vienne, they
invoke St. Eutropius, and hang a garter from their left leg .
upon a cross.

In the little town of Oisans in the Isére they go in the
month of June to a chapel on the mountain of Brandes, near
which is a tall stone in the shape of a sugar loaf; they kneel
before it, touching it devoutly with their knees.
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, At Laval, in the church® of Avesnidres, there is a great
statue of St. Lhristopher, in whose legs young girls stick
pins if they wish to be married that year.

Near Perros, in Normandy, in the chapel of St. Guiriez,
girls go on pilgrimages to get married, and stick pins in the
gaint’s nose to induce him to favor them.

In the valley of Lunain, in the Secine-et-Marne, there is a
Druaid stone called Pierre frife, into which young men anxious
to marry stick nails or pins. «

Near Troyes, young girls who want a husband place a pin
on a mound called the Cross of Beigne.

Near Verdun, wives who desire to have children go and sit
upon a rock, where is the outline of a sitting woman. The
village people call it St. Lucy’s chair. They believe that this
act will be favorable to their wishes, and it seems that Anne
of Austria once seated herself there before the birth of Louis
XIV. 'There is a similar thing at Sampiques in the Meuse.

In the Ardennes the protection of St. Philomena is of
most service to those who do not wish to be old maids;—de
coiffer Ste. Catherine.

At Bourges not long ago might be scen in the Rue Cheoriére
in the Faubourg du Chatean, a statue of the good St. Gré-
luchon, in a niche in the wall of a house, fromm which wives
desirous of maternity used to scratch the dust that they might
make a drink with it that would promote fecundity. At
Poligny, in the Jura, young wives go for the same reason to
embrace a tall stone, which tradition says is the petrifaction
of a giant who once tried to violate a young maiden.

At Dourgues, in the Tarn, near the chapel of St. Ferréol,
are rocks with holes through them ;—if lame persons or para-
lytics can get through these openings they will be cared. In
the cellar of the church at Kimperlé is a tall upright stone
with a hole in it, through which if any one can pass he is
cured of beadache. In the Lande of Saint Siméon, in the
Orno, sick people climb over a Druid stone which is said to
have virtue to cure a great number of maladies.!

' Beranger-Férand Superstitions et Survivances. A beautifu! story by
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M. Martinel found almost fifty fonntains whose wonderful
properties seem to have been held in respect from time im”
memorial. He has taken great pains to collett the legends
of Brittany and Berry, where such stories are still told after
dark at sewing-circles. That part of the world was famous
for witches who held intercourse with wolves, for were-wolves,
and for fortunc-tellers. Certain places to this day are the
ohject of superstitious terrors there are forests full of witches,
who all night wash their clothes, and there are marshes full of
will-o’-the-wisps. At nightfall the darkest parts of the woods
are filled with mysterious noises, lugubrious phantoms glide
among the trees, whichare shaken by someinvisible hand. Woe
to the mortal who strays into these dark retreats! Ile will
never get out again.

Villagers and cottagers in lower Berry still believe in the
existence of giants, who formerly inhabited the country, and
who raised the natural or artificial mounds so numerous in
that region, These giants are personified Gargantua, whose
story (popular not only in the part of the Indre that touches
on the Creuse, but all over western France) was known long
before that of the hero of Rabelais. Rabelais most probably
borrowed the myth and the name from legends in Saintonge,
Poitou, and lower Berry, places where he lived for some time.

The memory of the fairy folk is still kept fresh in many
parts of Berry. It is fairies who almost everywhere raised
dolmens and menhirs. (Dolinens are great Druid stones, one
stone resting on the top of two others, like a kind of altar,
and menkirs are tall stones standing alone.) These stones,
notwithstanding their enormous weight, the fairies carried
in their ganze aprons. They arc generally spoken of as Fades,
Fadées, Martes, and Marses. In some places, however, they
are mentioned with respect as Dames and Demoiselles, as
they are in southern France. They may be seen wandering
about at night, celebrating mysterious rites in grottos and on
rocks, round the dolmens and menhirs scattercd over the
George Sand, less known than it deserves to be, called *‘ Navon,” gives
a full account of these superstitions, the folk lore, and the fairy lore of

rural Berry.—THE TRANSLATOR.
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landscape which borders on {he wild and picturesque country
‘of la Creuze, Bouzanne, Anglin, and Portefenille.

Martes are %ull, hideous women, very lean, scantily clad,
with long, black, wiry hair. Their breasts are flabby and
pendent. From the top of the slab that crowns a dolmen, or
from the uppermost peak upon a menkir, they often call at
nightfall to the shepherds and laborers, and if these do not at
once respond to their advances, they rush after them, flinging
their breasts back over their shoulders. Woe to the man who
does not fly fast enough ; they will force him to submit to
their vile embraces. Their husbands, brothers, or lovers are
called Martes also, or Marses, and are the giants of super-
human strength who quarried stones for the dolmens and
the menhirs.

The Fades are much gentler and much nicer than the
Martes. They generally occupy themselves with the flocks.
It is their charge to watch over the many treasures hidden
away in strange, subterrancan places, whose entrance is closed
by the menkirs and dolinens.  Their power, however, only
lasts a year. 1t expires on Palm Sunday.

At Vertolaye, in Auvergne, there is a rocking stone, where
mothers bring sickly children to make them robust, or,
as they say, solid as a stone, and with full use of their
limbs.

Near Saint Valery-en-Canx may be scen on the beach the
ruins of an ancient chapel to St. Liéger, nothing of which
now remains but its square belfry. Weakly children are
brought to it and made to walk five times round the ruins,
that they may have a light step.

St. Hubert protects hunters, St. Roch cures hydrophobia,
St. Corneille takes care of beasts, St. Cloud cures boils, St.
Aiguan cures ringworm. These beliefs are very ancient.
Pausanias relates that at Hyetta, in Boeotia, there was a
temple of Ilercules with a rough stone which cured sick-
ness, and at Alpenus a stone consecrated to Neptune had
the same property, etc.

I have sometimes been present, in the environs of Paris, at
Morsang-sur-Orge, not far from Juvisy, at the midsummer
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féte, the féte of the summer solstice, St. John’s Day. This
féte was once pagan, now it has been christianized, but it
keeps its ancient impress. When the sun, the end of life,
has gone down into the bright west, and twilight spreads over
the earth, a great bonfire is prepared on the open square be-
fore the church; a beautiful pine-tree is brought from the
forest, the priest comes out of the church, followed by the
choristers and choir-boys, and after he has blessed the pile
made ready for the bonfire, they light it, and the flame crackles
and ascends. All the village is there. The boys and girls
draw near, waiting till the fire has burned down; then the
girls have to jump over the hot ashes without burning them-
selves. T'he boldest and most agile is most applauded ; she
will be married before the end of the year. Then the brands
are carricd off, before they are quite consumed. They are
kept in the peasants’ cottages, which they preserve (like the
blessed palms brought from the churches on Palm Sunday)
from fire and lightning.

Many place a naive confidence in these customs, handed
down by tradition—traditions as old as the days of the Gauls
and Romans. The cnstom has been kept up for fifteen or
perhaps eighteen centuries. The St. Johnw’s fire is to this
day lighted in almost every part of France; as I write, I say
to myself, ““am I not writing of Gaul ?”

Who has not heard of the little cakes called the crépes of
Chandeleur? They bring good luck to agriculture, to com-
merce, and to all other enterprlses they must be made with-
out fail on one particular day (the 2d of February). Napo-
leon, before he left for Russia, made erépes, and said, laughing,
“If T turn over this one safely I shall win my first battle;
and this other one I shall win the second!” Ile turned over
one, two, three, but the fourth fell in the fire—* plcsagm
says an historian, ¢ the burning of Moscow.”

In Berry, at la Chitelette, St. Guignolet makes women
bear children; at Bourges this office is done for them by St.
Guerlichon ; at Bourg-Dieu it is St. Guerlichon; at Vendres,
in the Attier, it is St. Fontin; at Auxerre, St. Faustin, ete.
In spite of opposition from the curés, women scratch marble
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dust from a certain part of-the bodies of these saints, and
arink this dust‘in a glass of water.

At Gargilesse, in the Creuse, when the curé has taken down
the statue of St. Guernichon, which had long stood in the
church, women who desire to become mothers, now scratch
the marble statue on the tomb of Guillaume de Naillac, which
it seems is getting worn away by the new use it is put to. At
Rocamadour, in the Rouergne, women not satisfied with their
husbands, go to the church door, which they kiss, and at.the
same time rattle the great bolt, or clse they touch a bar of
iron called the sword of Roland.

At Antwerp, women afllicted with sterility have recourse to
the holy prepuce of Jesus Christ, sent to them for this very
purpose from Jerusalem by Godfrey de Bouillon, Marquis of
Antwerp, in hope of making their ancient pagan worship of
““Le Ters” an object of piety, known under another name to
Roman ladies.r There is an especial brotherhood devoted to
the service of this relic of the circumcision, a feast day which
once most illogically began our Christian calendar.

In many provinces of France the people still believe in
various kinds of sorcery. In Provence, for example, they be-
lieve in the tying of knots in aiguelicties, which is supposed to
prevent the consummation of a marriage; in Italy they be-
lieve in the evil eye, and in Alsace in were-wolves. They
algo believe in charms, which can annul enchantments. At
Toulon dress-makers sew salt into the hems of wedding-dresses,
salt being supposed to insure the future happiness of the
newly married pair.

In Paris the coffer mark has also its adepts, and, as in
Rome in the days of Tiberius, they continue to consult men
who draw up horoscopes which predict the future fate of a
child by astrological rules concerning the position of stars
and planets on the day of its birth. Astrologers exist still.
Now how can any one believe in the value of a horoscope
when we know that at least one child is born into the world
every second in some part of the globe? that is sixty every

1 This relic is also shown in Rome at 8t. John Lateran.
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minute, or about 3600 every hour, say 86,400 a day; so that,
if the stars had any real influence over destily, ten children
born at the same moment would have the same future: a
queen and a farm servant-girl who became mothers at the
same moment would give birth to two beings whose fate
w14 be governed by the same laws. :

Beliet 11 -mulets, charms, medals, and scapularies is still

as much alive amoug clvitixad people as it is among savages,
in France as on the Congo or in the suudan. Any one who

wishes to know more of it may read the books of Monseig-
neur de Ségur, Dom Guérenger, or that of the Abb¢ de St.
Paul, on the Cross of St. Benedict, which, blessed by Pope
Benedict XIV., will cure everything, toothache, sore throat,
and headache ; will purify water in the wells, make trees put
forth their leaves, stops conflagrations, protects horses, cows,
cats, fowls, trees, vines, lamp-glasses, etc., etc. I am not in-
venting any of these things. llere are a few quotations from
the record:

A cow had a violent cough,” writes Dom Guérenger (in
his Cross of St. Benedict, p. 12), ““she did not eat and gave
no milk. A visitor made the mark of the cross on her fore-
head; using a formula that the medal prescribed. e recom-
mended that the medal should be steeped in water with a
little bran, which the cow should be made to drink every day
till she was cured; and he hung up another medal in the
stable. A few weeks later he had the satisfaction of hearing
that the cow had completely recovered.”

The same medal has an influence on trees. ¢ I cut away
all the large branches and left only the trunk of my tree,”
writes the anthor of the book called Origine et effets admi-
rables de la croix de St. Benoit,” the Abbé de St. Paul,
“the cut of the saw having shown me that the branches
were really dead, I placed at once a Cross of St. Bene-
dict under the bark, at the same time praying to the saint
to make my fine tree revive, for it was the admiration of all
the country round. In the spring it put forth as usual its
luxuriant foliage.”

During the Commune, these medals, slipped into the bar-

87



THE UNKNOWN

ticade of the R‘ue de Rivoli, preserved the Naval Department
as well as the repository of maps and plans from destruction.’

Who does not know the history of the Holy Tear of Ven-
dome, a tear shed by Jesus at the grave of Lazarus, caught
up by an angel, and kept in a golden coffer ; for ages it has
been the occasion of many miracles at Venddme, and b~
been a great source of revenue. Then thereic #4o hair of
the Virgin Mary, shown in Naplee! auu the robe without
seam, woven frow the cop throughout, which is offered to
the adoration of the faithful in the church at Argenteuil,
and also at Treves, ete., ete.?

Credulity is everywhere. See how many wax tapers are
burnt in churches before pictures and images of saints,
that they may obtain from heaven the cure'of some sick
person, good fortune in business, success in an examination,
etc. The wax tapers representing many prayers addressed
to heaven, do they not remind one of the prayer wind-mills
that the people of Thibet rely upon to draw down divine
blessings ?

Everybody knows the history of Notre Dame de Lorette,
the house of the Virgin Mary, the Santa Casa which was
transported, it is said, from Nazareth to Loretto in 1294,

*Sce Paul Parfait’s D'Arsenal de la Dévotion, et le Dossicr des Peter-
inages. 1 might cite a great many more instauces of superstition.
Bt. Antony of Padua. at the present moment, seems to be in great
favor. The chief Catholic newspaper, La Croir, said on September 7,
1899, ‘385 letters have this weck been placed in the box of St. An-
tony, 8 Rue Frangois I.  They returned thanks to Lim, or they im-
plored his aid for varions blessings; 72 cures, 104 spiritual mercies, 227
temporal favors ; for 81 conversions, 59 cases of cmployment, 317 espe-
cial mercies, 12 vocations, 302other favors ; for blessings on 82 schools, on
47 religious houses, on 100 houses of business for 8 lost objects, for 106
young men, and for 8 parishes.” A poor workman, father of eight chil-
dren, had promised 5 francs to St. Antony of Padua if he recovered, and,
finding himself better, sent the sum, and prayed the saint not to let
him have a return of the same suffering.—(Loir et Cher) 1 send you
franc 50, the sum we promised to pay every month for protection to
our crops and trade,” etc. The accounts made up November 11, 1899,
show that this house had received, in gifts to St. Antony, 1,800,000 fraucs
in its treasury, besides money left by will,
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after having tarried for awhite in Dalmatia. The church
which contains it was finished by Brauvante,yunder the pon-
tificate of Julius II., in 1513. The Santa Casa, which is
built of bricks, measures 10 metres, 60 in length, 4.36 in
width, and 6.21 in height. (The metre isa little more than
a yard.) Not long since it was not ‘“good form” to doubt
the authenticity of this house, or its miraculous transporta-
tion through the air and over the Adriatic Sea.

Nowadays Notre Dame de Lourdes has taken the place of
Notre Dume de Lorette. Those who take charge of the af-
fair at Lourdes take no pains to conceal their own contempt
for the credulity of worshippers. This may be seen by read-
ing the inscription they have engraved in golden letters on
s marble slab, in which the ¢ Mother of God” says, ad-
dressing little Bernadette: ¢ Do me the kindness to come back
here ;” and again, I trust many will come hither;” and
again, ‘“come wash in this water, and eat of this grass.”

It is quite common to meet with persons who deny any be-
lief in the questions now before us, but who quietly accept
things still more startling, for instance, the story of the
deluge that overwhelmed the carth, of which it is written
that the fountains of the great deep were broken up, and
the windows of heaven were opened and rain was upon the
earth for forty days and forty nights . . . and the waters
prevailed exceedingly upon the earth, fifty cubits upward
did the waters prevail, and the high hills that were in the
midst of the whole heaven were covered.” For one hun-
dred and fifty days the Ark floated on the waters, with
Noah, his family, and the animals, male and female, that he
had taken with him. No story in the Arabian Nights seems
more amazing, but the faithful have accepted it, as it
stands, as literal truth, as they have done the miracle of
Joshua causing the sun to stand still. :

And in the subjects upon which we have here to speak—
stories of apparitions, manifestations, dreams, presentiments,
experiences in hypnotism and spiritnalism—how great a field
is given to credulity ! T knew an officer of great merit who
never doubted the presence of those whose names were rapped
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ont on his table, and who héld discourse with Newton and
Spinoza after kreakfast every Sunday. I knew another who
discussed social philosophy with Jean Valjean, never remem-
bering that that personage is fictitious, owing his origin sole-
1y to Victor IIugo’s imagination. A great lady of mature age,
and very intelligent, who had been intimately associated with
Lord Byron, used to call him up every Saturday evening that
she might consult him as to her investments and business
affajrs. A doctor of medicine of the Faculty of Paris chose
as his associates in the other world Dante and Beatrice, who
came regularly to converse with him, but “never fogether,”
he said, ¢ because they were forbidden to approach each
other.” A medium who was more than ordinarily extrava-
gant had had twelve children and lost seven. . Every month
he inquired of the lost concerning their health and what they
were doing, and carefully wrote down all he was told. An-
other called up ‘“the soul of the carth,” which responded, and
directed all his thoughts, ete.

Spiritualism, like religion, has been put to many uses with
which it has but very slight connection. It has made mar-
riages, real or temporary; it has imposed on human weak-
ness, and it has made wills. I knew a woman, once very
charming, who became rich and married a marquis because
she made a table say to the man whose name she coveted
that his first wife pointed her out as her successor. I knew
a widow whose baby was announced and accepted before its
birth as the reincarnation of a lost child whom she had dear-
ly loved, and afterward the way was pointed out to her for a
second marriage. I knew another woman who, under pre-
tence of spiritualism, sells cabalistic rings, with which she
profes‘ses to cure all maladies, etc., etc.

A very good story is that of «“ Le Diabdle au diu neuviéme
siécle,” a pretended revelation of freemasonry, by Diana
Vaughan, which mystified a large part of the French clergy,
several bishops, two cardinals, and even Pope Leo XIII.,
though the whole of it was a forgery by Leo Taxil, as he cyni-
cally told the world in 1897. The appearance of devils and
she - devils among the freemasons, in impious and obscene
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ceremonials, had been taken seriously and as truth by grave
theologians. ) *

But political credulity, it must be owned, is even more far-
reaching than that of religion. When we remember that at
this very moment Frenchmen, Germans, Russians, English-
men, and Austrians, etc., believe that they all ought to be
soldiers and live in filthy barracks, passing their time in
grotesque exercises, and also that all citizens in European
countries spend for the glory of maintaining imaginary fron-
tiers, traced out on paper, sixteen million francs a day, to
keep men from staying in their own homes and minding
their own business, one feels that verily the age of reason has
not yet dawned on our poor little planet, and that voluntary
slavery is part of the patrimony of the human race.

Yes, we are still imperfect, and human credulity offers no
subject as worthy our attention as the incredulity that
springs from fixed ideas. Ilow difficult, thercfore, it is to
keep a just balance, and quietly to follow the dictates of pure
reason!

Yes, credulity exists everywhere, forming a balance per-
petually with unbelief. Let us beware of both of them. The
augurs of antiquity are not yet all dead ; progress has not
killed the successors of those priests of old who predicted
what was to happen by the entrails of victims, nor has it
given up belief in presages. The human mind does not move
quickly in matters of intelligence. I may here add, too, with
Humboldt, that presumptuous scepticism, which rejects facts
without investigating them, is more blameworthy in some re-
spects than irrational credulity.

It would be casy to multiply examples. I merely wish to
point out in this second chapter that we ought to be on our
guard against credulity, just as we should be against incredu-
lity. Both run to excess in opposite directions; we should
keep ourselves distant from both of ,them while engaged in
examining the extraordinary.facts of which we are about to
speak.

Let us deny nothing, let us assert nothing, let us observe’
impartially. That probably is the most difficult position we
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can maintain in this order of things. For my own part, I beg
‘those who may be tempted to accuse me either of credulity
or incredulity, rot to do so lightly, and not to forget that I
am always on my guard against either extreme. I uphold no
theory.. I AM A SEEKER AFTER TRUTH.



. CHAPTER III

OF TELEPATHIC COMMUNICATIONS MADE BY THE DYING,
AND OF APPARITIONS

Des fuits! Pas de phrases.

WE have thus far placed ounrselves on gnard against two
intellectual tendencies that hinder a free scarch for truth—
incredulity and credulity—and we will take great care to keep
our minds in a free and independent state, which is more in-
dispensable than it has ever been in the kind of studies to
which we arc about to apply ourselves. At each step we
shall knock up against one or more of our habitual scientific
ideas, and shall be forced to reject facts and to deny them
without sufficient examination. At every moment, too, when
once caught in the current, we shall fecl that we are gliding
too fast into acceptation of insufficiently explained phenom-
ena, and we shall be liable to fall into the absurdity of look-
ing for the causes of what never existed. May the positive
spirit of the experimental method to which our human race,
though still so base and barbarous, owes what little progress
it has made, not abandon us in our present rescarches.

I know well that the experimental method itself is not
perfect ; that it has even led eminent psychologists to doubt-
ing about everything. Taine has taught us -that “exterior
perception is a pure hallucination,” and that in our normal
condition we, althongh we may be healthy and reasonable,
have nothing but ‘““a series of hallucinations which lead to
nothing.” Berkeley, John Stuart Mill, and Bain huve deciared
that bodies have no real existence, which our own minds, un-
der illusion, have transformed into substances; and so with
other things around us. According to these three philoso-
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phers there is nothing real in  stane, in a bit of iron, in a
“tree, or in ap animal. One of our mosv pwafound French
mathematicians, whom I questioned recently on the suvjang
assured me that in his opinion there was nothing real but
sensations. How can you have sensations without a sentient
being ? Therefore, such a being must exist. If we admit-
ted my friend’s theory, the universe itself would exist only
in the imagination of men, and, consequently, could have had
- no existence until there were men upon the earth. I rather
think that such is the opinion of my very gifted friend, Ana-
tole France, and some of his contemporaries. Now astron-
omy and geology prove—without going further to seek—
that this world existed before man. And, then, if you
admit your own sensations, you cannot but admit those of
your neighbors. Therefore your neighbor exists as much
as you, and other beings must exist too, and likewise things.
We had better keep clear of too much transcendental reason-
ing. Zeno of Elea once demonstrated that an arrow in flight
i8 motionless, and Democritus that snow is a black substance.

Let us not indulge ourselves in the delights of paradox.
No doubt it is a very amusing game, and raises us for a
time above vulgar common-sense, but the younger Alexander
Dumas has shown us by his own example that the spirit of
paradox is not without its dangers, and that it sometimes
leads to what is absolutely false. Let us try, therefore, to
be serious, and upon our best behavior.

In order to know what we are about in the mysterious
world that we are now going to enter, and to draw some in-
structive observations from what we find there, we will begin
by a methodical classification of phenomena, and group

“together those which seem alike, endeavoring to educe con-
clusions from them which may seem to us well founded.
This object is worth some pains. It has relations to our-
selves, to our nature, our existence, and our future state.
These questions ought to be interesting to us. But of
course there are people who will shake their heads and
laugh, and who will feel superb contempt for our endeavor.
I hear them say :

4
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“You know perfectly well that such so-called glimpses
beyond our ordinary horizon are only imaginary, because for
us death ends all.” ’

But, no—we don’t know it; nor you, either. You know
nothing about it, and your affirmations, like your negations,
are mere words. All human aspirations protest against an-
nihilation. Ideality, dreams, hope, and justice cannot be
pure illusions any more than the bodies that we wear on
earth. Has not feeling the same right to be taken into
consideration as reason? Whatever may be our conclu-
sions, we are confronted by a real and important prob-
lem. ¢ The immortality of the soul,” wrote Pascal, ““is a
thing so important that only those who have lost all feel-
ing can rest indifferent to it, can be content to know if it is
not, or if it is.” Why need we despair of ever knowing the
nature of the thinking principle which impels us to know
whether it will survive the death and destruction of our bodies?
Will the investigations upon which we are about to enter give
us any certain ideas upon this subject ? Iossibly they may.

However that may be, I beg my readers when they peruse
these lines to be, if possible, neither too fixed in their opin-
ions (iniransigeants), radicals, atheists, materialists, Jews,
Protestants, Catholics, nor Mohammedans, but simply to
think for themselves. I am making an attempt to instruct,
nothing more. I have in this work no personal aim. Some
of my best friends assure me that I shall compromise myself
if I go too carnestly into that inquiry, that it is an act of im-
prudence, that it shows too much courage, and, in a word, is
very rash. I beg these good friends to consider that I am
nothing—nothing at all but a secker after {ruth, and that to
all that may be written, said, or thought about me I am abso-
lutely indifferent. No interest, no outside influences have
guided my steps.

It may be also objected that the subjects of which I treat
have been objects of search for many centuries, that nothing
hitherto has been found out, and that therefore nothing ever
will be found. According to such reasoning no knowledge
could ever have been gained.
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“ Vitum i{mpendere vero,” (Let us consecrate our lives to

¢ truth.) This was the motto of Jean Jacques Roussean.

Can there be a more noble one for any philosopher, for any
thinker?

We will try to draw up a statement like the legal inquiry
of a juge d’instruction in a French criminal case, for it will
contain human clements which we must take into account,
and these phenomena are not so simple as an astronomical
observation nor an experiment in physics. Our.first duty
will be to follow a strict method of study, and to begin by a
classification of the facts to be examined.

We will commence by instances of telepathic manifestations
from the pyiNa. I say mamifestations, not merely appari-
tions, that I may gather together a number of facts of which
visible apparitions from only a portion.

The word felepathy has been known to the public for some
years. It was etymologically constructed like the words tele-
scope, telegraph, telephone, from the Greck roots rpe, fur
off, and =dfoc, sensation. Sympathy and antipathy have the
same etymological derivation. It simply means, therefore,
‘“to be warned by some kind of sensation of a thing which is
passing at a distance.”’ In the course of the facts with
which we are about to deal we meet at every step nncertain
or exaggerated stories, doubtful accounts, and observations
that have no value because they show no critical spirit. We
must therefore proceed with extreme prudence—I was about to
write mistrust—inadmitting these facts, and we should throw
out at once all that appear to us uncertain. In this case,
more, perhaps, than in any other, we need to take into account
the judgment, the knowledge, aud the moral and intellectual
value of the persons who report them. A love of the ex-
traordinary or the marvellous may sometimes transform into
fantastic events very ordinary happenings which could be ex-
plained in the easiest way in the world. I know persons

1 The word telesthesia would be preferable and more exact, for wdafog
indicates a morbid state, a state of sickness, which has nothing to do
with this subject, while aiofnoic means scnsitiveness or sensibility, We
have nothing to do with pathological cases.
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who might tell me stories for a year, with a great expenditure
of apparent proofs and eloquent demonstratigns, and of all*
their narratives I should not belicve a word, any more than
I do the protestations of certain deputies and cabinet minis-
ters. There are others, on the contrary, whose character
at once inspires ms with confidence, a confidence which
cvents are sure to justify. In my search for facts to be
studied on this subject these principles of elementary pru-
dence have carefully guided me, and I hope I have never
relied on any report unless I could feel that its authenticity
was vouched for by the enlightened scientific spirit of those
who have had the goodness to trust it to me, or been guided
at least by my own knowledge of their sound judgment and
good faith.

I willlay before my readers, in the first place, a number of
things observed by various persons, of which we will attempt,
as I have said, a methodical classification. In drawing up
this statement on which we are to form a judgment, we need
a large number of authentic fucts before our eyes. Expla-
nations and theories will come afterwards. We are workmen
pursuing the experimental plan.

We will begin by certain manifestations, strange and inex-
plicable, made to the living, who were far away, by their
dying friends at the moment of dissolution; we do not speak
of the dead, and our readers should observe the distinction.

We begin by manifestations from the dying made to persons
in a normal state,of health, wide awake—not during sleep, nor
indreams. There are manifestations that are made in dreams
which ought not to be considered as of no value, bat they will
be considered in another chapter.

My excellent friend General Parmentier, one of onr most
distinguished and most trusted savants, sends me the two fal-
lowing facts, which oceurred in his own family.'

! M. Parmenticr is an artillery officer, a general of division, president of
the French alliance for the promotion of the French language in foreign
countries, vice-president of the Astronomical Society of France and of
the Geographical Society, former president of the committee of fortifica-
tions, a pupil of the fc6le Polytechnique, grand officer of the Legion of
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I. ‘‘Several persons had met for a breakfast-party given at Andlau in
dAlsace. They waiged for the master of the nouse, who had gone out hunt-
ing ; but time passed and they sat down at table without him, his wife
saying it could not be long before he came in. They began breakfast
very merrily, expecting every minute to see the too-zealous votary of
St. Hubert appear. But time went on. Every one was astonished at
the length of the delay, when suddenly, though the day was calm and
the heavens blue, the window of the dining-room, which was wide open,
was shut violently with a great noise, and opened wi‘g’e again immediately.
The guests were surprised, astonished that this could have happened
without overturning a decanter of water which was standing on a table
close to the window, but the decanter remained undisturbed. Those who
had seen it and heard the noise could not understand anything of what
had occurred. ‘Something dreadful has happened !” cried the lady of
the house, rising from the table. The breakfast was suspended. Three-
quarters of an hour later the dead body of the sportsman was bronght in
on a stretcher. He had received a load of shot full in his heart. 1le died
immediately, having only time to exclaim: ‘* My wife ! my poor chil-
dren !”

Now here is a fact whose coincidence has to be explained.
At first its details seem commonplace and absurd. What sig-
nified the strange movement of the window ? And what had
it to do with the young man’s death ? Would it not be mere
loss of time to treat so insignificant an incident as a serious
matter ? .

The frogs of Galvani were also-insignificant, so was the
saucepan of Papin, but electricity and steam are of vast im-
portance.

Not long ago lightning struck a man who was out in an
open field, but did him no harm except to tear off his shoes
and fling them twenty yards away, pulling out every one of
the nails in their soles.

Lightning another time completely stripped a young peas-
ant girl, leaving her naked lying on the ground. Her clothes
were found afterwards hanging in a tree.

Another time it killed a laborer at the very moment when
he was putting a piece of bread into his mouth for his break-

Honor, etc. I mention these things that such of my readers as do not
know him personally may judge of his character and what he Las ac-

complished.
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fast. Heremained in the same position. When some one came
up to him and touched him, he crumbled toyashes, but his’
clothes were not burned.

The freaks of nature ought not to prevent our studying its
phenomena. But very much the contrary.

No doubt on first hearing the story of the sportsman at
Andlau, our immediate impulse would be to deny the facts at
once. But certainly it is not to be supposed that the story
could have been invented in all its parts, nor that it could be
wholly false, for the circumstances contained in it and the
character of the narrator at once put an end to that idea. But
we might suggest that the movement of the window had been
occasioned by some common cause, a breeze, a shock, a cat,
or something of the kind, and that its coincidence with the
gportsman’s tragic death made it secm, after the event, of more
importance. We can hardly, however, accept this supposition,
because the mistress of the house and her guests were so im-
pressed by it.

Here is what seems to me to be the fact :

The window was not shut, the bottle of water proves it,
and this circumstance was remarked at the time. Before
beginning to analyze these facts we may consider if the lady
and the other persons present could not have had an ¢llusion
both of sight and sound, the sensation of a phenomenon that
was taking place, and that their brains had been deeply im-
pressed by something exterior to themselves.

We might think that this something exterior to themselves
was_the psychlc force of the dying wmgn, whom they tere
‘every moment expecting, who should have been sitting with
them at table; might he not have been transported thither
in thonght, which in that effort exhausted its last energy?
Wireless telegraphy.

Why is it maunifested in this fashion ?

How could the cerebral impression have been made on
more than one person at once ?

How? Why?

Tes pourquot, dit le dieu, me finiraient jamass.

We are in the midst of a mystery, and all we can do is to
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form an hypothesis. Of course, if this story stood by itself,

‘we might pasg it over without notice, but it is one of a great
number of similar experiences that we have here to relate,
many of them still more remarkable. Let us for the present
say no more about explanations but continue.

Iere is a second instance of telepathic transmission at
the moment of death, not less singular, probably more so,
which T owe to the kindness of General Parmentiere who
vouches for its authenticity.

II. “Wewercat Schlestadt inthe Department of the Bas-Rhine. It was
a warm summer night. The door of communication between the bed-
room and the salon had been left open, and in the salon two windows
d been raised and were kept open by chairs whose backs touched them.
The father and mother of M. Parmentier were asleep.

“ Suddenly Madame Purmentier was awakened by her bed being shaken
from top to bottom. She was astonished and somewhat alarmed; she
woke her husband, and told him what had occurred.

" **Suddenly a second shock took place, this time very violent. General
Purmentier’s father thought it was an earthquake, though earthquakes
are very rare in Alsace. . He got up, lit a candle, and seeing .nothing

unusual went to bed again. But, immediately after, the bed was again
shaken violently; then came a great noise in the next room, as if the
windows were shut violently and all their panes were broken. The
earthquake seemed to continue worse than ever. M. and Madame Par-
mentier got out of bed and went to examine what mischief had been done
in the salon ; they found nothing. The windows were wide open, the
chairs were in their places, the night was calm, the sky clear and full of
stars. There was neither earthquake nor wind-storm, the noise and com-
motion had been fictitious. M. and Madame Parmentier lived au premier;
on the rez-de-chaussée, og the floor below them, lived an elderly woman
whose wardrobe creakeg abominably every time she opened or shut the
door. This disagreeable creak they had heard among the noises, and had
asked each other what could induce the old lady at that hour to be
cpening and shutting her wardrobe door.

‘“ When they found that there had been nothing to cause noise or con-
fusion in the salon, that the windows were still open and the furniture
unmoved, Madame Parmentier grew frightened. She began to think
something had happened to her friends, to her father or mother, who,
having been recently married, she had left shortly before at Strasbourg,
and who were all, as she thought, in perfect health.

*“But she soon after heard that her old governess, whom she had not
seen since her marriage, and who had gone back to Vienna to her family
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in Austria, had died that same might, and that before she died she had
several times expressed regret that she had been separsged from her dear’
pupil, for whom she had a warm attachment.”

This is a second fact, which has some analogy with the
other, and which seems to show the same things. An im-
pression sent from the brain of a dying person impressed the
brain of another more than three hundred miles away, and
gave it the sensation ‘of extraordinary and unusual noises.
Could this impression®have struck either directly or through
sympathy the brains of two persons at the same time ?

When next day Madame Parmentier asked her neighbor
in the rez-de-chaussée if she had opened her creaking closet
in the middle of the night, if she had been shaken in her bea,
and if she had heard unusual noises, the answer was no, and
ghe added that, beingan old woman, she was a poor sleeper,’
and if anything unusunal had odcurred she must have known
it. - The psychic despatch had thegrefore reached only the
two beings en rapport with the dying woman from whom it
came.

No doubt we feel surprise at the materialness, the com-
monplaceness, the vulgarity even, of this manifestation, and
we can also say, M. and Madame Parmenticr’s senses de-
ceived them ; it was an hallucination without a cause; it was
mere chance, a mere coincidence. But it is our duty to look
into things withont previous prejudice for or against them,
and to seek to discover, if possible, the laws that control
them.

Let us go on, for the value of our facts is increased by their
accumulation, sinae we are dealing with coincidences.

III. M. André Bloch, a young musician of great talent,
who took the prixz de Rome, and is a member of the Astro-
nomical Society of France, sent me recently a fact of the same
kind, that came under his observation in 1896 :

“My pEaf MasTER,—It was in June, 1896. My mother came to
Rome to join me during the last two years of my residence in Italy, and
she lived near the Académie de France, in a family pension in the Via
Gregoriana, where you yourself once lived.
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“¢ Ag at this time T had still somme work to finish before I could go back
" to France, my mther, in order not to interrupt me, went about the city
by herself, and only came to join me about mid-day at the Villa Medici

where we breakfasted together. Well | one day I saw her coming, in a
state of great excitement, at eight o’clock in the morning. When 1 asked
her what had happened, she told me that when she was dressing she had
suddenly seen beside her her nephew René Kraemer, who looked at her
and suid, as if laughing at her surprise, * Yes, tndeed, I am quite dead.

¢ V(;ry much frightened, she made haste to come to me. I quieted her
as much as possible, and then turned our conversation on other subjects.

“Two weeks later we both got back to P&ris, after having travelled
through a portion of Italy, and then we heard of the death of my cousin
René, which had taken place on June 12, 1896, in the apartment his
parents occupied, 31 Rue de Moscow. He was fourteen years old.

# * Thanks to some work I was finishing in Rome at the time of my
mother’s visit, I can verify the date, and even the hour, when this phe-
nomenon took place. On that day my little cousin, who had been ill
with peritonitis for some days, was dying at §jx in the morning, and died
at mid-day, after having several times expressed his desire to see his aunt
Berthe, my mother.

“ It should be observed tMat in none of the numerous letters we re-
ceived from Paris had any word been saM about my cousin’s iliness. My
mother’s great affection for the boy was well known, and she would have
gone back to Paris had she heard that the least thing was the matter with
bim. They did not even telegraph to us the n2ws of his death.

‘I may add that when it is six in the morning at Paris, clocks in Rome,
by reason of the difference of longitude, say seven, amd it was precisely at
that hour that my wmether had the vision.

‘“ ANDRE Broca.
¢11 Place Malesherbes, Paris.”

The fact observed by Madame Bloch is of the same kind as
the two preceding. At the hour when the dying boy was
losing consciousness of earthly things he was earnestly think-
ing of his aunt, whom he loved with filial tenderness, and
whom she loved in return like her own son. May not the
psychic force of the dying lad have manifested itself without
losing its boyish character? A boy of fourteen may well have
said, laughing, “Well, yes! T am just dead.”

All this may be denied ; denial is always possible. But what
have we to prove that it wasnot so? Isit not better to be sin-
cere, and own that these coincidences are at least remarkable,
although we cannot understand them in the present condition
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of omg' knowledge ? The hypothesis of an hallucination with-
out a cause is not worth serious consideratiors Let us put
words agide and seek.

M. ’ de Kerkhove wrote to me in February, 1889:

IV. *“On the 25th of August, 1874, being in Texas, in the United
States, towards sunset, after dinner I was sitting smoking my pipe in
the lower hall of the house in which I lived, looking towards the sea,
wgfth a door opening to the northwest on my right hand.

“1 was siiting at the spot marked A,
Suddenly between the door-posts of the
door, marked B, I saw distinctly my aged

O — B grandfather. I was in a sort of quicscent

A ——‘ state, semi-conscious of my own peace

and comfort, as & man is When his diges-
tion is good and be has just eaten a good
dinner. I felt no astonishment at seeing
my grandfather. Indeed, at the moment I was in a semi-vegetable state,
and was thinking of nothing, but at last I said to myself :
<1t is strange how those rays of the setting sun makes everything
pu even the face of my grandfather, and the folds of his garments.’
.ap fact, the sun was setting at that moment, a brilliant red, and
threw its last rays from the horizon diagonally through the door into the
hall. My grandfather’s face wore its usual look of kindness ; he smiled
and appeared bappy. Suddeniy he disappeared as the sun went down,
and I woke as from a dream, with the conviction that I had seen an ap-
parition. Six wecks later I heard in a letter that my grandfather had
died during the night of August 25th-26th, between one and two o'clock
in the morning. Between Belgium, where my grandfather died, and
Texas, where I was, there is a difference in time of five hours and a half.
The sun setting in Texas at seven o’clock corresponded to the time in
Belgium at which my grandather died.”

Some might say that here was a mere illusion produced by
the rays of the setting sun. This is not likely, for M. de
Kerkhove distinctly recognized his grandfather, and we
ought especially to notice in all these experiences that the
date of the apparition coincides exactly with the date of
the death.

On November 10, 1890, the following letter was written to
me from Christiania :

V. “My DEAR MasteR,~Your work Urande induces me to make

known to you an event told me personally by the individual to whom it
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. "
happened. It was M. Vogler, & Danish doctor, who lives at Gudun,
near Alborg, in futland.” M. Vogler is a man in excellent health, both
mentally and bodily ; he is of an honest, straightforward disposition,
without the least tendency to any neurastbenic or imaginativ@® turn of
mind—quite the contrary. "

* When a young medical student he was travelling in Germany with
Count Schimmuelmann, a man well known among the nobles of Hol-
stein. They were about the same age. At one of the university towns
of Ger‘nany, where they had resolved to stay some time, they hired a
small house. The count occupied the lower floor and M. Vogler the
floor above him ; the frout door and the staircase belonged to them both. |

“One night, M. Vogler having gone to bed, was still reading. Suddenly
he heard the front door at the foot of the staircase opened and shut.
He took no notice of this, thinking his friend had come in. However,
a minute after he lheard steps, as if some one was walking wear-
ily up the stairs. The steps stopped at his door. He next saw his
door opened, but nobody came in. He still heard the steps, however,
which came along the floor of his chamber and drew near his bed. He
could see nothing, though all the time there was plenty of light in the
chamber. When the steps, by the sound, scemed to have come close
to his bed, he heard a heavy sigh, which he recognized to be thagpf his
grandmother, whom he had left in good health in Denmark. ?t"}he
same time he recognized the stcps upon the stairs as the slow and drag-
ging steps of an old woman,

‘ He noted the exact time of this, for instantly he felt intuitively that
his grandmother was dying, and he wrote it down on paper. Later a
letter from home informed him of the sudden death of the old lady, who
had loved him best of all ber grandchildren. It was found that she died
exactly at the hour he had noted down on paper; and thus the good lady
had bidden farewell to the grandson she dearly loved, and who did not
even know that she was ill at the time of her death.

*“EDOUARD [AMBRE,
“‘Attorney-at-Law, Secretary to the Burcau of
. ‘“ Public Works at Christiania.”

That this young man was warned of his grandmother’s
dcath by hearing steps and by a sigh must be admitted.

Madame Féret, at Juvisy, mother of the postmistress of
that place, wrote to me in December, 1898 :

VI. “The fact I have to relate took place some time ago, but I remem-
ber it as if it were yesterday, for it made a great impression on me, and
if I were to live a hundred years I would never forget it. It was dur-
ing the Crimean War, in 1855, I was living then in the Rue de la Tour,
at Passy.
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“One day about breakfast-time, that is, about noon, I went down into
the cellar. A ray of sunshine came through the grucj'ng and lit up the
dirt floor. The part it lighted up looked suddenly to me like the sand
upon a beach, and stretched upon it lay one of my cousins, an officer
in command of a battalion. Much frightened, I dared not go a step
farther. I could hardly get up the steps again. The family, when
they saw how troubled and pale 1 was, overwhelmed me with questions.
When I told them what I had seen they began to langh.

‘A fortnight after we received the sad news of the death of Major
Solier. He had died while being discmbarked at Varna, and the date
of his death corresponded to the day when I saw Lim stretched out on

he sand in the cellar.”

It is as difficult to explain this fact as the preceding ones,
in the present state of our knowledge. No doubt some one
will say that this was a case in which a ray of sunlight
played its part, that the young girl was thinking of her
cousin, that she had heard much talk of the number of
deaths in the army, of cholera, of wounds, of sickness, and
the innunmerable dangers of this most stupid and uncalled
for of all wars, and that what she saw was an illusion. This
is easily said! Madame Féret is absolutely sure that she
saw the officer very distinctly, she saw with her own eyes her
cousin lying on the sand, and it was on the beach he fell,
when, dying of cholera, he was put ashore at Varna. Let us
also notice the coincidence of the date. May we not rationally
think that the officer, feeling himself dying on the shore of
a strange land, would have naturally thought of the France
he would never sce again, of Paris, of his parents, of the
young cousin, the remembrance of whose sweet face may
have charmed his last moments ? I do not suppose for an in-
stant that his cousin in Paris really saw the beach at Varna;
on the contrary, I believe that the cause of the vision was
far off on the Turkish shore, and that there was telepathic
communication between the dying man and his young ceusin.

Let us pass in review some morve of these curious manifes-
tations, and then sum up the fucts. Theories and explana-
tions can come later. The more reports we have of facts,
the more we may feel that the statement of our case makes
progress. I received a few days since a letter from a deputy,
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a well-known poet, a man much esteemed for the sincerity of
his convictiont and the disinterestedness of his life:

VIIL. ‘ DEARMASTER AND FRIEND,—It was in 1871. I was of the age
when one plucks flowers in life’s fleld, as you gather stars in the
heavens, but in a moment when I had forgotten my daily posey I wrote
an article which landed me for a certain number of years in prison.
Everything comes with a sharp point to those who have not learned
how to wait. So I was in the prison Saint Pierre at Marscilles. There
also was Gaston Crémicux, who was condemned to death. I was very
fond of Crémicux ; we had drcamed the same dreams, and had fallen
on the same reality. In prison, at the hour for excrcise, it happened one
day that while we had the happiness to converse, that the talk fell on
God and the immortality of the soul. Some of our fellow-prisoners
were proclaiming themselves atheists and materialists with great vele-
mence. I made them understand, after a sign from Crémicux, that it was
not proper to boast of unbelief in the presence of a man under sen-
tence ot death, who believed both in God and the future life of the soul.
Crémieux said to me afterwards: ‘I thank you, my friend, and when
they shoot me I will come to your cell and give you proof of im-
mortality.’

* On the morning of November 30th, at break of day, I was awakened
suddenly by the noise of little taps upon my table. I turned over, the
noise ccased, and I fell asleep again. Some moments after the taps
were again audible. Then I jumped out of bed and stood fully awake
before the table. The noise went on, and was resumed once or twice,
just the same.

‘Every morning on getting up Thad been in the habit of going, thanks
to the complicity of a kind-hearted turnkey, into the cell of Gaston Cré-
micux, where he always had ready for me a cup of coffee. That day, ag
usual, I repaired to our rendezvous. Alas! there were great seals on
the cell door, and I could see, by looking through the spy-hole (known
a8 a judas), that my friend was not there. I had just made this terrible
discovery when the kind turnkey, in tears, threw himself into my arms.

“““They shot him this morning at daybreak I he cried ; ‘ but he died
bravely.’

‘“ When we met that day in the prison-yard there was great emotion
among the other prisoners. Then I suddenly remembered the taps T
had heard that morning on my table. I cannot tell what foolish fear of
being ‘chaffed’ hindered me from telling my companions in misfortune
what had taken place in my ccll at the very moment when Crémieux
was dying, with a dozen balls in his breast. I told one of them, how-
ever, Francis Roustan, who at once gave it as his opinion that grief had
made me crazy.
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““Buch is the story that I told you theother evening. T have written it
down just as it recurs to me as I hold the pen. Makegany use of it that
you may think useful in prosecuting your researches, but do not enter-
tain the same opinion of my state of mind as my friend Roustan, for
-grief could not have made me mad in one moment before any knowledge
of my friend’s death had reached me. I was in my ordinary condition.

I was not expecting the execution, and I heard distinctly the sounds on
the table. 'This is the naked truth. Crovis HuGuEs.”

According to this it would seem that at the very moment
when Gaston Crémieux was shot (he had been condemned on
June 238th for taking part in the Commune at Marseilles), his
spirit, acting on the brain of his friend, had given him a sen-
sation, an echo, a repercussion of the scene in which he was
the victim. The firing could not have been heard from the
prison (it took place at the light-house), and the noise was
repeated several times. This fact is as strange as all the
preceding ones, but it is surely difficult to deny that it took
place.

Further on in this work we will discuss explanatory theo-
ries. Let us now go on with our reports, comparing them
with one another. The collection is very curious and very
varied.

- A distinguished sevanf, M. Alphonse Berget, a doctor in
science, holding a position in the physical laboratory of the
Sorbonne, and examiner to the Faculty of Sciences in Paris,
has hurriedly sent me the following narration :

VIII. ¢ My mother was a young girl and engaged to my
father, who was a captain of infantry. When the thing took
place she was living at Schlestadt, in the house of her parents.

¢She had had as a friend from her childhood a young girl
named Amélic M., who was blind. Amélie was the grand-
danghter of an old colonel of dragoons who had served in the
First Empire. Being left an orphan, she lived with her grand-
parents. She was a fine musician, and often sang with my
mother.

““When she was about eighteen she made up her mind to
embrace a religious life, for which she had a real vocation, and
ghe took the veil in a convent at Strasbourg. At first she
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wrote frequently to my mother, but after a time her letters
came less ofter, and at last, as usually happens in such cases,
the correspondence ceased.

“ Amélie had been in religion about three years, when one.
day my mother went up to the garret to look for something
she was anxious to find. All at once she ran back to the
salon uttering loud cries, and fell down unconscious. = They
flew to her help, lifted her up, and she came to herself, crying
with sobs:

€ <Qh, it is horrible! Amélic is dying—she ¢s dead, for 1
have just heard her singing as only a person who is dead could
sing I’

““And another nervous seizure again made her lose her
senses.

¢« Half an hour after this, Colonel M. rushed like a madman
into my grandfather’s house, holding a despatch in his hand.
The despatch was from the Mother Superior of the convent
at Strasbourg, and contained only these words: ¢Come.
Your granddanghter very ill.” The colonel took the first
train, reached the convent, and heard that the Sister had died
at three o’clock precisely, the hour of the nervous attack ex-
perienced by my mother.

¢ This fact has been often told me by my mother, my grand-
mother, and my father, who were present, as well as my uncle
and aunt, all of whom bear testimony that they had witnessed
this strange incident.”

This fact is not less worthy of attention than those that
have preceded it. The name of the narrator is a sure
guarantee for its anthenticity. Romance and imagination had
nothing whatever to do with it; and the hypothesis that
would explain it seems the same as in the case of others.
Madame Berget’s friend at the very moment of her death, was
thinking, intensely, it would seem, and possibly with much
regret, of the dear friend of her childhood, and from Stras-
bourg to Schlestadt the strong emotion of her soul was in-
stantaneously communicated to the brain of Madame Berget,
giving her the illusion of a celestial voice singing a sweet

- mejody. How was this done ? In what manner? Wedo not
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know. But it would be unscientific to reject a real coinci-
dence, a relation between cause and effect, a%psychical phe-
nomenon for the sole reason that we cannot explain it.

‘Chance is so great !” says one. Yes, so it is, no doubt,
but let us be careful lest we be influenced by long-settled
opinions. Can chance explain these coincidences by the doc-
trine of probabilities ? This is the point that we shall soon
have to examine.

But let us not waste time, we have many other documents.

Madame Ulric de Fonviclle told me, on the 17th of January
of the present year (1899), the following incident observed
by herself and by all her family.

I1X. She lived at Rotterdam. One night about eleven the
household, according to their usual custom, had family
prayers, then each went to his or her own chamber. Madame
de Fonvielle Lhad been in bed but a few minutes, and was still
awake, when she saw before her at the foot of her old-fash-
ioned bedstead with its canopy, that its curtains were pulled
aside, and one of her carly friends (whose name was never
mentioned in the family and whom she had not seem for three
years becausc of some misunderstanding with her family)
stood before her, as distinctly as if she had been a living
person. She was dressed in a large white wrapper, her black
hair hung loose upon her shoulders, she looked fixedly at her
former friend with her great black eyes, and, stretching out
her hand to her, said in Dutch:

¢ Madame, I am going away now. Can you forgive me ?”

Madame de Tonvielle sat up in bed and stretched out
her own hand to grasp the hand extended to her, but the
vision disappearcd suddenly.

The room was lighted by a night-lamp, and everything in
it was visible. Just then the clock struck the hour of mid-
night. ‘ '

The next morning as Madame de Fonvielle was telling her
mother of this extraordinary apparition there was aring at the
front door. It was a telegram from the Hague with these
words: ‘“ Marie died last night at 11.45.”

M. Ulric de Fonviclle also assured me that the facts of 4ho
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apparition and of the coincidence between its appearance
and the youmy girl’s death are incontestable. He knows
nothing to explain its phenomenon, and, like us, is search-
ing for a cause.

On the 20th of last March (1899), I received the following
letter:

X. “ My DEAR MASTER,—You have asked me to write down the case of
presentiment, second-sight, suggestion, or apparition that I mentioned
to you.

“I was about to go to the Naval School. I was waiting, ready to enter
it, at Paris, in the Rue Ville I'Evégne, where my mother was living. We
had a man-servant, a Piedmontese, who was very intelligent and much
devoted to us, but he was very sceptical, with certainly no tendency to
credulity. If I may use the popular expression: ‘he believed in neither
God nor devil.’

** One cvening abeut six o’clock he rushed into the salon, bis face look-
ing convulsed: ‘ Madame!” he cried, ‘Madame! a great misfortune has
befallen me! My mother is just dead! Just now I was in my bed-
room. I was rather tired, and had lain down for a moment, when the
door opened. There was my mother, pale, and looking very weak, stand-
ing on the threshold and making me a gesture of farewell. I rubbed
my eyes. Ithought it wasan hallucimation ; but no, I saw her perfectly.
I sprang towards her to clasp her in my arms. She disappeared. She is
dead I The poor fellow was crying. What I can myself testify is that
a few days later the news arrived in Paris that his mother had died the
very day and hour when he had seen her.

‘““BARON DESLANDES,

‘‘ Former officer in the Navy,
“20 Rue de Larochefoucauld, Paris.’”

The Baroness Staffe, whose charming books are in every-
one’s hands, has communicated to me the two following
cases:

XI. Madame S., who became French after her marriage,
and belonged to a celebrated medical family, was truth it-
self. She would have died rather than be guilty of a false-
hood. This is what she told me. When she grew up she
was living in England, though she was not of a British fam-
ily. When she was sixteen she became engaged to a young
man, an officer in the army of India.

One spring day, at the sea-side, where she was living, she
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was leaning over the balcony of het father’s house and think-
ing of her absent lover. Suddenly she saw hiln in the gar-
den, opposite to her, but he was very pale and emaciated.
Nevertheless, she was delighted to see him, and calling out joy-
ously, ““ Harry ! Harry !” she flew down-stairs. She hurriedly
opened the door, expecting to see her beloved. There wasno
one. She rushed into the garden, examined the spot where
she had seen him, shook all the bushes, looked everywhere
—there was no Ilarry.

Her friends followed her. They tried to calm her; they
wanted to persuade her that it was an illusion. She would
only repeat, “But I saw him! I saw him !” and remained
sad and uneasy. Some time after this she was informed
that far out at sea her betrothed had died suddenly of some
disorder, on the very day and hour when she saw him in the
garden.

XII. Bernadine was an old servant, very ignorant; she
had never so much as heard of spiritualism, and people said
she was given at times to too much liquor.

One evening she had gone down into the cellar to draw
some beer, but she came back almost immediately with her
pitcher empty, looking pale and ready to drop. They all
came around her, saying, * What’s the matter, Bernadine ?”

I have just seen my daughter—my daughter in America.
She was dressed all in white; she looked ill. She said to
me, ¢ Good-bye, mother.””

““You are out of your senses. Iow could you have seen
your danghter ? She is in New York.”

“1 did see her. 1 did hear her. Ah, what does that
mean? She must be dead !”

We all said to one another, ¢ Bernadine has taken a drop
too much.”

But she remained inconsolable, and the next post from
America, after the incident, brought Bernadine news of the
death of her daughter. She died on the day and at the hour
when her mother had seen her and had recognized her voice.

M. Binet, a typographer at Soissons, sent me the follow-
ing account of a circumstance which happened to himself :
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XIII. ¢“Méziéres, my native village, had been destroyed by
a bombardmeft which lasted only thirty-six hours but made
many victims. Among these was the little daughter of our
landlord, who was cruelly wounded. She was eleven or
twelve years of age. At this time I was fifteen, and very
often played with Leontine—that was her name.

¢ About the beginning of March I went to pass a few days
at Domchéry. Before 1 left home I knew that the poor lit-
tle thing could never get better, but change of place and
boyish carelessness made me forget by degrees the sorrows I
had witnessed and the terrible scenes I had been through.
I slept by myself in a long narrow room, the window of
which looked out into the country. One evening, when I
had gone to bed as usual at nine o’clock, I could not sleep,
which was something remarkable, for as soon as dinner was
over I could generally have slept standing. The moon was
full and very bright. It lit up the garden and threw a strong
ray of light into my chamber.

““As I could not go to sleep I listened to the town clocks
striking the hours, which secemed to me very long. I gazed
steadily at the window, which was just opposite to my bed, and
at half-past twelve I thoughtI saw a ray of moonshine moving
slightly, then a shadowy, luminous form floated past, at first
like a great white robe, then it took a bodily shape, and com-
ing up to my bed, stood there smiling at me. I uttered a
cry of, < Leontine!?” Then the bright shade, gliding as be-
fore, disappeared from the foot of my bed.

““Some days later I went home, and before any one had
spoken to me of Leontine, I told them my vision. On the
day and in the hour when she appeared to me the poor child
had died.”

M. Castex-Degrange, assistant director of the Ecole des
Beaux Arts, at Lyons, sends me the following :

XIV. <My father-in-law, M. Clermont, a doctor of medi-
cine, friend and pupil of Doctor Potham, who has just died
in Paris, had a brother, father of the said doctor, who lived
in Algeria. One morning my father-in-law, who was not in
the least anxious about his brother, whom he believed to be



OF TELEPATHIC COMMUNICATIONS

in perfect health, was in bed. Béfore going out to visit his
patients it was his custom to take a cup of 'coffee in bed.
Ue was partaking of this little repast, and talking to his wife,
who was sitting near him, when suddenly the bed under him
received a shock so violent that he was thrown backward,
and the cup of coffee he held in his hand was spilled.

< Later bhe found that at that very hour her brother had
died in Algeria. He had gone out bathing in the sea, when
gsomething in the water either bit him or pricked him sharply
in the heel. Lockjaw set in, and thirty houars after he died.”

M. Chaband, former chief of a great school in Paris, a pro-
fessor much estcemed, to whom very many of his former
pupils are grateful for excellent instruction, sends me the fol-
lowing report of what happened to himself :

XV. ¢« Part of my childhood was passed at Limoges, with
an old uncle who spoiled me exceedingly, and whom I called
grandpapa. We lived in the first story of a house, in the
basement of which there was a restaurant.

“I own with shame that I often amused myself by playing
tricks on the proprietor of this establishment. Among other
naughty things I did I one day rushed suddenly into his
kitchen and screamed out, ¢Pere Garat! come quick —my
uncle wants you.” lle at once left his sancepans and rushed
up to our door, where I stood laughing.

¢ Of course he was very angry with me and swore at meas he
went down-stairs, but his threats did not frighten me, though
I took good care to keep out of his reach.

“When it was fine we often walked towards the Pont Neuf
on the Toulouse road. One evening in May, 1851, when I was
ten years old, between six and seven o’clock (I can tell the
time exactly, for my memory of these events is very clear), we
were* going out as usual, when my uncle chancing to see
Madame Ravel, daughter of the restaurateur, said to her

«<Ilow is M. Garat ?’

“¢Very bad, M. Chabrol.”

“¢Shall T go in and see him ?” (My uncle was a doctor.)

<1t would be of no use, M. Chabrol. My poor father is
dying.’
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¢ Therenpon we went out, my old uncle much troubled,
but I was very* happy to be out-doors.

¢ As soon as we were in the street, or rather on the boule-
vard (de la Corderie), I started my hoop and ran after it. I
give these details, which are certainly not to my credit, to
show my state of mind at the time; my heart and my brain
were quite free from preoccupation, for I humbly confess that,
far from being sorry for the poor restaurant-keeper, I never
thought about him at all. I regret to say so, but it is the
truth.

““Not far from the Pont Neuf the road to Toulouse divides.
One part leads to the Place de ’Hotel de Ville, the other to
the Place de la Cite.

¢“When we got there I stopped suddenly, for I saw M. Ga-
rat coming towards us, walking quietly in the middle of the
road. With three bounds I ran back to my uncle.

““<Bon papa,” I cried, ‘M. Garat is up and out. Don't
you see him yonder, a few yards away ¥’

‘“<What are you saying ¥’ replied my uncle, white as a
sheet.

¢<The truth, bon papa. There is M. Garat—see! Just
look at him with his white cotton night-cap, his blue blouse,
and his cane. Why, there! he is beginning to cough.’

¢¢“Go up to him.’

‘I did go as near as I dared, so as not to be within reach of
his hand, which I fancied was making a gesture by no means
reassuring.

1 drew back in good order to the side of my uncle, who
said, ¢ Let us go home.’

‘I rushed on before him. When I reached the house M.
Garat had been dead five minutes, just the time it had taken
me to scamper home.

“I started back to tell the news to my uncle, who stag-
gered, and said not a word."

““These are the exact facts of the strange experience that
you asked me to write down for you.

“'Though I am sure of what I saw, and saw distinctly, nearly
fifty years ago, when I was nothing but a boy, people may ob-
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ject that I was deceived by a likeness, or that my senses were
the sport of a delusion, but who will say that a1? old naval sar-
geon like my uncle, a man not credulous by nature, and little
prone to it by his profession, was likely to have been deceived
by what he saw in full daylight at mid-day?”

During the time when I was busied in examining these
inexplicable manifestations and apparitions of the dying,
which was in the early months of 1899, it of course chanced
that I talked with many persons on the subject, some at my
own house, and others elsewhere. I soon ascertained that
the majority were in a state of the most complete scepticism,
and had never seen anything of the kind, but there was a
remainder who did know of the existence of such things. I
made a caleulation that at lcast one person in twenty had
observed something of that nature or had heard such things
related by those around them. Such persons, I thought,
might furnish me experiences at first hand.

I have now related fifteen cuses reported to me by people
with whom I had personally direct relations, and 1 I:ad received
the recital of twenty others of the same kind,» when an idea
occurred to me that I might do in France what had been done
in England a few years since—that is, set on foot an inquiry
as'to individual experiences in matters of this kind.

This scemed to me an excellent way of securing authentic
testimony of ascertaining its value. I published the first
chapters of this work in the monthly magazine of my learned
and excellent friend Adolphe Brisson, Annales Politiques et
Litteraires, whose subseribers form an immense family, in
frequent communication with its editors. There is a sort of
intimacy among them that I never observed elsewhere, save
in the Bulletin Mensuel de la Société Astronomique de France,

! Notably by M. F. Delonde, an ex-deputy, president of the Optical
Society in Paris; by M. Craponne, an engineer at Lyons; by M. Dor-
chain, a French literary man at Paris; by Madame Ida Cail in Paris;
by M. Merger at Chaumont in the Haute Marne ; by Madame la Com-
tesse de Mouzay at Rambouillet ; by Madame G. de Mave at Javisy, ete.
1 could also find instances in Uranie and in Stella. That of M. Bestis
very characteristic.
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and formerly among those of the Magazin DPittoresque.
This kind of fumily feeling does not exist among the readers
of the daily papers, or even among subseribers to more im-
portant reviews. A commuuity of ideas makes & link be-
tween readers and managers—not that such an association
becomes a kind of church whose members are expected to
think after the same pattern, there is among these people
simply a community of feeling, a good understanding, a de-
sire to unite for common objects, and to help each other if
they can in the same researches. Such is at least the im-
pression I received from the letters that many readers sent
me after seeing my first articles.

I cannot say but that gmong the 80,000 subsecribers to the
Annales there may not be (as there is everywhere) practical
jokers, impostors, people who will believe anything, cranks,
and so on. But they are the exceptions. The immense majority
represents an honest average of perfectly sound sense ex-
tending through all classes of society, from the highest posi-
tions to the humblest, men and women of all shades of re-
ligious belief.

There may indeed be found among them, as everywhere
else, a class of bigots with narrow consciences, who are afraid
of their own shadows, and are wholly incapable of thinking for
themselves. Such persons wrote me at once that they would
be as mute as fishes, that I was engaged on subjects that were
none of my business, that I was troubling the minds of
young persons preparing for their first communion, and that
such questions, which concerned the devil and all his works,
should be left to the church, which offered in its catechism a
way to solve all mysteries.

It is the same reasoning that devotees in the temple of
Jupiter brought against Socrates. Whereis that temple to-
day ? What has become of Jupiter ? But all read the dia-
logues of Socrates.

It seemed to me, I said to myself, that it would be a good
way of ascertaining the number, nature, and variety of the
facts in which I am interested, if I opened an inquiry in the

pages of the Annales and asked its numerous and sympa-
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thetic readers to tell me of any such facts as had fallen
under their own observation or had been reported to them
on good authority by those connected with them. My appeal
appeared March 206, 1899.

Here is what I published :

“ These mysterious cases of apparitions and manifestations on the part
of the dying or the dead, and of well-defined presentiments, are as im-
portant as they are interesting, in order to make us acquainted with
human nature, both corporeally and spiritually, and this is why we are
now about to undertake this series of investigations and of especial re-
search into a subject which, it must be confessed, is beyond the usual
range of science and literature.

*We may be able to push our inquiries g little further if we can se-
cure the assistance and sympathy of all readers of the Annales, and if
they will but lend their help to an enterprise that perhaps has been
hitherto neglected and unknown,

“ What we most want is statistical testimony, to enable us to judge of
the proportionate number of these psychic phenomena.  We could get
this information in a week if our readers—all our readers—would have
the extreme kindness to lend us their assistance.

““Would they simply send us a postal-card answering yes or no to the
two following questions ?

*I. TIas it ever happened to you at any time to experience, being
awake, a distinct impression that you saw or heard a human being, or
wetre touched by one, without being able to refer this impression to some
known cause? :

“1I. Did this impression coincide with the date of any death? In
case no impression of the kind has ever been experienced, merely write
no, and sign it (with your initials if you prefer).

¢“In the case of any one having personally observed a phenomenon of
this kind, he or she is entreated to respond to the two questions, by yes
or no, and then to add a few words indicating the kind of phenomenon
brought under his or her observation, and, if there was any coincidence
with a death, state the length of time that elapsed between that death
and the phenomenon. ’

“ In cases where facts of this kind are connected with dreams, it would
be well to say so, if there was any coincidence with a death. '

‘¢ Lustly, if without having observed or experienced such a thing your-
self, you should know of any certain and authentic facts reported to you by
others, it would be very interesting if you would abridge their narratives
or give them in detail.

“This inquiry may have great sclentific value if all our readers will
be 80 good as to send answers. We offer them our thanks in advance,
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There is no question in this matter of any personal interest; it is, on the
contrary, a gravé and serious subject of interest to all.”

As might have been expected, all the readers of the dnnales
did not send in their reports. To write a card or a letter,
for the sole purpose of assisting the elucidation of a problem,
requires a certain abstract devotion to the cause of truth.
Good people of that kind are not common. To take a few
moments away from the habitual round of life, its occupa-
tions, its pleasures, or simply from its idleness,is an effort, a
sort of virtue, simple as it may seem. DBesides this, many
people fear ridicule if they have anything to do with ideas of
this kind! I am therefore deeply and sincerely grateful to
all those who have been so very good as to answer me, and I
regret that for want of time I have not been able to express
personally to each of them my thanks most sincerely.

It would indeed be unjust to attribute the silence of all
who did not answer me to indifference, to laziness, or to fear
of ridicule. For example, one of the letters I received,
which is marked No. 24, begins thus:

‘“Since you have started this series of deeply interesting
psyhic problems, I have been filled with an ardent desire to
tell you a story very ‘closely connected with myself, but I
have not the courage to do so. Why not ? Is it timidity ?
No. It is because of a feeling that I cannot express, but
which must be that of many other persons among your read-
ers. It consists in saying to one’sself : ¢ What’s the use ¥ M.
Flammarion must already have received hundreds of nar-
ratives ; one more can do no good, and then among so many

. will it ever be read ?”

On the other hand I have reason to know that a certain
number of persons, and that not a small number, who have
seen or experienced things of this kind keep them secret, and
do not like to confide them even to near friends, sometimes
out of exaggerated reverence for the remembrances, some-
times because they shrink from letting any stranger comment
on their most private affairs, and sometimes merely because
they do not care to arouse any discussion or any criticism o
the part of unbelievers.
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During the following months of June and July (1899) I
made a similar request in the Petit Marseilihis and in the
Revue des Revues, partly through a wish to ascertain the drift
of public opinion.

I received 4280 answers; 2456 were no, and 1824 were
yes. Qut of these last there were 1758 letters that gave
more or less details, but the greater number were documents
that did not suit my purpose. I picked out, however, 786
important ones, which have been classitied, copied as to their
principal facts, and the information they contained is added
to my stock of knowledge. What struck me in all these
narratives was the loyulty, good faith, frankness, and delicacy
of their writers, who were careful to tell only what they
knew and how they came to know it, without adding to or
subtracting anything from the subject. Every one of them
was the servant of truth.

These 786 letters, when copied, classified, and numbered,®
contained 1130 different facts.

The experiences treated of in these letters offered several
subjects for our examination which might be classified thus:

Manifestations from and apparitions of the dying.

Manifestations from and apparitions of living persons not ilL

* Manifestations and apparitions of the dead.

Sight of things taking place far off.

Premonitory dreams. Foresight of the future.

Dreams showing the dead.

. Meetings forescen by some inspiration.
Presentiments realized.
. Doubles of pefsons living.
 Movement of inanimate things without apparent canse.
. Communications of thought at a distance.

Impressions felt by animals.

; Cries heard from a great distance.

" Bolted doors opening of themselves.

. Haunted honses.
i

i* Thus classified, Nos. 1 to 700 came from readers of the Annales, 701
to 748 from the Petit Marseillats, 749 to 786 from the Revue des Rewea
Many more have come in while thls book was being printed.
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Experiments in spiritnalism.

A very great number of these cases are subjective. They
have passed through the brain of those who relate them,
though they owed their origin to an exterior cause. Very
many are purely and simply hallucinations. We shall have
to examine and discuss such by-and-by. The first truth they
teach us is that there are many things we do not yet know.
In other words, that there are unknown forces in nature
very interesting to study.

I will first of all extract from the letters I received those
that tell of manifestations from the dying made to persons
who were awake and in a normal condition. I shall leave
out everything that has to do with dreams. These observa-
tions will supplement those that have gone before. I shall
append to them no commentary. Discussion will come
afterwards. I only ask that they may be read with care.

I shall suppress all formulas of politeness, and also all
protestations of sincerity and of moral certainty. Kach cor-
respondent affirms upon his konor that he is reporting facts
exactly as he has known them. I would like this to be
understood once for all.

XVI ““On the 29th of July, 1865, Nephtali André was
at sea, sailing between France and Algeria, where he was
going after the academic courses of the year closed at the
universities. Suddenly he fancied he heard his name dis-
tinctly called ‘Nephtali!” IIe turned, looked round him,
nobody was near. As this voice exactly resembled that of
his father, whom he knew to be ill, and as he had heard
something of the wonders of telepathy, he instantly con-
ceived the idea that there was some relation between this
mysterious call and his father’s condition. 1Ie drew out his
watch to make sure of the moment. And on reaching his
destination he learned that at the same hour when he had
heard his father’s voice call Nephtali! his father had died.
My grandfather was the Gabriel André, who married Mademoi-
selle de Saules-Lariviére, a relation of M. de Saules-Freycinet,
the well-known Minister of War. ToNY ANDRE,

Letter 5. ‘“ Pastor at Florence.”
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XVII. <1 will answer you as if I were in a witness-bozx.
On Thursday, December 1, 1898, after having passed the
evening with my mother, I took my lamp and went to my
room to go to bed. At once I felt a sort of apprehension;
something scemed clutching at my heart ; I felt that some
one besides myself was in the chamber, some one whom I
could not see, but who nevertheless was there, or ought to
have been. My room contained very little furniture and
no hangings, so there was nowhere any one could hide. I
gave a glance around and was very sure that there was
nobody near me.

““But the feeling that there was somebody continned. I
went out into the vestibule, I looked down the staircase. I
saw nothing. I then had the presentiment that some mis-
fortune was about to befall me, that some one was going to
rob me, or to set the house on fire, or that a gendarme was
coming to arrest me for some crime just committed, and
50 on.

I put my watch beside me on a table, observing that it
was half-past nine, and went to bed.

““The next morning I received a telegram telling me that
a very old uncle who had been ill a long time had just died.
The telegram said nothing about what hour he died ; it merely
said he died Thursday, December 1.

I showed this despatch to my mother, saying, ‘He died
at half-past nine in the evening.’

I named this hour also to several of our friends, that I
might have their testimony if what I had to tell were ever
laughed at.

‘[ took the first tmi.n to Janville, where my uncle had lived.
Janville is about twenty miles from Malesherbes. After hav-
ing exchanged a few words with my aunt, I asked her at
what hour my uncle died? She and another woman'who were
watching beside the death-bed, and had been present when
he passed away, answered, both at once, ¢ At half-past nine
in the evening.””

XVIII. ““In October, 1897, my mother being in a room
opening on the dining-room by a door that was standing open,
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heard a sort of long-drawn sigh, and seemed to feel a breath
pass over her face. I was out, but she, thinking I had come
home, and was in the dining-room, without her having heard
me open the front door, she called qut, ‘Is that you,
Georges?” As nobody answered, she went into the dining-
room ; but there was no one there. When I came in at last,
she told me what had happened. The next day she received
a despatch informing her of the death of a cousin who lived
at Chambon in the Loiret, about twelve or thirteen miles from
here.

“*She left at once for Chambon, and heard that her cousin
had died from the effects of a fall a few hours after the acci-
dent. The manifestation coincided exactly with the hour
when this relation of my mother’s was dying.

‘“GEORGES MERLET,

“Juge de paix at Malesherbes, Loiret.”
Letter 2.

XIX. “On Decemher 4, 1884, at half-past three in the
morning, I being then perfectly awake, rose and got up. I
then had a most distinct vision of the apparition of my
brother Joseph Bonnet, sublieutenant of Spahis Third Regi-
ment, in garrison at Batna in the province of Constantine in
Algeria. 1Ie was then engaged in manceuvres, and we did
not know exactly where he was. My brother kissed me on
the forehead. I felt a cold shudder pass through me,
and he said, very distinctly, ¢ Good-dye Angéle, I am dead.’
Very much upset and tronbled, I woke my husband,
saying to him, ‘Joseph is dead. Ie has just told me
so.’ .

¢ As that day, December 4th, was my brother’s birthday,
when he would have been thirty-three years of age, and as
we had been talking a good deal about the anniversary the
night before, my husband tried to persuade me that it was
all the result of my imagination, and he scolded me for being
80 visionary.

v ¢ All that day, Thursday, I was very miserable. At three
o’clock in the afternoon we got a despatch. Before it was
7R
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opened I knew what it contained. My brother had died at
Kenehela, in Algeria, at three o’clock in the mornmg
‘“ ANGELE ESPERON, NEE BONNET.”

T certify that this account, written by my wife, is per-
fectly exact. OsMAN ESPERON,
“ Captain on half pay and Chevalier of the
Legion of Honor, Bordeaux.”
Letter 9.

XX. It was in 1845, the 28th of October. My father
was then fourteen years of age. He said he was coming
back from drawing a pail of water from a well about eighty
yards from my parents’ house. Now that morning he had
secen his neighbor, Sieur Lenoir, a man fifty years of age,
come home sick from his work; he was a shepherd, employed
by M. Boutteville, a farmer at Nantean-sur-Lunain (Seine-et
Marne). To go to the well (see the diagram I have drawn
here) it was necessary to pass within about twenty yards of
the habitation of Lenoir. It was
then four o’clock in the after-
noon.

¢ Having stopped with his pail
to rest, my father turned round
and saw very distinetly within tenor rouse

two yards of him the Sieur Lenoir, St
. . . PN Soee,
with a bundle on his back, coming €Xs
. . . SN
towards him. Thinking that he R
was returning to his work, my N

Pace or
father picked up his pail and 7T Arraimon
went home. His brother Charles,
who was standing in the yard,
came in a few moments after,
saying, ‘1 don’t know what has
happened at Mother Lenoir’s! I
hear them screaming and crying
out ““Alas! he is dead.”” ¢Then
it certainly is not old Lenoir,” my father said, ‘for I have
just seen him going to his master’s.’
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«'Without loss of time my grandmother went over to the
Lenoirs, and learned that the old man had died at the very
moment when the apparition appeared to my father.'

““A. BERTRAND,
““ School-master at Vilbert (Seine-et-Marne),”
Letter 11,

XXI. ¢“We were in the country. My mother had a room
next to that in which we slept, my wife and I. My mother
was quite old but in good health, and the evening before her
death nothing would have led us to suppose her end was
near when she went that night to her chamber.

“In the morning, about half- past five, I was suddenly
awakened by a noise that I thought was her bell. 1 jumped
out of bed, saying to my wife, ‘My mother is ringing.’
My wife replied that could not be, for there was not a bell in
the house, which was in the country, and she added that the
noise that had awakened me must be the creaking of the
pulley in a well that was close under our window. But that
creaking had never wakened me before. IHowever, I
admitted the probability of my wife’s explanation, and
attached no importance to the sudden way in which I had
been roused. I started early for Lyons. A few hours after I
received a despatch from my wife to tell me that she had
found my mother dead in bed, and that there was every indi-
cation that death must have taken place about five or six
o’clock in the morning--that is, about the hour when an in-
explicable sensation made me fancy that she summoned me.

“F. GERIN,
* Lawyer in the Circuit Court at Lyons.”
Letter 13.

XXII. “I had in my family a few years ago an old servant
named Sophie. She had nursed my mother, she had nursed
me, and helped to nurse my infant. She lived with us, but
by reason of her great age could do no work but attend to the
poultry-yard.

! Resembles the case marked XV,
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““Sophie to me was not a mother, an old npurse, nor a ser-
vant. She was just Sophie. I loved her with all my heart,
as I had done in my infancy. To her I was a divinity—her
¢own dear thing.’

¢« ] was returning home one night after along journey when
I heard my name called in a low voice near me. I stopped
my horse at dnce and got out of the carriage. I saw nothing.
I was about to get in again, thinking it all an illusion of my
senses, when I heard my name called a second time. This
time the sound proceeded from inside the carriage. 1t wasa
voice of anguish, as if some one called for help. I knew it
to be the voice of my poor Sophie; but she could not be
there, for I knew she had been sick for some days. I got
back into my carriage much perplexed. Iardly was I seated
when I heard myself called for the third time, in soft low
tones, such as she used when I was a baby, to put me to sleep.

“Then I felt an undescribable emotion. Lo this day,
whenever I remember it, I am upset and troubled.

¢ A few hundred yards off I saw lights in an inn. I got
down and made a note in my pocket-book concerning the
strange thing that had happened to me. An hour later I
reached home. The first thing I heard was that my poor
old Sophie had passed away after an hour of dying agony.

“GEORGES PARENT,
“Mayor of Witge-Fatz in the Aisne.”
Letter 20.

XXIIL. < On the night of the 8th of May, 1896, about half-
past nine, I was going to bed when I felt a sort of clectric
shock which shook me from head to foot. My mother had
been ill for several months, I ought to say, but nothing made
me foresee that her end was likely to be sudden. The shock
was so strange, so novel, that at once, without reflection, I
imagined it announced my mother’s death. Under the influ-
ence of the emotion that this thought excited I did not go
to sleep for a long time, feeling a conviction that next morn-
ing I should have a despatch announcing all was over. My
mother lived about thirty miles from Moulins.
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¢ Next morning, as I had expected, a despatch summoned
me in haste. 1 started at once, and found my mother hardly
able to'recognize me. She died the next day, about thirty
hours after I received the warning.

““Those who were watching her told me that the internal
hemorrhage of which she died had occurred about half-past
nine on the 8th of May, the very hour when I had expe-
rienced the strange sensation.

“THE ABBt L. FORESTIER,

*“Vicar at Saint Pierre at Moulins.”
Letter 28.

XXIV. “Your request makes me feelit my duty to tell you
of a thing that happened in this little town and which made
8 great impression on its inhabitants. Ilere is the simple
statement. A young fellow about fifteen, servant of M.
Y. M. for some years, had been ordered by his master to
take the cattle to water. I should tell you that this boy’s
father had been very ill for two days, having inflammation
of the lungs, brought on by attending a recent fair at Cham-
beret, and that his illness had not been mentioned to his
son.

< Now about thirty yards from the stable the lad, as he drew
near the watering - trough, saw suddenly two arms uplifted
in the air, then a spectral form, and at the same time heard
groans and cries of angnish. The shock was so great that
he swooned. He believed, as he said when he came to him-
self, that he had recognized his father. It was between half-
past six and seven in the evening.

““The next day at half-past four his father died, and the
evening before he had several times, at moments of extreme
suffering, said he wanted to see his son.

¢ All this can be testified to by & hundred people in Cham-
beret, all persous of honor and veracity.

““(C. DEFATRE,
“ Druggist at Chamberet in the Corrize,”
Letter 25.

XXV. “The following case may deserve to be reported to
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you. M. Destrubé, musical director of the 114th Regiment,
a man worthy of all belief, was a few days‘ago suddenly
awakened by a voice calling ¢ Narcissé I’

¢ This being his own name, Destrubé, who was sure he rec-
ognized the voice of his father, sprang up in bed and an-
swered him.

¢“This took place between twelve and one at night.

““A few hours later Destrubé received a telegram telling
him that his father was dead. He died the same night and
at about the same hour when his son had been awakened by
hearing him call his name.

‘¢ Destrubé, who was at Saint Maixent, went to Vaubeconrt
(in the Meuse) to his father’s funeral, and there learned that
the last word uttered by his father as he died was Narcissé.

“If this can be of any use to you in your interesting in-
quiries I shall be only too happy, dear master, to have com-
municated it to you, and my friend Destrubé would be ready,
if necessary, to confirm it.

¢ SORLET,

“Captain of the 137th of the Line at Fontcnay-lo-Comte Vendée.”
Letter 27.

XXVI. “In June, 1879, onc of my cousins was serving as
a volunteer at Bayonne. 1is parents lived in the northern
part of the Charente-Inferieuse, about two hundred miles
away.

¢ One day his mother, on going into the chamber usually
occupied by ler son, saw him distinctly strefched out motion-
less on his bed. She was greatly impressed by this. A few
hours after a friend of the family came to the hounse and
asked to speak to her husband, the young soldier’s father,
Their conversation took place in the middle of a large court-
yard, and the mother, standing at a door forty or fifty yards
away, heard the friend, though he was speaking in a low
voice, say to her husband, ‘Don’t mention this to your wife.’
She cried out at once that her son was dead.

““In fact, that very moment, on getting back from a military
march, he had gone in to bathe at Biarritz and was drowned,
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about the same time that his mother saw his apparition. A
comrade had sknt a telegram to the friend of the family, ask-
ing him to tell them what had happened.

“ CLERMATUX,

‘“ Head of the Bureau of Registration at Juvigny (Orne).”
Letter 29.

XXVII. ¢ My great-aunt, Madame de Thiriet, feeling that
she was about to die (April 21, 1807), appeared, four or five
hours before her death, to be thinking deeply, but entirely
insensible to things around her. ‘Do you feel worse?
asked the person who told me this story. ‘No, my dear, but
I have just sent for Midon to attend to my burial.’

¢ Midon was a person who had once been my aunt’s servant,
and who lived at Eulmont, a village about five miles from
Nancy, where Madame de Thiriet wus. The person watching
beside the death-bed thought the dying woman was dreaming,
but two hours after she was amazed to see Midon come in
carrying her black clothes in her arms, and saying that she
had heard madame calling her to come and sec her die, and
to perform for her the last offices.

““A. D’ARBOIS DE JURANVILLE.

““Formerly in charge of streams and forests near Nancy.

Chevalier of the Legion of Honor.”
Letter 30.

XXVIII. ¢“In 1875 my mother’s first cousin, M. Claudius
Périchon, then chief bookkeeper at the metalurgic factory at
Horme, in the commune of Saint Julien-en-Jarret (in the
Loire), having gone into the tobacco department, saw my
mother distinctly in the show-window. Next day he had
news of her death. Could my mother have been thinking of
ber cousin in her last moments? I cannot tell. Atall events,
the truth of thie story cannot be questioned. My cousin told
it often to his children, who related it to me. Ile is a man
of some education, reserved, serious, full of good sense, and

worthy of credit.
‘ BERGER,

*School-master at Roanne.”
Letter 89, -

8



OF TELEPATHOIC COMMUNICATIONS

XXIX. My mother’s father lived at Huningue, and was
its mayor. Not long after its siege he rcceived word that his
father, who was living about ten miles from Huningue, was
dangeroasly ill. In a moment he had the saddle put on his
horse, and was off as fast as possible. On his way his father
appeared to him, standing at the head of his horse, which
shied and reared. Ilis first thought was that his father was
dead, and, indeed, when he reached Rixheim, three-quarters
of an hour later, he discovered that his father had breathed
his last at the moment when he had seen the apparition.

¢« My mother, Madeleine Saltzmann, then a young girl, mar-
ried, a few years after, my father, Antoine Rothea, a notary at
Altkirch, where he was cmployed for thirty years. I sue-
ceeded him, and after the war in 1870 I quitted Alsace and
took up my residence in France. Latterly I have been living
at Orquevaux, in the laute-Marne, your own department.

“ K. RoTHEA.”
Letter 40.

XXX. “My dear mother died Saturday, April 8, 1893. The
previous Wednesday I had received a letter {rom her saying
that she had no more trouble with her heart, and speaking of
an expedition she had made on Saturday, April 1st, to our
country place at Wasselonne. 1 had intended to go out on
this Saturday, April 8th. I dined quietly at noon, but about
two o’clock I felt excruciating pains. .1 went up to my room
and flung myself into an easy-chair, where I burst into tears.
I saw my mother lying on Ler bed, wearing a white muslin cap
with ruffles, such as I had never seen her wear; and she was
dead. My old servant, becoming anxious because she did not
hear my footsteps, came up and was surprised to see me in
such despair. I told her what I had seen and the anguish
that I felt. She said it must be my nerves, and made me
complete my toilette. I went out of my house like a person
who knows not what he is doing. Five minutes later I heard
the steps of my husband coming up behind me. He was
bringing me a despatch. <Mother hopeless. Will not live
through-the night.” ¢She is dead,” I cried. ‘I knew it. I
saw her.’
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“I went home, and we made ready to start by the next train.
It was hulf-past two, Paris time, when I saw my mother lying
on her death-bed, and three hours later we learned by tele-
graph that she had died suddenly at half-past three, Stras-
bourg time. She had not felt ill, but had lain down two hours
before her death, complaining of being very sleepy, and she had
no idea of dying, for she got my father to read her a letter,
standing at the foot of her bed. She did not ask to see her
children, but I think she must have been thinking of me in
her last moments. When I arrived at Strasbourg, Monday,
abount eleven o’clock, my mother had been buried, but those
who dressed her wrote to me that, just as 1 had scen, she wore

the muslin cap, and was laid with it in her coffin.
“A. Hess.
“Alby.” Letter 42,

XXXI. A young medical student, doctor at a hospital,
was attacked by some trouble in his throat, which was not
thought of much consequence. One evening he went to his
room, not feeling more sick than usnal. Ile lay down, and
it is supposed went to sleep. In the small hours of the night
a Sister of Charity, who was a nurse in the hospital, was
aroused by a sharp knocking on her door. She got up at
once, and the raps becoming more and more persistent,
she rushed to the door, but saw no one. She inquired. No
one else had heard anything. In the morning, at the usnal
hour for rising, the man who had the room next to that of
the young student, being uneasy becanse he did not hear
him move, went into his chamber, and found him lying dead,
his hands clasped tightly round his throat. He had died of
a hemorrhage.

‘“The nun then understood the rapping at her door. She
thought it probable that the poor man dying had thought
of her, for they knew each other well. If she had been
near him her help might have saved him.

‘If you publish this, I beg you to change my name and the
name of the town where it took place, for our people are all
“fin de siécle,” and they mock at everything.

Letter 43. “A. C.”
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XXXII. ¢“In 1887 my grandmother came to live with my
parents. She was then eighty. 1 was twelve, and I went
daily in company with one of my friends, two years older
than myself, to the communial school in the Rue Boulard, at
Paris. My grandmother was poorly, but nothing made us
suspect that her death wagnear. I may add that my friend
often came to our house, and that we lived within ten min-
utes” walk of cach other.

¢ One morning when I woke up, about seven o’clock, my
mother told me that my grandmother had died ahout an hour
before. 1t was naturally decided that that day I should not
go to school. My father, when at nine o’clock he went to the
1o6tel de Ville, where he was employed, passed by the school-
house, and went in to tell the master of the misfortune that
had befallen us.  Ile replied that he knew it already, for my
friend, when he came, told him that my grandmother had
died that morning at six o'clock. No communication had
taken place between our house and that of my friend, nor be-
tween our house and the school.  Such is the fact. It isin-
disputable, and I am ready to bear witness to it in any legal way.

““Now for the explanation, given to us the next day or the
day after by my school-fellow. Ile woke up in the night
and saw beside him his young sister who had died some years
before. She came into his chamber, holding my grand-
mother by the hand, who said to him: ‘To-morrow at six
o’clock I shall be no longer in this world.” Now did he
hear this ? Was he exact and truthful in what he reported ?
I cannot tell. But what is certain is that, on the faith of
this vision, he told our school-master in the most precise way
a fact that he could not possibly have presaged or known

for certain.
“M. MINE,
**Sixth Section of the Military Administration, Chélons-sur-Marne.”

Letter 44.

XXXIII ¢On January 22, 1893, I was summoned by a de-
spatch to my aunt, who was eighty-two years old, and had
been ill for some days.
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““When I arrived I found my dear aunt dying, and she
could hardly speak. I sat down by her bed, not meaning to
leave her until all was over. About ten o’clock at night I
was awake, sitting in an armchair near her, when I heard her
call in a surprisingly loud voice, ‘Lucie! Lucte! Lucie!” 1
got up quickly, and found that my aunt had lost conscious-
ness, and I heard the death-rattle. Ten minutes after she
Was 10 more.

‘“Lucie was another niece of my aunt, and her god-daugh-
ter, who had not come to see her as often as she thought she
ought to have done, and she had complained of this to her
sick-nurse several times.

¢“The next day I said to my cousin Lmucie: * Yon must
have been surprised at receiving a despatch telling you of
the death of our aunt.” ¢No," she said, ‘I was expecting it.
Just imagine ; last night about ten, when I was in a deep
sleep, I suddenly woke up, hearing my aunt call, *“ Lucie!
Lucie! Lucie!” 1 did not go to sleep again all night.’

¢“This is a fact. I assure you it is quite exact, and I beg
you, if you publish it, only to put my initials, for the town
in which I live has a population made up of people who are
frivolous, ignorant, or clse bigoted hypocrites.

Letter 47. “pP. L. B.”

XXXIV. “Ihad an uncle who once served with the Zou-
aves. Ilis captain was very fond of him at one time, but it
chanced that their intimacy at last ceased. Several years
after, one morning lying awake in bed, my uncle had a dis-
tinct impression that he saw his captain enter, come up to the
foot of the bed, look at him for a moment without speaking,
then turn and disappear. My uncle got up and questioned
everybody in the house, but no one had scen anything.
Some days after he heard of the death of his captain, on that
very day. Did he verify the hour of his death and the hour

of the vision ? I cannot tell.
“EuGENE ROYER,
““ Druggist to the First Class of the High School in Paris.
“La Ferté-Milon. (Aisuc.)”
Letter 49,
)
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XXXV. ¢Ican tell youan authentic fact which I had from
one of the witnesses. Here it is: Ten or twelve monks, sit-
ting in a hall of their own house, were conferring together.
Suddenly the shutter of one of the windows was violently
closed with a horrible sound of creaking. At the same mo-
ment one of them (or several—I don’t remember which) got
up and cried aloud, ‘A misfortune has fallen on us — our
superior is dead I’ The superior was then at the mother-
house at some distance. The next day the monks received
the fatal news. Their superior had died af the very hour
when the shutter was so suddenly cluosed. 'This story has al-

ways greatly puzzled me.’
“JOANTS JANVIER,
“ Anzy-le-Duc, near Narcigny (Sadne-et-Loire).”
Letter H2.

XXXVI. “A year and a half ago my father, a cousin living
with us, and my sister were talking together in our dining-
room. They were alone in the room (no one clse was pres-
ent) when they suddenly heard the piano being played in the
parlor. DMuch surprised, my sister picked up the lamp and
went into the parlor, where she distinctly saw several of the
keys put down, as if struck by somebody ; they made sounds
and rosc again.” She came back and told the others what she
had scen. They all langhed at first at her story, saying a
mouse had something to do with it ; but as she had excellent
sight, and was not in the least superstitious, they began to
think the thing was strange.

¢ A week later came a letter from New York which told of
the death of an old uncle who lived there. But what was
more extraordinary, three days after the arrival of this letter
the piano began to play again, and, as it had done the first
time, it announced a death, that of our aunt, who died a
week after her husband.

“This aunt and uncle had been a most united couple, and
.they had kept up their attachment for all their French rela-

't resembles cases 1., IT,, and XIV.
M. Victorien Sardou told me that he had once known a similar thing,
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tions and for their Jura, the department from whence they
came. The piano has never since played of itself. Those
who saw this scene will certify to the truth of what I have
said, if you wish it. We live in the country, near Neuchitel,
and I assure you that no one considers us nervous.
“Epourp PARis,
¢ Artist, near Neuchdtel, Switzerland.”
Letter 54.

~ XXXVII “Iwas finishing, in 1885, my last year’s service at

the arsenal of Tarbes, where I was working as a blacksmith.
Early in the night of the 20th of May I was awakened by a
light ' which flashed before my eyes. I looked up, and saw at
the foot of my bed, on my left hand, a shining disk, whose
light, not very bright, resembled that of a night-lamp.
Without seeing any figure, without hearing any noise, there
came into my mind the persnasion that I had before me one
of my cousins who lived at Langon, and who was very ill.
After a few seconds the vision disappeared, and I found my-
self sitting on my bed. ‘You simpleton,’ I said, as I caught
hold of myself, ‘it was nothing but a nightmare.” Next day,
as usunal, I went to the shop, and there, at half - past eight, I
received a despatch telling me of my cousin’s death about
one o’clock at night. I asked leave to be away three days
that I might see him once more. We had been brought up
together, and we loved one another like brothers. -

I told my uncle Lepaye when I arrived what I have here
written ; I also told his wife —my god-mother. They were
the father and mother of the dead man ; they are still living,
and can, if necessary, bear witness to the truth of what I am
telling you, without ¢arranging the details,” as you blame

some of your correspondents for doing.
“ Eror DEscaMeps.
*“ At Bommes in the Gironde.”

Letter 56.
XXXVIIL A few days before July 24, 1895, I had just
1Observe the impression made upon the optic nerve, natural in a bluck-

smith accustomed to beat out red-hot iron on an anvil.
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undressed myself and was standing near my bed ; my hus-
band was in his dressing-room at the moment® I saw, being
quite awake, the aged face of my grandmother—much more
wrinkled than usunal, and pale as a head of death. It lasted
no longer than a flash of lightning, but I was sorely troubled.
I said nothing about it at the moment—such things always
seem absurd to those to whom they are told; but the next
morning my mother sent me word that my grandmother had
had a stroke of paralysis which left her without consciousness.
She died a few days after. I did not note whether the time
of her stroke corresponded exactly with that of my vision.
“I am a fervent Catholic, thirty-five years old, wife of a
lawyer ; all that treats of things beyond this life interests me
greatly. But I beg you not to publish my name, for in the
town in which I live there are light-minded persons who care
for nothing but frivolities. L. M.”
Letter 63.

XXXIX., “InJanuary, 1888, I lost my grandmother. She
had called her children roand her to bid them a last adien.
All were present at the moment of her death except one of
my aunts who is still a nun in Brazil. My grandmother
gpoke of her regret that she could not sce this daughter.
Mamma was charged to send her the sad news. Two months
later she received a letter from my aunt which told her that
one evening just as she had gone to rest she heard steps
going round her bed. She turned, but saw nothing ; sud-
denly the curtains opened, and she felt, as it were, a hand
laid upon her. She was alone in her room and had a light.
Her first thought was that one of her relations must be dead,
and she began at once to pray for his soul. She wrote down
the date, the day, and the hour, and it was precisely at the
time her mother died that she received this impression.

“M. OpEoON,

““ School-mistress at Saint Genix-sur, Guiers, Savoy.”
Letter 68.

XL. ¢My father at one time employed a person named De
Fantrac, who came from Agneaux near Saint Lo. Ile was
85 .
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an excellent fellow, kindly and jovial, and liked to play
tricks on the fads of the village. Many now remember jokes
played on them for which they would have liked to hang
him.

“In gpite of this, every one was fond of him, because of his
pleasant humor. We all loved him. The poor fellow, who
had served seven years m the naval brigade in Senegal had
brought home malarial fever, and was subject to a renewal of
it. Ille was an®mic, and he became consumptive. My fa-
ther, who was much attached to him, took care of him in our
house for some months. But De Fantrac growing worse, he
was forced to take to his bed, and my father obtained his ad-
mission to the hospital at Granville. There he remained
under the doctor’s care three months, and then he died.

“Every Sunday regularly my father went to sce him, to
comfort him and to curry him something nice to cat. One
Monday, the day after one of these visits, when he had found
the sick man apparently much better, my father and mother
were both suddenly awakened by a violent blow struck on
the head-board of their bed.

‘¢« What’s the matter P cried my mother, greatly terrified.
“Did you hear some one knocking on the bed?” My father,
not wishing to seem frightened, although he had been roused
from his sleep by the same noise, got up, lit the lamp, and
looked at the clock. ¢ Ziens!” he said. I have a presenti-
ment. I think poor Fantrac is dead. He always told me he
would warn me.” As soon as it was day my father set ont for
Granville. When he reached the hospital he asked to see,
though it was so early, the man of the name of Fantrac.
They told him he had died at two o’clock that morning, ex-
actly the time when mny father had been so suddenly awak-
ened. ‘

I have told this story many times. I never found any
hearers but sceptics, or men disposed to consider me the vic-
tim of superstition. I even at one time said to my parents,
It was only a coincidence, a nightmare—something of the
kind.” Bat my father always answered, ‘No, I was not
dreaming, nor your mother either.’

86



OF TELEPATHIC COMMUNICATIONS

«'I'he fact is not to be disputed. Ob, if yoy only could by
this inquiry throw a little light upon these wondrous prob-
lems! P. BoucuArp,

“ Postmaster at Granville (Mcurthe).”
Letter 71.

XLI. My father, when he was twenty vears old, found
himself alone in a house where soon after midnight there was
a terrible racket in one of the rooms; then the front door
opened with great noise. My father, who slept au premicr,
woke with a start, and at the same time his father, who was
on the ground floor, called out to know if he was in his room
or if he had gone down into the yard, and why he had made
such a noise. My father made haste to go down-stairs,
vehemently expressing his astonishment at what had hap-
pened. Father and son not being able to make anything out
of it, shut the front door, bolted it, and went back to bed.
But very soon the same thing happened again, and papa and
grandpapa once more met at the front door, which was wide
open. They shut it very carcefully and again went back to
bed. A third time the same thing occurred. Then they
closed the door and tied it with a stout rope. The rest of
the night passed undisturbed.

““Some time after a letter arrived telling of the death of a
brother of my grandfather, who had settled in America.
The date of his death coincided with that of the events men-
tioned, only this brother had died about one o’clock in the
afternoon.

¢ Afterwards we heard that he had had a strong desire to
see once more his relatives in Alsace, and when those beside
him-thought him dead he suddenly opened his eyes, exclaim-
ing: ‘I have just made a long journcy. I have been to see
my brother at Brumath.” And then he died.

““ CAROLINE BaArscury.”
Letter 72.

XLII ¢ Personally I have no telepathic phenomenon to
record for you; but the day before yesterday reveral persons
were speaking at my house of your learned researches. A

87



THE UNKNOWN

person whose ,word may be taken for truth, told us that a
person attending on his mother in her last moments, had, just
before she died, sprinkled a good deal of eau de Cologne
over her. At the sume moment a sister of the man who told
me this, who was a hundred and ninety miles away, felt a sud-
den conviction that her mother was dead, and distinctly per-
ceived a strong smell of cau de Cologne, althonugh no bottle
of that perfume had been near her. This lady knew that her

mother was seriously ill.
“OCTAVE MARAIS,
““Formerly head of the Bur at Rouen.”
Letter 80.

XLIII. <“On the 19th of December, 1898, I had a very
curious experience. The facts I am about to relate can be
testificd to by all my friends and by my household, for they
made on many a deep impression.

¢“My husband was away at the time; he left on the 19th for
a short journey. I took the eldest of my three children into
my chamber. Ile was a boy seven years old. The bolts of all
the doors were safe. I am easily frightened, and our house is
rather lonely. At threc o’clock in the morning I woke up,
and my boy too. We heard steps, distinct but cantious, going
towards the door of the children’s chamber, and then coming
towards mine. At the same time the latch of the children’s
door was lifted, but the door was locked and it did not open.
I jumped out of bed and called out, ‘ Anna (the name of the
nurse), is that you ? There was no answer. I went back to
bed, sure that Anna had got up in the night for some reason.
Great was my fright when at breakfast I learned that she had
never been out of bed.

“Two days later I heard of the death of a near relative of
certain persons who had hired rooms in our house. She died
on the 19th, at eleven o’clock at night.

“JEANNE BANAUD D’EBERLE.”
Letter 88,

XLIV. “This is the story that I heard told to Madame
la Marquise de — about five years ago, when I was tutor
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to her son. The Marquise was dining one gay with one of
her frieuds in Paris. The guests were many, and all were
very guy, so that their emotion was great when suddenly a
young girl among them uttered a loud scream and fell back
in her chair, sobbing bitterly. Everybody rushed to her re-
lief. “There! there!” she cried, pointing to a glass door
which led into the dinning-room. My mother has appeared
to me! My mother is dead!” In vain they tried to calm her
and to chase this terrible suspicion from her mind.

“ A very uncomfortable feeling soon spread among the
guests. T'wenty minutes after there was a ring at the front
door. Some one had come to take home Mademoiselle X.,
and told the servants that a great misfortune had befallen
her. ler mother had died suddenly.

“E. LEMOISSION,
““Professor at the College of Vire.”
Letter 94.

XLV. “One of myrelations having gone into the country
on business, the first night that she slept in her chamber she
found her bed shaken and uplifted by some unknown ageney.
1t was eleven o’clock at night ; she lit a candle, and saw in the
middle of her room a very big dog, with his eyes fixed on
her. After a few moments he disappeared, jumping through
one of the window panes without leaving any trace of his pas-
sage. She left early the next morning, feeling sure that some
misfortune had befallen in her home, and she learned on
reaching it that M. X., an officer of the army, conscious of
being the victim of an incurable malady, had committed
suicide the night before at eleven o’clock. This gentleman
had asked her to let him come t her house to be taken care
of, and when she refused h. had said to himself, apparently :
‘Then there is nothing more for me to do but to end my life.’

“The person who told me this saw a direct relation between
the strange appearance of the dog in the lady’s room and the
death that happened at the same hour on the same evening.

¢ CIEUCTAU.
** 9 Rue de la Pax, Strasbourg.”
Lctter 98.
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XLVI. ¢ My father, who was born in 1805, at Saint L&
d’Ourville near Port Bail (Manthe), was a boarder in the
religious seminary of Saint Sauveur-le-Vicomte, six miles
from his birthplace. Ile had been the favorite son of his
father, who left him one-fourth more of his property than he
gave to his other children—very fortunately, for the younger
son would soon have squandered his inheritance.

¢ It is not, therefore, extraordinary that this father, dying
suddenly (as we all do in our family), thought of this son, a
good lad, whom he tenderly loved, and who was not present
to receive his last sigh.

¢ Now this thought of the dying man must have traversed
the six miles that separated him from his son, for that son,
during the night—at two o’clock—saw his father,who called to
him to come to him for he was dying. 1le rushed to awaken
the superior, and implored him to grant him’ leave to go
hone.

““ The superior refused, telling the lad of fiftcen that there
were forests to pass through, and that it was not safe to
travel in the night, but that he might go as soon as it was
morning.

““ Alas | it was too late; the poor fellow did not reach home
until his father had died, precisely at the hour of the night
when he had heard himself called.

“ ANGELINE DESSOULLE.™

XLVIL “On the night of the 19th or 20th of May, a little
before eleven o’clock, I had not yet gone to sleep. My wife,
by my side, was sound asleep, when I very distinctly heard a
noise as if something heavy had fallen on the floor of the
room above me. My wife started up and said : ¢ What was
that P ¢ It must be a loaf of bread that has fallen,” I an-
swered, for in the room above us were stoxed all the loaves
taken from the oven.

¢While I was speaking there was another noise like the first,
and then a third, still londer. I got up at once, lit a light,
and mounting the wooden stairs which led up to the garret I
found everything in order; the loaves were all in their
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places. A terrible presentiment took possession of me touch-
ing my brother Jean, who was ill, but I would not let it be
seen, and when my wife asked me what had caused such
strange noises I replied, not wishing to alarm her, for I
knew she was very timid : ‘Some loaves that slipped down
on the floor.” The next day great was my stupefaction at
seeing my sister, who then lived at Nantes, come in in a
state of great excitement to tell me that about eleven o’clock
she had heard o strange noise proceeding from her table, and,
then being quite awake, a terrible commotion in her big
closet. I then led her into the kitchen and said: ¢Jean is
dead.” ‘¢ Yes,” she answered, it wad he.’

¢ A month later we learned that our dear Jean had died in
hospital at Birkadere in Algeria, on the night of the 19th

and 20th of May.!

¢ MARIUS MARIAGE.

¢ At Remoulin (Gard).” Letter 104

XLVIIIL My mother had two uncles who were priests;
one was a missionary in China, the other a curé in Brittany.
They had one sister, an old woman who lived in the Vosges.

““Omne day this person was busy in her kitchen preparing the
family repast, when the door opened and she saw on the
threshold her brother the missionary, from whom she had
been separated for many years. ‘It’'s brother FrangoisV
she cried, and she ran to him to embrace him, but at the
moment when she should have reached him Le disappeared,
which frightened her terribly.

¢ On the same day, at the same hour, the other brother, who
was a curé in Brittany, was reading his breviary when he
heard the voice of brother Frangois saying to him: ¢ Brother,
I am about to die.” A moment after he spoke avam
¢ Brother, I am dying,” and then, ‘I am dead.’

““Some months later they received news of the death of the
missionary, which happened on the wvery day when they
received these strange warnings.”

! Two witnesses remote from each other impressed separately.
? A similar remarkable case.
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¢« I send you this narrative because it seems to me to possess
all possible guarantees for its authenticity. It was related
to me by my mother and by one of my aunts separately ;
they had it from the very people to whom it happened, their
uncle, a respectable priest, and their aunt, an excellent
woman, neither of whom could have invented such a story
for the pleasurc of hoaxing the public. As to believing it
an hallucination it seems incredible that both brother and
sister should have had one to the same purpose. one in the
East, the other in the West of France, at the same moment.
I wish here to assure you of my own perfect honesty. What

object could I have in &ceiving you?
““MARIE LARDET.
‘¢ Champ-le-Duc (Vosges).”
Letter 108.

XLIX. “You say in an article on telepathic manifesta-
tions that ‘the value of facts is increased by their num-
ber,” and this emboldens me to send you one that is very
strange. It did not happen recently, nor did 1 have any-
thing to do with it, though I can guarantee its authenticity,
becanse of the truthfulness, the common sense, and the clear
intelligence of the person to whom it happened. About
1822 or 1823 the eldest son of my grandparents was pursning
his studies at Strasbourg. The last news they had from him
was good, and nothing made them uneasy on his account.
It is true that at this period, when twenty-five miles seemed
a long journey, communication with Strasbourg was not very
frequent, nor, for that matter, was news.

“One day, when my grandmother was looking at a portrait
in oil of her absent son, she fancied she saw the canvas move
towards her, and at the same moment she heard her son’s
voice say distinctly : ‘Mamma ! Mamma !’

¢« The vision was so distinct that she stretched out her arms
with an agonized cry of ¢ Edounard !’

“In vain my grandfather assured her that Edouard was
quite well, and that if he had been sick they would have
had notice. He said she had had an hallucination, that she
had been dreaming, though awake, etc. But my grandmother
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still remained under the impression of an impending mis-
fortune. '

¢“The next day a messenger arrived from Strasbourg to
announce the death of the young man.

¢What illness could have carried him off in those few
hours? I do not remember. I only know that he died at the
very hour when his mother was looking at his portrait, and
that as he died he had twice called ‘Mamma ! Mamma ¥

““I own myself to be an incredulous person, but to this I
bow. I send my name, but only for yourself, that you may
be certified that this is not a fable. 8. 8.

“ Vosges Annexées,” -
Letter 121.

L. ¢ An absolutely anthentic thing of the kind for which
you ask occurred in my own family. I do not know in what
year, but here are the facts as my mother and grandmother
told them to me:

‘“ When the latter was a young girl she lived at the seaport
town of Envaux, a little place near Saintes, and she had a
brother, Léopold Drouillard, who was a sailor.

¢« Another brother, who also lived at Envaux, went into a
loft at the bottom of a court to get some hay for his cattle.
He ran back to-the house a moment after, pale and trem-
bling, erying, ¢ Mamma! 1 have just scen my brother Léopold
in the loft.” They laughed at him, and thonght no more of
it, when, in December of the same year, they received news
that in June Léopold Drouillard had died in IIavana. It
was in June that his brother had had the vision.

““Such is the story as my mother told it, and my grand-
mother. A brother of the latter is living still, and one of
his sisters. They could confirm what I have told you.

“FERAND ORTICE.
‘ Tonnay-Charente (Charente Inférjeure).”

Letter 128.

LI A, “In 1880 my brother-in-law, J. B. Tuillot, was in
Algicrs, where he had been summoned on business. One
night he was suddenly awakened without any apparent
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cause, and, having opened his eyes, he saw distinctly, by the
light of the nfght lamp which lit his room, one of his friends
named Morillon, who lived in the town of Oreil, in the Oise,
standing at the foot of his bed and looking sadly at him. . . .
The apparation lasted only a few moments. At once it was
borne in upon him that this intimate friend—in perfectly
good health at the time of their recent separation—was
dead. 1le wrote to his home, and soon learned that his
friend Morillon had died on the same night and at the same
hour when he had seen the vision.

B. ‘I had occasion, in 1896, to meet at a friend’s house a
M. Contamine, a druggist at Commentry (Allier), who re-
tailed in my presence the following facts, of which he guar-
anteed the authenticity, and which he could not relate to us
without visible emotion. Seated one day in his chamber before
a looking-glass, putting on his boots, hé distinctly saw in
the glass a door open behind hlm, and one of his intimate
friends enter his chamber. e was in evening costume,
dressed very carefully. M. Contamine turned round to
shake hands with him, when, to his stupefaction, he saw
no one in his room. He ran out at once, and called to
the servant, who happened to be on the staircase. ‘Did you
meet M. X. . . . who has just gone out of my room. Where
is he? ¢I have seen no one, I assure you, sir.’ ‘Non-
sense! he left my room this very minute.” ‘Iam perfectly
certain that nobody either went up or down the stairs.” M,
Contamine, much impressed and greatly puzzled, began to
apprehend some impending misfortune. He at once made
inquiries and learned that his {riend, having accidentally
killed a man, and, wishing to escape judicial inquiries into
the accident, kad committed suicide at the exact hour when
he appeared to M. Contamine and in fke same clothes his
friend had seen in his reflection in the glass.

‘““ BouLNoOI8,
‘‘8choolmaster at St. Mayence.”
Letter 134,

LIIL ¢ On October?3, 1870, at five o'clock in the morning,
Ilay fast asleep, and I was not dreaming, when, suddenly, I
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felt on my left cheek a soft kiss given very tenderly. I
cried at once, ‘ Mamma !

“That same evening we got a despatch telling us that my
beloved mother was dead.

It made so deep an impression upon me that I can never
{forget it.

«“If the perfect veracity of this fact can be of any use to
yon, I shall be most happy to have contributed, though only
in so slight a way, to your researches, of which I appreciate
the great value.

“P. 8.—My mother died at Gien, and I was at Rochefort.

“ MADEMOTISELLE MARIE DURAND.

“ Rochefort, sur-mer. (Charente Inferieure.)”
Letter 140.

* LIV. A. “ Fifty years ago, my annt, who was a Sister of
Charity, and then twenty years of age, was in the common
dormitory (where I'saw her again this year), and was startled
by a great noise like hogsheads being rolled into the court-
vard. She opened the window quickly, but saw nothing.
Having closed the window, she prepared for bed, but the
noise continued so loud that she again opened it, to the
great astonishment of her room-mates. who heard nothing.
A week after this she heard of her mother’s death. It was
eight o’clock in the evening when she expired, calling on her
two danghters to come to her. It is curious that the
other daughter, who was also in the convent, heard nothing.

B. ““This same aunt was awakened long after by what
seemed the strokes of a small hammer on a table near her
bed. Fear at first deprived her of speech, but the eight
sisters who also slept in the dormitory were awakened by the
rapping. They got up, and three times during the night, satis-
fied themsclves that the noise proceeded from my aunt’s
table. Three sisters who were old companions of my aunt
assured me they had witnessed this phenomenon.

““There was no coincidence of any death.

¢« (. COURTES.
‘ Marmande.”
Letter 141,
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LVI. A. “My uncle Joseph, my father’s brother, was
walking in his éarden about ten o’clock in the morning when
he saw over a hawthorn hedge his brother-in-law on horse-
back coming up the road.

““ Joseph went at once into the house to tell his wife that her
sister’s husband was coming, and to be ready to mcet him.
In vain he looked for him, but in the evening came an ex-
press bringing news of the sudden death of this man, who
had been struck with apoplexy that morning about twenty-
three miles away, and had fallen from his horse.

B. ¢ About forty years ago, when I was thirty, and collector
of contributions in Morbihan, as I was taking coffece with
two friends, one day, after dinner, about seven o’clock, we all
three heard a noise as if five-franc pieces were jingling in a
drawer. I ran to my office, which was separated by a slight
partition from the room where we were sitting, but I counld
find no cause for the noise.

‘“That evening one of my brothers died in Paris.

“Dv QuIiLniou,
*“ Mavor of Lanhelin (lle-et-Vilaine)."”
Letter 142.

LVIIL <My father, a musical composer, lived at ILyons,
his native city, with his young wife and little girl. My pa-
ternal grandparents also lived at liyons, about half an hour’s
walk from their son.

“It was the 28th of Angust, at eight o’clock in the
morning. My father was making his toilet (he was shaving
himself before a window), when ke heard his name twice
called loudly,' ‘André! André?” He turned, but saw no one.
Then he went into the next room, the door of which was
open, where he found my mother sitting quietly. He said

_to her, ‘Did you call me?” <¢No,” replied my mother,
‘but why do you look so startled” Then my father told
her how he had heard himself called loudly, and how this
call, repeated more than once, had affected him.

1 Calls heard in cases XVI,, XXII., XXV., XXVII., XXXIIL
06
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¢He finished his toilet, and a few minutessafter some one
came to tell him that his father had died so suddenly that
there had been no time to summon him to his deathbed.
He had asked for his son as he was dying, but those about
him did not think he was in any danger, and therefore had
not sent for the son.

““He died at 8 A.M., exactly at the moment when my father
had heard himself called so nrgently.

“Observe that my father had had no suspicion that my
grandfather was in ill health. The evening before he had
seen him. and thought he was perfectly well.

¢ My mother, who witnessed my father’s emotion, but who
had not heard the calf, has just told me the story for the
hundredth time, and it is she who has dictated what I am
sending you, but I beg you not to give our names to the
public. )

“R. (Istre).” “M. B. NEE S.

LIX. <“My friend, Ferdinand S., when he was about six-
teen, was pursuing his musical studies in Paris under the di-
rection of the composer, Hippolyte Monpon.

¢“One day, in his students’ chamber, he, being perfectly
awake, had a clear vision of his father, exactly as if he were
standing there. The vision lasted but a moment.

¢ My friend had no reason whatever to expeet his father’s
death. Yet he, who was by profession a tuner at Tours, had
met with a terrible accident. In assisting to take a piano
up a staircase, it had fallen on his body and crushed him, so
that death ensued.

““ Now, after he received this news, Ferdinand could well
understand how the moment when he had seen the apparition

coincided with that of his father’s death.

“E. Ler.
9 Place de la Cathedrale, Tours.”

Letter 156.

LXI. ““One of my brothers, when a pupil in rhetoric in a
Congregationalist college, one night could not close his cyes.
As soon as the house was awake he went to find the superior
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of the college, and told him, all in tears, ‘I do not know
what it may be, but I am sure some great misfortune has
happened at home.’

¢“The superior said this was all childishness and ... Two
hours after our horse was at the gate of the college, sent to
bring my brother home. Our father had died suddenly in
the night. Now, it was impossible that my brother, a boarder
in the college, could have heard of this. The college was
more than seven miles distant from his home.?

““ GASTON SAVOYE.
¢ Bailleul (Nord).”
Letter 164.

LXII. ¢“One of my aunts was instrunctress in a commune of
Alsace, and saw much of the sister of M. le Curé. One even-
ing, as my aunt was making ready to go to bed, she heard
the door-bell ring twice. My aunt went down and asked
who was there. There was no answer. She opened the
door. There was no one. It could not have been some one
passing who had pulled the bell-rope, for to get at it it was
necessary to come into the passage and to ascend several steps
of the stairs.

“The next morning she heard that M. le Curé’s sister had
died suddenly in the night, just about at the moment when
she had heard the bell ring. “K. E. DavuL.

“ Neuves Maisons.” Letter 169.

LXTII. ¢“One of my friends told me two years ago what a
fright he had had on a certain night when he was reading in
bed.

¢ Suddenly the curtains were violently shaken; at the same
moment he heard a plaintive cry and steps upon the floor be-
side him. His wife, who was awake, told me she also heard
the noise. The next day they heard of the death of one of
their friends who lived a few miles from them.

“A. Morisor.
““41 Rue du Chateau, Lyons.”
Letter 171.

! Similar to that mentioned in XLVIL
08



OF TELEPATHIC COMMUNICATIONS

LXIV. ¢Our family is connected with that af-General Ber-
trand, who was Napoleon’s companion during his exile at
St. Helena. My mother had from childhood been very inti-
mate with his daughter, Hortense Bertrand, who married M.
Amadée Thayer, who died a senator of the Second Empire, I
think, in 1866.

¢“In 1843 Madame Thayer, being in ill health, was sent to
Madeira. Her father, General Bertrand, was at Chéiteauroux.
He came to Paris in the month of January, 1844, for a few
days. 1le left at the end of the month by the mail-coach.
The weather was very cold. On reaching Chiteauroux he
was attacked by a congestion of the lungs, and died on the
29th of January.

““On the same day, January 29th, Madame Thayer, in com-
pany with her husband and several friends who had accom-
panied her to Madeira, was quietly conversing, not thinking
of any harm likely to happen to the dear ones she had left in
France. Suddenly she turned pale, gave a scream, burst into
tears, and cried, ¢Oh! my father is dead!?” Those present
tried to calm her. They pointed out that her last letters
were of recent date and had nothing but good news in them,
and that there was no cause to anticipate misfortune. She
persisted in what she said, and noted down the day and hour,

¢ At this time there were no telegraphs and very few rail-
roads. It took more than a month for letters from France
to reach Madeira. The first mail that arrived brought news
of the death of (feneral Bertrand on January 19th, the very
day and hour when his danghter had received her revelation.

““ All the witnesses of this scene and Madame Thayer her-
self are dead now, but the thing was known to all our fumily
and to all the relations and connections of M. and Madame
Thayer. I have heard it often told by one of our cousins,
Madame Thayer, a very intimate friend. Possibly you might
get my evidence corroborated by Pére Ludovic, a Capuchin
in Paris, who was for years the confessor of Madame Thayer
and who must have known the fact. I do not wish my name
to be published. M. B. G.

** Paris.” Letter 172,
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LXV. ¢«Tw years ago my brother, who was a designer,
undertook a journey of exploration in Africa, accompanying
the mission of M. Bouchamps. I had had no news from him
for a long time, when one night, suddenly awakening, I saw
my brother pierced by the spear of a savage.

““This made so deep an impression on me that I did not
go to sleep again that night, and I was haunted for several
weeks by the vision.

““Some weeks later I reccived news of the death of my
brother in Abyssinia, killed by a spear-thrust by an Abys-
sinian. The fact coincided with my vision, but unhappily 1
had omitted to set down the exact date. Ilowever, I am
certain that the vision came to me in November.

““A. NYFFELEY-POTTER.

TR €] 3 ”
Kinchberg. Letter 175.

LXVI. “T can certify to you the trnth of the following fact
which occurred in a little town in the department of the
Var: My mother was sitting in a room in the lower story of
her house, either knitting or sewing, when suddenly she saw
before her her eldest brother, who lived in a village in the
arrondissement of Toulon, about twenty-five miles distant.
Her brother, whom she recognized perfectly, said ¢ Adien,’
and disappeared. My mother much excited, hastened to her
hushand and cried, ‘ My brother has just died!” She knew
he was ill.

‘“The next day or the day after, news reached them of the
decease of my uncle, which happened in the afternoon, pre-
cisely at the time of the apparition. There were no tclegraphs
in those days. The news had been sent by letter to Aix.

“UTTE.
“Aix.” Letter 186.

LXVII. ¢ Hereisa fact of which I can guarantee the exact
veracity.

#<On December 21, 1891, I received a letter telling me that
my father was very sick and wanted to see me. As the letter
did not seem to me very alarming, I was not much frightened
by it, but I went to the station at Redon to take the train at
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4.44 in the evening. I was a little before time,.and was walk-
ing up and down the waiting-room, thinking of pretty much
nothing, when suddenly I felt ill and very dizzy. I could not "
see, and I had violent ringing in my ears. The attack had
been so sudden that I remained standing upright and motion-
less in the middle of the waiting-room. The seizure only
lasted two or three minutes, for people present were only
beginning to perceive it when I came to myself. And here
comes in the extraordinary part of the story. At the very
moment when 1 began to see again and to rally my senses,
and before I had recognized anybody in the room, the figure
of my father appeared and disappeared, and at the sume
moment the thought came to me—was borne in npon me—
that I could not refrain from expressing it in these words:
* My father is now dying.’

“I had thaj@lea fixed in my head all night as I travelled
onward. I tried to make myself entertain another conviction.
I arrived at my home, which was in the Department of La
Charente, about six in the morning. There they told me that
my father had died at six o’clock the evening before. About
an hour before his death he had several times earnestly asked
for me, and my absence caused him to shed tears. This coin-
cided with the moment I had scen his apparition in the Redon
station. I was deeply impressed by it, and have never ceased
to remember it. . BUusSEROLLE,

‘‘School-master at La Dominelais, near Fougeray (Ile-et-Vilaine).”
Letter 235.

LXVIIL. ¢ It has twice in my life happened to me to
experience a distinct impression to have near me a person
who was absent, and to mark the exact hour at which this
occurred. Both times the impression received was found to
coincide within five minuntes with the death of a person whom
I knew to be ill, but who I had no idea was so necar his end.

““These two striking cases of telepathy have been reported in
the journal of the Psychical Society in London, of which I have

the honor to be an associate member. AvG. GLARDON,
«* Man of Letters at Tour de Puitz, Vaud., Switzerland.”
Letter 237.
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LXIX. ¢ Og the 29th of October, 1869, our family had all
met in the salle @ manger after supper (the thing occurred at
the Chiteau de Vieux, near Caen, my father’s house). About
nine o’clock in the evening we heard a noise in the next
room. This noise was exactly what a heavy picture wounld
make in falling, and such was our first impression. We
looked at all the picture-frames in our rooms. Nothing had
stirred. My mother at once made a note of the hour.

““ A few days 