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Dedication

TO MY comrades in khaki who asked, as | too asked:
"Will 1 come back, and, if | do not, will there be a me
and where will 1 go?"...

TO THOSE who loved me so truly that they sent me
into the front rank of fighters for the great peace: My
mother whose far-seeing motherhood reaches out to
protect yet unborn generations; my father whose soul is
of that strength which, visioning, dares to sacrifice; my
brother who marched beside me....

TO THEM that went and to them that waited, to all
laying their best of self and of love upon the altar of
universal freedom....

I, "STEPHEN," who have gone over the top of life to
victory, dedicate this book—in answer to their wistful
questionings and as a call to that wider service which
shall embrace all time, all space, all being.
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PUBLISHERS' NOTE

"OUR UNSEEN GUEST" speaks for himself. The
discussion of the persistence of personal identity and
consciousness and of the question of continued life and activity
after "the darkness—or the dawn—that men call death” affords
abundant matter for reflection and debate.

The publishers can only say that the reasons for anonymity
of authorship are reasonable and adequate; they know both
"Darby” and "Joan™ and have confidence in their complete
sincerity; the persons and places referred to under names
which for obvious reasons have been changed, are real, and for
the most part exceedingly well known.

But the book must stand upon its own feet.



THE philosophical communications contained in this
book are offered without editing, except for punctuation
and the following: A few redundancies of expression
have been eliminated, memory has been drawn upon for
such occa-sional words as might be lost in hurried
long-hand notes, now and then, in instances where a
subject already discussed by "Stephen™ was touched
upon a second time, his later saying has been inserted
in the original discussion, for the sake of continuity and
clearness. It should be understood that this book
contains only a part of Stephen's discourse.

In the more strictly evidential portions of the book,
editing has sought to guard the identity of persons
concerned, such as "F. W.," "Professor XX," and "Mrs.
K.," with the result that practically all names, not only
of persons, but of places as well, are fictitious.

"DARBY."



OUR UNSEEN GUEST

I
THE COMING OF STEPHEN

OUR first experience with psychic phenomena occurred on the
evening of December 7, 1916—by way of a ouija-board.
Neither Joan nor | had ever seen a ouija-board before. The
"toy" came into our hands quite by accident.

We were taking our dinners at a private boarding-house
some blocks from the apartment building in which we lived.
On the evening in question a sudden storm blew off the lake,
while we were at table, and after the meal Joan and | wandered
into a deserted sitting-room to wait until the wind and sleet
abated. There one of the resident guests had left the ouija, a
remnant doubtless of some Halloween party.

"How does the thing work?" Joan asked.

| read the directions; we rested the board, whereon the
alphabet was printed in two semi-circles
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OUR UNSEEN GUEST

upon our knees, and put the tips of our fingers on the flatiron-
like pointer.

"Now," said I, "this tripod affair is supposed to move from
letter to letter, spelling out a message."

Thus we sat for a period—ten minutes, perhaps. We joked, |
remember, of the good fortunes ouija would tell us. But no
message came. Then, just as we were about to give up, the
tripod began to move.

"Quality of consciousness,"” it spelled. A pause—then, once
more, "Quality of consciousness."

"Darby!" Joan took her fingers from the pointer. "You can't
fool me like that. You did it! 'Quality of consciousness'—that
doesn't mean anything, anyway."

| looked into Joan's eyes. Was it she who had moved the
tripod, or did she honestly accuse me?

"Not guilty!" I pleaded. For a moment we faced each other
in silence. Then said Joan, gravely, "Let's try it again." So we
tried it again.

On the instant the tripod gathered strength. Over the
alphabet it moved, slowly, yet with machine-like precision,
pausing on this letter and that. Here are the words it spelled:

"For you two | have a message, a revelation.
Communication is so slow, so difficult,
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THE COMING OF STEPHEN

that | can do little more than give you the suggestion. But if
you will reason along the lines | point out, you can reach the
truth.”

"What truth?"

"In as far,” the answer came, "as it is given you to
understand, that ultimate truth—the why, the whence, the
whither—which men have longed to know since knowledge
was."

"Who are you?" | asked, addressing the empty air.

"I am Robert L——, an American,” the tripod spelled,
giving the last name, though it is not set down here.

"Robert L——?" | said, the name meaning nothing to me.
"Is that right—Robert L——?"

"L——." spelled the ouija-board. Then came, not Robert,
but another Christian name—Stephen, let us say, though the
name actually spelled began, like Robert, with R.

"We understand your family name to be L——" | said.
"Now can you straighten out the given name? Is it Robert or
Stephen?”

Promptly the ouija-board spelled a contraction, itself not
beginning with R, of the name for which "Stephen” is here
substituted—a contraction or nickname, by which (I anticipate
my story) he whom this narrative will continue to call Stephen
had been known among his friends.

"Your name, then, is Stephen L——?" | asked.
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OUR UNSEEN GUEST
"Yes," replied the ouija-board.

To Joan and me Stephen's name, which we do not feel at
liberty to divulge, meant nothing more, on this night of
December 7, 1916, than any totally new name signifies when
stumbled across for the first time. We had never heard of such
a person.

The margin of the newspaper on which | had been recording
the ouija-board's words threatened to prove inadequate. | dug
an envelop out of my pocket, and said: "We don't know you.
But never mind that. Go ahead."

"Let me tell you about myself," the tripod answered.

And then to our great amazement there was written out upon
the ouija-board the death story of a soldier, an American Killed
in service of the Allied cause. Not once, except as | removed
my hands to record the sentences, did the tripod hesitate. Joan
and | sat astounded at the mere facility of the performance. The
circumstantial vividness of the tripod's story was dumfounding,
for, like Stephen's name, the story of his death was wholly new
to us.

Why is the story not given here? Because Stephen wishes it
withheld; because to those still in this life whom he loved, and
loves, undesired publicity would result. His death was unique;
to report the story of the ouija-board would be to identify him.
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THE COMING OF STEPHEN

It is curious; already | speak of Stephen as though he were a
person, as real a person as myself. This manner of speech is a
convenience, at least. As a matter of fact, Joan and | do not
wish here and now to pass judgment definitely on Stephen's
reality—or unreality.

| said to Stephen some weeks later: "You wish us to make
public your philosophy. Do you realize that the story of your
death is a logical part of any report we might make? Verified,
it is evidential, tending to prove that, dead though you are, you
still live.”

It was not Stephen who answered, but another, one who
came in Stephen's wake, hopeful, apparently, that he might be
of help, now and then, in clarifying a doubtful philosophic
point. Let us call this personality "the professor.” The
professor's answer was:

"Stephen’s revelation is its own best test. Its reasonableness,
my dear sir, in the light of earth's already acquired knowledge,
is its best proof."

Yet something of Stephen's story, as spelled by the ouija-
board, I am permitted to tell—its atmosphere, shorn of
identifying facts. First came a picture of war's horror, painted
with an intimacy one might expect only from an eye-witness.
"Millions," the tripod spelled, "have already fallen. And the
suffering and the wounds!"



OUR UNSEEN GUEST

Stephen spoke of the dead and the dying and of "those
maimed, those who must still exist through years of weariness
and discouragement, not knowing that therein lies their great
chance.”

| am not at liberty to state the nature of Stephen'’s service in
the Allied army nor to specify the mission that cost him his
life. That mission, as described by the tripod, was one of the
greatest danger; it sent him out into the night alone.

The tripod spelled: "There was a mist in the air—half mist,
half smoke from the battle that had been raging for days up and
down the mountain.... A call came.... The dark was of a
blackness that could be felt, and it was cold.... | am not
ashamed to say that | was afraid.... All day we had been under
fire.... | hummed a tune under my breath for company and to
keep my courage up. Several shells burst ahead of me.... |
went on.... | was singing when the shell that sent me into
eternity, as I now know it, hit."

The rest of Stephen's story is quoted without omissions:

"I went out, out, out, out. I can find no words to tell you the
horror of sudden death. It is the one great tragedy. When
thought returned, | was as one lost in a familiar yet wholly
strange world. Aimlessly | wandered,
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THE COMING OF STEPHEN

seeking | knew not what, dazed, mystified. | did not know I
was, as you say and as | used to say, dead.

"When death comes naturally there are always those here to
meet the voyagers. But there was no one to meet me, no one to
explain that | had graduated into a new plane of consciousness.

"At last one came, a woman, a very sweet woman whose
service here has done much to alleviate the shock of battle-
field graduation, and took me by the shall I say, hand?—and
led me to a—may | say, quiet woodland spot?—where after a
time | learned the hope, the reality of the triumphant blessing |
had achieved.

"And so | have chosen my work here, and with that work |
go on—the comforting of those who come to us suddenly out
of the shock of battle. I meet them, poor frightened soldier-
boys, and teach them the truth—the simplicity of their own
immortality.”



I
SUBCONSCIOUS MINDS

AT the word "immortality” the tripod stopped. For a space
Joan sat staring in bewilderment at the foolish bits of wood,
while | finished my notes. With the striking of a clock she
jerked her hands from the tripod. Not until we reached home
did we venture discussion of the evening's happening.

"What do you suppose does it?" | asked.

"The easy explanation,” my wife answered, "would be—
you. Have you all that story down?"

"Another easy explanation,” said I, "would be—you. Yes, |
think I have that story down."

From out one pocket | took my newspaper, its margins
covered with Stephen's words. From another | hauled a
heterogeneous mass of old envelops, likewise scribbled over
with the ouija-board's spellings. Then | fished up a dozen or so
of Joan's cards, which | had
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SUBCONSCIOUS MINDS
gleaned from her purse to eke out my paper supply.

"There is no use trying to unravel this jumble to-night,” I
decided. "I'll piece the stuff together to-morrow and type it at
the office.”

This on the morrow | did. And that evening, in our own
familiar living-room, Joan and | studied the detail of the ouija-
board's strange spellings.

| looked up from reading Stephen's death story aloud, and
saw Joan searching out, with shifting, sidewise glance, a
shadowy corner of the room, whither the light of our lamp
scarcely penetrated; and | knew the eery feeling that was in her
soul. For, with Stephen spelling himself out of and then back
into existence, the far corners had assumed for me, too, an
uncomfortable fascination. It seemed that our ghost who
spelled so well might also walk.

"Darby," said Joan, "you must have made that story up.”
"Joan," | said, "you made it up yourself."

Thus we had it back and forth that evening and for several
days. | knew that Stephen's name had never entered my
thought until I read it from the ouija-board, and I knew | had
never heard or seen anything similar to Stephen's story of his
passing out. So | said to Joan, "You did it,” sure in my heart
she
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OUR UNSEEN GUEST

had done no such thing. And she, wishing, like myself, to skirt
the supernatural, said, "No, Darby, you did it,” though she
knew | had not.

In the end, of course, we, whose custom it is to tell each
other the truth, admitted the easy explanation would not
suffice. Together we faced the fact of a something
unexplained. Not for a moment, however, did we accept
Stephen for what he purported to be.

"The phenomenon doubtless is genuine,” | said. "Because it
IS genuine, it's explainable, and that without the aid of a dead
man willing to spend his immortality writing on a childish toy.
But why should you and | bother? Would it not be best for us
just to forget this Stephen and his dying?"

"Let's,” Joan answered. "The thing's creepy.

"I suppose,” | went on, "that if there ever was such a person
as Stephen, I could run the facts of him down."

"I wouldn't,” said Joan. "Let's just do as you said—forget
him."

And yet before another day passed Joan had bought a ouija-
board.

When | came home from the office she led me into a closet
off the living-room, where stood a trunk. Behind the trunk she
had secreted her purchase. And there, when our
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SUBCONSCIOUS MINDS

toy was not in use, we would hide it. Often of evenings, if the
door-bell rang, we would get the ouija-board back into its
hiding-place just in time for us to welcome the caller with
uncompromised faces.

"There were two sizes," said Joan, as she exhibited her
purchase. "'l bought the big one.

"But why did you buy any? | thought we agreed to forget
Stephen."

"And we shall," she answered. "I don't care anything about
Stephen. But | do want to know what 'quality of consciousness'
means. | can't get the phrase out of my head."

That night, for the second time, Joan and | placed our
fingers on a ouija-board's pointer. Again came Stephen; and
immediately he began a system of thought so foreign to either
of us that I could not accuse Joan even in pretense, nor she me,
of its production. Before a week had passed such conversations
as the following were ordinary.

"The world is ready for the truth,"” spells Stephen. "There are
many who will be rejoiced to believe, if you but tell them. The
time is ripe for the revelation."”

"And why ripe now?" | ask.

"Because," Stephen answers, "never before, since man's own
scientific knowledge has been developed to a point enabling
him to understand
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the revelation now planned, has it been possible for the higher
degrees of consciousness here to communicate with
correspondingly  high  degrees on your side. Such
communication is possible now because, owing to the vast
slaughter of the war, so much of consciousness still close to
earth is on my plane. As a result our potentiality here for the
purpose of communication is strengthened, while earth's
collected consciousness, strained by the upheaval of a world
war, is rendered unusually sensitive.

"Listen! The time is ripe. The world is waiting for a
reasonable peg on which to hang its faith."

It was engrossing—the Stephen philosophy. That which
Stephen had to say seemed so much more important than the
question of who or what Stephen might be, that in a way we
did just what Joan said we would: We forgot him. The "quality
of consciousness” quite overshadowed its expositor.

Then gradually the personality of this thing claiming to be a
living dead man began to assert itself, built out of modesty,
kindliness, droll wit, and piercing directness of understanding.
From a vague unknown, Stephen became a well-recognized
friend, a sort of correspondent we had never seen, whose
letters nonetheless envisaged him. He was not really
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SUBCONSCIOUS MINDS

Stephen, of course. Impossible that he should be a discarnate
intelligence! Even if he were, how could the fact be proved—
by what evidence? Supported by the professor, by this time an
occasional visitor at the board, Stephen himself echoed our
question: How, by what evidence?

Said the professor: "If | should appear to your Physical eye,
if I sat down and talked to your physical ear, you would call
me an hallucination.”

Said Stephen: "If | told you facts, dates, names, and places
you did not know, and subsequently you ascertained their
truth, you would have tested nothing. You would say you had
learned them long ago and forgotten them. If they concerned
events happening as | spoke, you would say you received them
telepathically from unknown, yet definite, earth personalities.
As for prophecy, we here, rightly apprehended, are not
soothsayers."

| think, though, that, in spite of Stephen and the professor,
we would have sought to verify the soldier's name the ouija-
board had given us, and the death story, had it not been for an
odd, yet human, mental quirk; Joan and I did not want to catch
this Stephen of the ouija-board, this friend of ours, up in an
untruth. Investigation, we believed, would result in just that.
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OUR UNSEEN GUEST

But it was one thing to regard Stephen simply as a
phenomenon, dismissing the question of who or what might be
the antecedent of that phenomenon. It was a more difficult
thing so to regard Stephen's philosophy, once we realized the
wonder of it. We could not avoid asking ourselves this
question: Where did Stephen's elaborate system of thought
originate?

It was not my conscious mind that was evolving the
philosophy, nor was it Joan's. Of this we were certain. Was it,
then, our subconscious minds—mine, Joan's, or a blending of
the two?

Here was a plausible solution, one which, though it seemed
forced, fortified us against the supernatural. And, so fortified,
we dared finally to consider the possibility that Stephen, after
all, might be quite what he said he was.

There were times—at night when the lights were low and the
shadows many—uwhen | said to Joan: "Stephen is real. He is an
intelligence outside our own. Once he lived here; now he lives
there; and he returns to help us, perhaps through us to help
others.” And Joan would nod and say, "It is a comprehensive
explanation.”

Morning! The world is awake, with men going sanely about
their all-important tasks. | say to Joan: "It's as plain as sunlight
that
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SUBCONSCIOUS MINDS

Stephen is our subconscious minds. Men in their sleep have
solved mathematical problems that for days baffled their
conscious minds. The ouija-board is that little distraction of the
conscious needed to set the subconscious free. It is the watch-
charm with which the lecturer must toy if his hour is to go
smoothly. Stephen's words are the creation of that part of our
thought which operates outside the focus of concentration.”

Then, quite sure of the mystery's solution, we would take
the ouija-board upon our laps, and | would say: "Stephen, you
are my subconscious mind."

Stephen's answer would be: "The subconscious self and the
quality of consciousness are closely related. Because of that
close relation I can communicate with you. But they are not the
same."

And so Joan and I vacillated—sure only of one thing, that
we were both averagely normal-minded.

Day by day we had been accustomed to go about our work
with healthy enjoyment in its successful performance—work
far removed from participation or even interest in
transcendental mysteries. To be sure, we took it for granted
that modern living had progressed far beyond the generally
accepted standards of conventionalized thought; yet as
between time-tested
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teachings and the "isms" that infest the day, we preferred the
former. With the "isms" we had had no contact.

Sure of ourselves, then, we felt privileged to vacillate.
Stephen might be this or might be that. He might be the soul of
one departed from this world of nature, yet living forward in a
world of supernature. He might be a creature of our own
unconscious making. Confident of our own integrity, we held
any explanation permissible. Indeed, what matter if we failed
to explain this Stephen at all?



Il
A QUESTION OF IDENTITY

I WAS decorated by France. You can find my record in 'The
Story of the Red Cross,' possibly...," (Here another title was
given, which | withhold lest it identify Stephen.) "A book—I
cannot quite tell the name—recently published, and to be had
at any bookstore."

These words were spelled by Stephen on the evening of
January 15, 1917.

The next day Joan visited a bookstore. No one there had
ever heard of "The Story of the Red Cross." Nor was any book,
bearing the other title Stephen had given, known.

"That clinches the matter," Joan said to me.

“It's subconscious mind, Darby. But whose? Not mine,
surely. Yours, | suppose. Yet this philosophy of Stephen's—
how unlike you!"

"The subconscious-mind theory is most convincing,” |
answered, "until connected with either you or me. Stephen's
philosophy is beyond the two of us put together."
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A day or so later Joan again was in the bookstore, her work
taking her there occasionally. The owner came to her and said
he thought he knew what book she had been looking for. A
volume, new to Joan, was handed her. It bore a title differing
from either of the titles Stephen had given, but related to both
in sense. Joan leafed through it, called me at the office, and
asked if I could come to the store. | went. She banded me the
book, new to me as to her, and asked me to turn to such and
such a page.

And there, in black and white, was the story of Stephen L—
—, of his service in the Allied army, and of his death. There
were the facts the ouija-board had told us on the night of
December 7, 1916. Had we been investigators searching for
proof of the survival of personality after death, with what more
challenging evidence could we have been confronted? Stephen
of the ouija-board had demonstrated there actually was a
Stephen L——, an American, killed in the service of the Allied
cause at such and such a place, on such and such a date and in
such and such a way.

We were not elated, however. We who had feared lest we
catch Stephen up in an untruth were frightened now by his
very truthfulness.

Wherein was the occurrence extraordinary?

Something on the night of December 7, 1916, caused a
ouija-board to spell for Joan and me,
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A QUESTION OF IDENTITY

"I am Stephen L——." The same something caused the ouija-
board to spell what purported to be the facts of Stephen L——
's death. On January 15, 1917, something prompted the ouija-
board to direct us to look for a certain book. We looked, found
the book, and therein was the story of a real Stephen L——,
how he had died, and when and where; and the statements of
this story were the same as those of the narrative that had been
spelled out on the ouija-board over a month before.

Obviously the chain of circumstances is extraordinary only
in the event that Joan and I, prior to December 7, 1916, were
ignorant of Stephen L—— We have testified to that
ignorance. To the best of our knowledge and belief we were
ignorant, not only of the death of Stephen L——, but of his
ever having lived.

Of what are these extraordinary circumstances evidence? On
what basis can they be explained?

Four possible explanations suggest themselves. They are:

1. Guess.

2. Telepathy.

3. The subconscious-mind theory.
4. The spiritistic theory.

And at least one other explanation might be offered—the
cosmic-mind theory. But this, it would seem, is pure theory,
having neither
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traditional nor experimental backing. Perhaps it can be best
discussed later, in the light of Stephen's philosophy.

Is not the "guess™ explanation hopeless? Joan and | were not
guessing that night of December 7, 1916. We were not doing
anything of which we were aware, save that, while waiting for
the storm to stop, we sat with our fingers resting on a piece of
wood. Yet granted we were guessing and didn't know it,
granted one or the other of us unconsciously chanced the
opinion that there was once a person named Stephen L——,
and that he was killed in the course of military service in
Europe, would it not have been an impossible coincidence that
our guess, wholly without foundation, should have proved true,
not simply in a general way, but in detail?

Was telepathy at the root of the occurrence? Was the
thought of some person here on earth to whom Stephen was
known transferred in strange fashion to Joan and me as we sat
at the ouija-board? Granted thought can and does transfer itself
from one person to another through channels other than the
senses, is it conceivable that so circumstantial a story as that of
Stephen's death was thus transferred—accurately?

The subconscious-mind theory has already caused us to
pause; even in the present case it
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A QUESTION OF IDENTITY

must, | feel, arrest most thoughtful consideration. This theory
implies that, though Joan and | had no conscious knowledge of
Stephen L——, his existence and death had, as a matter of
fact, been brought to our attention prior to December 7, 1916;
that we forgot what we had known; and that in some way or
other the ouija-board called this knowledge back into
conscious thought. This seems unlikely. Stephen L—— had
been dead only a matter of months. If Joan and I, or one of us,
once knew of his death, how brief a time had been required to
wipe the fact clean from our memories!

Concerning the spiritistic theory | shall say at this time only
that Stephen's philosophy, which is the primary theme of this
record, goes to the entire question of the possibility and
reasonableness of survival after death.

It was a startling test Stephen had given us. Yet when the
shock of it had passed we found ourselves still vacillating,
though there was an added difficulty:

Up to the day of Stephen's identification we could, when so
inclined, dismiss him as a mere fiction. With Stephen thus out
of the way, we were free to regard his philosophy as the
product of our own subconsciousness. This explanation of the
mystery we might, and assuredly did, doubt, yet there was no
external
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evidence to the contrary. Now we had to square with the
subliminal theory, not only Stephen's philosophy, but Stephen
himself.

How accept the thought that we once knew of Stephen L—
—, Yyet forgot that knowledge so completely that even the
anomaly of its writing itself out on the ouija-board failed to
refresh our memories?



v
A PUZZLED FRIEND

OUR dilemma was so puzzling that, despite the lack of
confidence Stephen and the professor had expressed in
evidential messages, Joan and | welcomed a chance happening
that resulted in further tests. One night, as we were deep in the
philosophy, the telephone rang; Joan stepped from the room to
answer. While she was at the 'phone, the door-bell rang; and I,
neglecting first to hide the ouija-board, admitted a caller. Let's
call himF. W.

Just as F. W. entered, Joan returned. She seized the board
and tripod, and rushed toward the closet with its protecting
trunk, but too late.

"That's a ouija-board," accused F. W.
"Ever see one before?" | asked.

Yes, F. W. had—once. When he was a youngster, he said,
there was a freak (his word) family—neighbors of his family—
who had cultivated ouija with great seriousness.
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His mother had attended one of the meetings and taken him
along.

"But what in the name of common sense," F. W. asked, "are
you two doing with a ouija-board?"

We told how, by accident, we ran across the toy at the
boarding-house, adding that for the sake of amusement we had
bought the outfit he now saw.

"If there's any fun to be had out of the contraption,” said F.
W., "let's have it."

And so, with F. W. as spectator and stenographer, Joan and |
made ready for the "fun.” We should have known better than to
have left Stephen out of our calculations. He would have none
of our frivolity, but instead insisted on continuing his
philosophical discussion. The conversation F. W. recorded
follows:

DARBY: F. W. is with us, Stephen.
STEPHEN: Your friend.
DARBY:: Have you a message for F. W.?

STEPHEN: Later. I am glad he is here. Joan, Darby, and F.
W. have much the same degree of consciousness. Therein is
the friendship explained. I would like F. W. to take this affair
as seriously as he can. Let's go on with the discussion. Quality
of consciousness, | have told you, we have at birth; quantity is
developed. Degree of consciousness is made up of the
possession of quality and quantity.
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Suppose you discuss this with me. | want you to understand
thoroughly.

What did F. W. know about the quality and quantity of
consciousness! He did know that his curiosity was piqued.
And, of course, be accused Joan and me of being the true
operators of the tripod.

"Why try to fool me?" he demanded.

"That's what Joan used to say to me," answered, "and what |
said to her. But we have fought that all out. We know now that,
consciously at least, we have nothing more to do with the
movements of the ouija-board's pointer than you have."

"Bet you can't do the trick blindfolded," said F. W.

"Bet we can't, either,” said Joan.

So F. W. blindfolded us. I could see nothing, and Joan says
she couldn't. We placed our hands upon the tripod. Slowly it
moved; whether to a purpose or not we did not know until F.
W. began calling out the letters. Here is what the tripod
spelled:

"This is harder. There is a psychic, a receiving station, here.
She will remember having had the experience of feeling that
some one was standing behind her and of turning to find
nothing."

Then came a pause, then more movements. These, F. W.
complained, were incoherent. He
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begged just one more sentence; and finally the ouija-board
replied with the following:

"Is hate enough?" (Which meant, | suppose, that Stephen
disliked the test.)

The blindfolds were removed, and F. W. suggested that he
and | try to run the board. We tried, but without result, other
than that the tripod moved aimlessly back and forth. Then Joan
proposed that she and F. W. take the board in hand. They did,
with success. The movements were slower than with Joan and
me, and the course from letter to letter was not so direct; but
the words were spelled with equal distinctness.

"I would rather go on with the discussion,” Stephen said.
"Darby!"

"You want Darby?" asked F. W.

"Yes," answered Stephen. "He understands better."

F. W. took his hands from the tripod, leaned back in his
chair, and exclaimed,"” Fair enough!" This phrase he uses
frequently, to express either agreement or surprise. In the
present instance it expressed both. F. W. did not understand,
and he was bewildered.

"I think you two were both blindfolded so that you could not
see anything,” he said, after a bit. "Just the same, let me
blindfold you again. And in addition | want you to turn your
faces as far away from the board as possible."”
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In the midst of F. W.'s speech Joan and | had again put our
fingers on the tripod. It was in motion before F. W. could
finish.

"The blindfold is undignified," it spelled.

Such things are of no importance in the scheme of things. |
have given you tests enough."”

But F. W. insisted—and certainly Joan and | were very
much interested in his experiment. With great care he adjusted
the handkerchiefs to our eyes. We turned our faces as fax from
the board as we could. Neither of us saw anything; it would
have been impossible, F. W. agreed when the experiment was
over.

With everything in readiness, F. W. said: "Now this time |
am not going to call out the letters. I shall put them all down,
and after the handkerchiefs are removed I'll read you the result,
if there is any."”

It seemed as though Joan and | sat blindfolded for half an
hour, though F. W. said later the time was only about five
minutes. We could feel the tripod moving over the board. |
wondered if it wouldn't run clear off, but it didn't. Every now
and then F. W. would speak, as though to Stephen, thus
indicating that a result of some sort was being achieved.
Finally the blindfolds were removed. | report the ouija-board's
spellings together with F. W.'s questions:
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F. W.: Why are you talking to Joan and Darby?

STEPHEN: To give them the revelation which 1 first
mentioned to them at Jevon's.

F. W.: (to whom the name Jevon was without meaning):
Repeat the words following "which."

STEPHEN: | first mentioned to them at Jevon's.

F. W.: What does the last word mean?

STEPHEN: To Darby, eat.

F. W.: You are ungrammatical. "To Darby eat" is just
nonsense.

It is understood that ouija-board spellings are in the nature
of things unpunctuated. But even punctuation might have
failed to make the cryptic phrase plain to F. W. Several times
he repeated his opinion that the words "to Darby eat" were
incoherent. Joan and | remember the jerkiness, expressive of
impatience, with which Stephen at last made the following

reply:
"Jennie Jevon keeps a boarding-house."

Mrs. Jevon did keep the boarding-house at which Joan and |
took our dinners and at which we first met Stephen. F. W.
knew we dined out, but did not know the name of the woman
who to Darby meant "eat"; hence his confusion. Was Mrs.
Jevon's first name Jennie? Neither Joan nor | could be sure we
had ever heard her given name.
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It was a mystified F. W. that bade us good night, close to
one o'clock in the morning.

"I don't get this thing at all," he said, as he pulled on his
overcoat. "But give me another chance. It's intensely
interesting. What are you two going to do to-morrow
evening—Friday?"

We regretted an engagement. "But,” said Joan, "we'll be
waiting right here for you Saturday evening."

Our Friday engagement, it chanced, fell through. And so |
telephoned F. W.'s home. When told he was not there, | called
several places where | thought he might be. F. W. was not to
be found.

"Oh, well,” said Joan, "let's do some testing on our own
hook."

We took the ouija-board upon our laps. In an instant Stephen
was at hand, announcing his presence as usual by spelling his
name.

"Stephen,” | said, "we are going to test you folks out a trifle
to-night. | want you to let me talk to some one | knew in this
life."

"I'll do the testing," Stephen replied. "Surely you realize the
importance of my revelation. If | make the survival of
consciousness after what you call death reasonable in the light
of your own knowledge, what greater evidence can there be?"

Joan and I were determined, though. So,
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too, apparently was Stephen. The tripod began what seemed a
dance. First it lifted itself up on the two rear legs; then, on one
rear leg and the front leg. Then Stephen would come for a
second, spell, "Silly," then disappear. After a moment he
would spell, "Stupid,” and again disappear. Then for a long
while the pointer remained motionless. At last it began to
move, but with great uncertainty, as though operated by an
unpractised hand.

"Not Stephen," it spelled, with many false starts and pauses.
"Do you remember the time I stole your shirt? You cussed hard
enough, because you were going to call on a girl.”

"At one period of my life,” I answered, "there were several
persons who made good their linen needs from my drawer."

"Yes," said the ouija-board, "but only one of those persons
is where | now am. | can be more specific. Do you remember
the time | set up a joke on you, took forty dollars from your
pocket?"

It seemed there could be no doubt that, if the speaker were
other than my own subconscious mind, it was one whom |
shall call Fred Q. For a few months before my marriage Fred
Q. and | roomed together. He, like others living in the same
house, had occasionally
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"borrowed” my clean shirts, just as I, when necessity
warranted, had borrowed theirs. And | did remember the time
he had taken forty dollars from my pocket. Joan's subconscious
mind was absolved. There isn't a chance in the world that she
had ever been told the absurd tale of the shirt or that of the
forty dollars.

To cap the climax, the ouija-board next spelled, "Gunboats."

It was laughable. Fred Q. had insisted on wearing shoes of a
size even more than comfortably large. "Gunboats!" | used to
exclaim, as | would wake up in the morning and see his shoes
sprawling beside his bed. Here again Joan, conscious or
subconscious, could not be accused. Either it was I, the
subconscious me, who had spelled that word "gunboats," or—
could it possibly have been Fred Q., dead then something over
a year?

Granted the shirt, the forty dollars, and the gunboats were
really the work of my own subconsciousness, why, if it was
necessary for my subconsciousness to spell anything, had it
chosen these trivial memories of Fred Q.? For four or five
years prior to his death | had seen little of him. In fact, he
passed out of my life when Joan came in.

Stephen returned finally. "Did the test satisfy you?" he
asked. "Or have you now just something more to explain?"
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"Something more to explain away," was my answer.

"But surely,” Stephen replied. "So why waste time? Let us
go on with the revelation.”

And then there began the unfolding of a new section of that
which, to Joan and me, has seemed, quite as the ouija-board
insisted, the most wonderful of tests—Stephen's philosophy,
fully as unique in its purport as in the manner of its coming.



\Y
UNCLE MICHAEL

JOAN had promised F. W. he would find us waiting for him.
Instead, when we reached home the next night, F. W. was
waiting for us, with knowing mien.

"I tried to get you on the 'phone last night,” I said. "I
telephoned everywhere."

"Everywhere," he answered, "except the Public Library. |
was doing a little reading, sort of sizing up this psychic stuff."

He found his own way to the coat-closet.

"I know the answer to that,” he announced with assurance,
as he caught sight of the ouija-board resting on the top of the
trunk.

"Take me into your confidence," said I.

"Simple enough!" he replied. "It's subconscious mind. That
ouija-board didn't spell a word night before last that wasn't
either in your mind or Joan's or both."

"I don't believe either of us knew that Mrs. Jevon's first
name was Jennie," said Joan. "We made inquiry, and Jennie it
1s."
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"Well, you probably did know," answered F. W. "You
forgot it—that's all. Right there's the point of the subconscious
mind. We think we forget a lot of things that later we discover
tucked away in our memory. I'll tell you what, though—the
way you two ran the ouija-board blind-folded was
remarkable."

"Does the subconscious mind explain that?" | asked.

"I wouldn't be surprised if it does,”" F. W. replied. "Think of
the sleep-walker. The sleep-walker strolls safely through the
most dangerous places. He climbs ladders, walks along the
edge of cliffs, and all that sort of thing, guided not by sight, but
by subliminal memories."

The sanity of F. W.'s attitude was contagious—would have
been had not Joan and | sat night after night and seen an
attention arresting system of philosophic thought build itself
up out of what seemed to be nothing, each succeeding thought
coherent with that which had gone before, each new
development resting on a previously laid foundation.
Subconscious mind? Perhaps. But when had Joan and | stored
in our subconsciousness the material out of which, without
effort, we were now building this structure of thought? And
then there was Stephen of the ouija-board, who seemingly had
proved to be Stephen L——!
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Telepathy, F. W. might have said, had he known how
Stephen had identified himself. I do not think he would have
charged Stephen’s identification up to subconscious mind. For
F. W.'s daily work and training, like Joan's and mine, fits one
to remember dramatic facts and the names they involve. He
would have appreciated the likelihood of our remembering a
story such as Stephen L——'s, once it came to our notice, the
certainty we could not have forgotten such a story so
completely that even the unusualness of its bobbing up on a
ouija-board failed, wholly failed, to refresh our memories.

Suppose F. W. had said, telepathy. Thereby he would have
asserted that on the night of December 7, 1916, some person—
just who this person was Joan and | might never be able to
ascertain—had turned over in his mind certain facts of Stephen
L——'s existence and death, and Joan and I—from a distance
how great we might never be able to ascertain—had
intercepted that person's thought in great detail and with exact
accuracy. All this F. W. would have asserted despite the fact
that he could not have cited from his own experience, or
observation, a single other instance of telepathy, however
sketchy.

Well, Joan and | took our positions at the ouija-board, F. W.
again undertaking to make
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the record. Almost immediately this came, without hesitancy,
but slowly:

"F. W., | am here. Recognize by personality. The day was
cold. A country road. Two teams. We met your mother at the
station. She came to spend the holidays and take you back.
Who am I?"

"I don't recall any such incident,” said F. W. "I don't know
who you are."

"Runaway," spelled the ouija-board.

"Did the runaway have anything to do with an
embankment?" asked F. W.

"River-bridge," spelled the ouija-board.

"Hello there!" exclaimed F. W. "Is this Uncle Michael?"

"Mouth-organ,” replied the ouija-board.

"Now you are absurd,"” said F. W., nettled at the triviality of
the ouija-board's last word. "Uncle Michael, the family never
believed your horses ran away. They always thought you were
the victim of foul play, robbers, maybe."

"No foul play," spelled the ouija-board. "Another team from
the opposite curve. It was already running away. It ran into my
off horse. The driver was drunk. When he saw the result he
was so frightened he went on and kept silence."

"What had you hauled to market in your wagon?" asked F.
W.
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"Lumber,” replied the ouija-board, then added: "I am not
sure, but I think grain."

"You contradict yourself,” said F. W.

"Elderberry whistle,” replied the ouija-board.

The tripod stopped, and, much as F. W. insisted, there was
no further word from Uncle Michael.

The facts of Uncle Michael's death, as F. W. told them to
Joan and me, were these. He had lived in a distant state, on the
farm where he and his sister, F. W.'s mother, had been reared.
One day—F. W. at the time was a young boy—Uncle Michael
started to market, driving a team of trusted horses. Night failed
to bring him home. The next day his body was found at the
foot of an embankment, the approach to a bridge a few miles
from the farm. The team, trailing the wagon with broken
harness, browsed in a fence-corner.

The obvious explanation was that the horses had run away;
and the family had been unable to prove otherwise. But they
had never accepted this explanation; Uncle Michael had
known every inch of the road, and the horses he drove were
reliable. His family believed he had been attacked by robbers,
his body thrown over the embankment as a blind, and the
horses deliberately frightened. The proceeds of his trip to
market offered a motive for the crime.

39



OUR UNSEEN GUEST

It happened, though, that Uncle Michael, contrary to his
custom, had banked the money.

When F. W. made ready to bid Joan and me good night, the
hour, as on the previous evening, was late. His assurance had
vanished; amazement repossessed him. For here again were
facts unknown to Joan and me, yet spelled out on our ouija-
board.

The picture of Uncle Michael taking F. W. on a cold ride
over a country road to meet his mother could be dismissed; F.
W. remembered no such ride. And what of the two teams? One
would hardly suppose it required two teams to carry one small
boy to meet his mother. Yet in the death story, unrelated as it
was to F. W.'s ride., there were, curiously, two teams, just as
there was a country road. One could but smile at Uncle
Michael's failure to remember whether it was lumber or grain
he had hauled to town the day of his death. F. W. himself did
not know what his uncle's wagon had contained. The "mouth-
organ” and “elderberry whistle™ remarks, Joan and | agreed
with F. W., were too trivial to mean anything.

Despite discrepancies, however, and despite trivialities, the
fact remained that the ouija-board had suggested to F. W. the
personality of his dead Uncle Michael. At the time, neither
Joan nor | knew there had ever been
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such a person as Uncle Michael. We knew nothing of the
family of F. W.'s mother, herself dead—who they were or
where they lived. F. W. realized our complete ignorance. How,
he demanded, was he to attribute Uncle Michael to Joan's or
my subconscious mind?

"Might it not have been your subconscious mind?" | asked,
loath to discount this summary explanation once | saw F. W.
weakening.

"How could it have been mine?" he answered. "l wasn't at
the ouija-board."”

| replied that perhaps the explanation lay in a combination
of subconsciousness and telepathy. Perhaps the subconscious
thoughts of F. W. had been transferred telepathically to Joan's
subconsciousness or mine.

"Far-fetched!" exclaimed F. W. "Anyway, there were things
spelled out there that weren't in my thought at all—the drunken
driver, for instance. | never heard of him until to-night. If there
ever was a drunken driver, he is probably dead by this time,
and if he's dead the chances are that thought of his connection
with my uncle's death is in the mind of nobody."

Joan and I, as we walked home from church the next
morning, sifted the evidence offered by the communications F.
W. had called forth. Several things were apparent.

For example, if | had held any lingering suspicion that Joan
consciously pushed the tripod
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from letter to letter, or if she had suspected me, these doubts
must disappear. With both of us blindfolded the spellings had
proceeded practically unhampered. F. W.'s blindfold
experiment had made the entire question of our mutual honesty
pointless. At least, it demonstrated that there was no necessity
for dishonesty.

Another fact stood out boldly. It is possible there was
publicity given the death of Stephen L——, especially in
certain parts of the country. There was no special reason why
the story should have been carried by the newspapers of the
city in which Joan and I live, and | am quite sure it wasn't; yet,
if news of Stephen's death was printed anywhere, there will be
those inclined rather to believe that Joan or | read the item
cursorily and forgot it, than that the fact of Stephen’s existence
and death should have come from out the nowhere to our
ouija-board. But the Uncle Michael case was different.

Here was a farmer, killed in a remote community years ago.
His obituary was printed in a country paper, with circulation
limited to the immediate neighborhood. There isn't one chance
in a million that Joan or I had ever heard of Uncle Michael.

This, then, stands out boldly: If the subconscious theory
predicates a knowledge acquired
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normally, however completely the acquisition may have been
forgotten by the conscious mind, it breaks down, in this
instance at least. If for Uncle Michael to have been in our
subconscious minds it was necessary that knowledge of him
should have come to us in the past, whether near or distant,
through the ordinary channels of the senses, then Uncle
Michael simply was not in our subconscious minds.

I must anticipate my narrative. About three weeks after
Uncle Michael appeared, F. W. called us up one evening and
said he wanted to come and see us right away. He came, and
brought with him this information: Uncle Michael had been
extremely proficient at the mouth-organ and had been famous
for his elderberry whistles.

"I swear to heavens," said F. W., "that when the ouija-board
spelled those words they seemed to me the sheerest nonsense. |
wrote the whole story to relatives back in the old home; and
here's their answer; playing the mouth-organ and making
elderberry whistles were real accomplishments with my Uncle
Michael."

And thus was broken down the theory that perhaps Joan and
| had simply been reading F. W.'s mind. Uncle Michael had
told us facts, trivial facts, but true, that F. W. didn't know, any
more than we did!
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Let me close the Uncle Michael incident by quoting a
paragraph from a letter F. W. wrote me recently from a
hospital for American soldiers. The letter said:

"I was tremendously impressed by the exact detail of what |
insist on calling Uncle Michael's recital and the
communication of facts which no one of us was aware of at the
time. The incident has come often to my thought, and always
as a sort of convincing argument that we are, indeed, recipients
of messages from afar."



VI
THE RECEIVING STATION

THE evidential character of the F. W. communications was, as
F. W. has said, impressive. But | think Joan and | were even
more impressed by the discovery that, while she and | could
operate the ouija-board and likewise she and F. W., F. W. and |
could not. This seemed to mean that Joan, not I, was the
psychic.

We recalled what Stephen had said: "There is a psychic, a
receiving station, here. She will remember having had the
experience of feeling that some one was standing behind her
and of turning to find nothing."

"Is that true, Joan?" | asked.

"Oh, | don't think so,” she replied. That's an experience
every one has."

"Perhaps we are all of us psychic in some measure."

"Very kind of you to say so, Darby,"” she answered.

The truth is Joan was loath to acknowledge
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her psychic gift, especially loath to recognize that the
communications came solely through her. Yet events
subsequent to the F. W. messages have left her no escape from
this conclusion. Even so, she has remained diffident. With the
entire subject of psychic phenomena shrouded in uncertainty,
her attitude is not to be wondered at.

Whether to avoid whatever of misunderstanding has
attached itself to the words "psychic" and "medium,” or
whether simply to hold the fact in the case close to the ground,
Stephen seldom uses the word "Psychic,” and never uses the
word "medium."” His term for one gifted as is Joan is
"receiving station."

"What actually happens during the process of
communication,” says Stephen, "is more like the transmission
of a wireless message than anything else in your experience.
Our term receiving station is very good, not because it is
metaphorical, but because it is the exact opposite of
metaphorical.”

Anticipating much of the experience this narrative relates, |
digress here to trace the development of the receiving station
that is Joan.

Stephen had been at work on the philosophy only a few
weeks when | noted an odd thing.

Our method of taking down the ouija-board's words was
this: As the pointer moved
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over the alphabet Joan would call out the letters, and we would
both carry them in mind until a complete word was formed; at
the end of a sentence | would remove my hands from the tripod
and write it down.

After a while | noticed a tendency on Joan's part to call the
letters before the tripod actually had picked them out.

"How do you do it, Joan?" | said. "You're ahead of the
pointer."

"What do you mean?" she asked.

When 1 explained, she said: "l hadn't noticed it. Now that
you speak of it, it's so. | do know sometimes what letter is
coming next. But don't ask me bow I know. | just do. The
letters seem to pop into my thought.”

Addressing Stephen, | said, "What is your method of
communication?"

The conversation that followed is here reproduced
practically in full, though at one turn it went somewhat afield.
In answer to my question, Stephen spelled:

"I communicate by means of a medium quite material. |
utilize a force which man does not now understand, but which
in time he will. A few years ago men marveled at the ordinary
telegraph; now they are reconciled to wireless."

"Do you mean,” | asked, "that electricity operates this ouija-
board?"
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"But surely,” Stephen replied, "though not electricity as you
now understand it. The atomic force of which | speak might be
called magnetic consciousness."

"Is there any other way besides this tiresome ouija-board
method by which you could speak with us?" Joan asked.

"If you sat in a desert and looked toward the north," Stephen
answered. "If you could make your minds clear."”

"Explain,"” said I.

"Nirvana," said the ouija-board.

It was evident Stephen referred to the old Buddhistic
practice whereby the worshiper seeks to free himself of all
thought and desire, hoping thus to be absorbed into the
ultimate.

"Is Nirvana, then, the goal toward which we're headed?" |
asked.

"It is so called by some,” Stephen answered. "The great
fallacy of this religion, especially as interpreted by the Western
World, is its doctrine of oblivion; yet it is among the wisest.
True Nirvana is consciousness at its height."”

Practicality is an outstanding feature of Joan's character. "I
take no stock in Nirvana," she protested. "If you communicate
with us through the medium of physical force, what | want to
know is, why can't | see you?"

"Because your sense of color is not yet highly enough
developed,” the tripod spelled.
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"Then, you seriously mean to say that you have a material
body?" insisted Joan.

"But surely,” said Stephen. "My present body has properties
beyond your comprehension, such as color beyond the
humanly visible spectrum."

"Have you sight, hearing, and the other human senses?"
Joan asked.

"Consciousness on my plane has all of these, but not as you
now know them," Stephen replied. "Do not misunderstand;
consider my words—not as you now know them. | see as you
see, and then some. For instance, | see matter in its component
parts."

One night, a week or so after this conversation, Joan
suddenly halted the tripod, sat silent a moment, then said:
"Why, of all things! The idea of the letters is not only popping
into my mind, but actually, Darby, 1 am beginning to see them,
sometimes."

"See them? How do you mean you see them?"

"Just what | said,” she answered. "I mean that every now
and then | see a letter. Just before the tripod points it out | see
it, sort of, in my mind. Understand?"

| was forced to admit | didn't.

A few more evenings and Joan's new experience had
become clear-cut. Somehow, she said, she mentally visualized
every letter, just
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prior to its being pointed out by the tripod. It would be well for
Joan to describe the phenomenon in her own words. She says:

"The letters as they appeared in my mind were peculiarly
characteristic. First, they were of distinct definition, just as the
memory of a familiar object is distinctly defined in the mind's
eye. In the second place, they were constituted of light, largely
pink light, a sort of glow. The pink of the letters was
surrounded by a fringe that began as a yellow, like the yellow
of a coal flame, and shaded into a brilliant blue. The color-
effect of the whole was not unlike that of a glowing bed of
coals with flames spurting from the unburnt fuel around it.

"And the letters were of enormous size, much bigger than
the immense type on a billboard. Toward the latter part of the
experience they grew considerably smaller, though to the end
they were very, very big.

"Each letter was visualized, not externally, but internally.
The same effect of light visualized internally can be produced,
| find, by pressing one's fingers strongly on the balls of the
closed eyes. There will appear on the retina—at least so it was
in my case—a rosy suffusion barred and crisscrossed by lines
of yellow light, which, however, take no definite form.

"As to the manner in which the letters appeared: they sprang
into being singly, at
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first with quite a space of time between; then they came closer
together, but still singly. It was as though they were being
shoved along a wire on which they had been strung, my line of
vision being comprehensive of one letter only. Finally they
began coming so fast that it was impossible for the ouija-
board's tripod to keep pace with them.

"It was not necessary for me to close my eyes to see the
letters; nor did their coming depend upon my concentrating my
attention. | could think of other things, listen to Darby's
questions, and when | wished ask a question myself.

"I have run the ouija-board only at infrequent intervals in the
past year. As | dictate this statement to Darby, May 2, 1919, |
pause to attempt repetition of the experience of seeing the
letters. The ouija-board runs, but as it did when the idea of the
letters was just popping into my mind. | do not see the letters
now."

The next step in Joan's psychic development caused our
ouija-board to be temporarily abandoned. At best its operation
was a physically tedious affair. And, too, as Joan has stated,
the letters began to appear before her mental vision in such
rapid succession that the tripod would sometimes be a whole
word behind the letter Joan was announcing.

Stephen,” | said, finally, "if Joan sees these
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letters while sitting at the ouija-board, why couldn't she see
them if she sat at a typewriter?"

"Let us make the experiment,” replied Stephen, ever ready
to try a new thing. "l do not know whether it will succeed.
Joan, you sit at the typewriter, and, Darby, you stand behind
her and place your hands on her temples.”

We did as we were instructed, and after a wait of a minute or
two Joan began to strike the keys of the typewriter, very
deliberately. When a pause came, | pulled the paper out of the
machine and asked Joan if she knew what had been written.
She replied that she had only the haziest idea, that the letters
came before her vision, as usual, but that, because she was
typing them down, she had made no effort to remember them.
Here is what | found written on the paper:

this is slow kep at it we are al watching you this is fine i should
have answered your leter earlier the trouble here is that Joan
insists on puting the machine to its ordinary purposes the profesor
is here and very much interested if this works out it means a
wonderful method of comunication Joan is doing fine she is
making her mind frer than ever before undoubtedly this wil prove
a great advance over the ouija board method

| have quoted the above just as it came—without capitals or
punctuation and with only
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one letter employed in cases of double letters. The absence of
any distinction between capitals and small letters had, of
course, been characteristic of the ouija-board messages; the
board carries only capital letters. | have already referred to the
fact that it carries no punctuation marks, though by a system of
pauses, which we soon learned, Stephen from the first did in a
way indicate the punctuation. Again, as in the case of the
typewriter, the ouija-board never troubled to double a letter.

Other than as the product of an engaging experiment the
words written by the typewriter seemed of no importance. It
proved later, however, that the part reading, "l should have
answered your letter earlier; the trouble here is that Joan insists
on putting the machine to its ordinary purposes,” was most
important.

We turned from the typewriter to the ouija-board, and |
asked Stephen if it would be possible for him to punctuate on
the typewriter and use, where required, capitals and double
letters. He said he could and would punctuate and capitalize,
but that he simply wouldn't be bothered with double letters.
Then we went to the typewriter again, and | started the thing
off by asking, "Stephen, are you here?" The answer follows,
written more rapidly than were the words of the first trial:

"I am here all right.” (Supplying the
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double letters, 1 make good Stephen's abbreviated spelling.)
"You need never be afraid of that when an experiment like this
is going on. There are many others here too, many of very high
degree.”

"Could Joan and | communicate with those higher degrees?"
| asked.

"You can communicate with any individual of degree higher
than yourself, who is willing to make the effort to
communicate with you. It is only individuals of a degree lower
than your own that cannot communicate with you. But for the
time stick with me."”

"We shall, Stephen,” | said. "But at least tell us about those
high-degreed individuals who are so interested in this
experiment.”

And the answer was: "The whole kit and caboodle are here,
greatly excited, and raising a very devil of a confusion. To tell
you the truth, they all want to talk—and at once, as if they
were only human. We carry our childhood with us, it seems. If
Joan could speak German, French, and all the rest of the
nonsensical human lingo—there should really be only one
language she would have to have ten dozen pairs of hands."

| asked Stephen why he didn't "bounce the kit and
caboodle."

"Did you ever try to drive a pig through a hole in a fence?"
was the answer.
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Stephen then turned serious and requested that he might be
allowed to continue his revelation, saying that the new method
of communication would permit a much wider scope of
discussion.

"But before we go on," he said, "there is something | would
like to warn you about, especially Joan. Joan, you are the
receiving station. As such you are of absolute importance to
the delivery of the revelation | bring you two. But you are also
a person of strong opinions. | ask you not to let your
preconceived ideas and prejudices color my message. Keep
your mind free, especially when | say something with which
you do not altogether agree. Darby, you are the conceiving
station. Remember that Joan could not communicate alone
wholly successfully, nor could, I think, any one else. You can
differ from me as much as you will; in fact, I rely on your
questions to clarify the communication. But above all you must
alleviate Joan's prejudices. You must prevent her own opinions
coloring my words. And you must also be on the watch for a
form of color that is likely to result, not simply from Joan's
opinions, but from all that mass of thought and memory, her
own experience, that lies dormant in her subconsciousness."

May | ask the reader to carry this speech
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in mind, along with those words: "I should have answered your
letter earlier; the trouble here is that Joan insists on putting the
machine to its ordinary uses™?

Many possibilities seemed to be opened up by the typewriter
experiment. For one thing, it occurred to Joan and me that, if
we were in receipt of genuine messages "from afar,"” they need
not all be verbal. Why, for instance, could not musical ideas be
communicated?

This thought interested us greatly, because, owing to the fact
that Joan is not musical, a test was involved. | say Joan is not
musical, even though as a child she received the sketchy sort of
piano instruction that leaves a few bars of simple melody
memorized and an ability mechanically to read a not too
complicated score with something less than fifty per cent
accuracy. | am certain that Joan never has initiated a single
musical idea.

| said to Stephen of the typewriter: "It has seemed to Joan
and me that by use of the present method of communication
Joan could sit at the piano, as she now sits at the typewriter,
and produce music otherwise beyond her."”

"I do not think so," Stephen wrote in reply. "Were Joan a
musician, that would be possible. But she lacks both technic
and tone-sense. You must understand that we can impress on
the subconsciousness of a receiving station
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only those ideas that the station itself is capable of
understanding. But let us make the effort. Joan, you sit at the
piano. Darby, stand behind her and keep your hands on her
temples. We shall see what happens.”

The real value of this experiment, it proved, lay in making
clear to Joan and me that, granted we were en rapport with a
discarnate intelligence, there were limitations to the
communication. Joan, herself incapable of originating
Stephen's philosophy, could nonetheless grasp its conceptions.
But to Joan a musical thought had no meaning, and therefore
she could not successfully act as the medium of musical
communication.

What happened, however, was interesting. Joan sat down at
the piano. Suddenly her fingers began racing over the keyboard
with a deftness unknown to them, and a series of great,
crashing chords burst forth, harmonies suggestive of power,
big organ-like effects that filled the room. But the chords were
individual affairs, lacking continuity as a whole. Afterward
Joan attempted to strike chords of equal complexity, but failed.
It seemed that the harmonies she had produced as | stood with
my hands on her temples were not in any ordinary sense of her
own making. Stephen, too, disclaimed them, saying another
than he had assisted from his side.
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We employed the typewriter method for only a few evenings
after the piano experiment. From the beginning Joan had
complained that my pressing her temples resulted in headache.
Finally the headaches became pronounced. We returned then
to the ouija-board, but, as things turned out, not for long. It
was Joan herself who suggested the likelihood of her being
able simply to speak the letters, without their being either
written on the typewriter or pointed out on the ouija-board.

"That would not have been possible a short time ago,"”
spelled the tripod. "Let us try. | suggest, Darby, that during the
experiment you hold Joan's wrists."”

Just how my holding Joan's wrists might facilitate results |
did not know. Nonetheless | did as Stephen advised. Instantly
the experiment was a great success. With no mechanical
handicap—tripod to follow or typewriter keys to strike—Joan
was able to announce the letters with a fluency unmarred by
confusion. The method seemed perfect, though its later
development caused the early trials to appear tentative. There
was but one difficulty; as both my hands were occupied, |
could make no record. Yet Stephen asked that the experiment
be continued over a period of two or three evenings.

On the third evening he said: "It is not
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necessary now for you to hold both wrists. Hold only one."

Two evenings later he said, "You need not hold her wrists at
all.”

| withdrew my hand, and the communication proceeded
without interruption. At its close Stephen said: "Now touch her
wrist. This will be your signal to Joan that the communication
is over. Likewise, when the two of you seek communication,
touch her wrist."

And so the ouija-board went behind the trunk in the closet—
permanently. With much labor on Joan's part and mine, and,
Stephen assured us, on his part also, the ouija-board, a toy
accidentally thrown in our way, had laid the foundations of the
Stephen philosophy. That a system of thought so suggestive
should have come from two mere bits of wood seems to be a
marvel exceeded only by the uniqueness of the philosophy
itself.

Direct mental communication, which is Stephen's term,
produced at first just letters, as had the ouija-board. Then one
night Joan began to vary the letters by pronouncing now and
then a word, and in the end the letters were discarded. For a
while the words were pronounced slowly, with pauses
between, and without variety of intonation. But soon they took
on a fluency quite uncharacteristic of Joan's ordinary speech.
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| do not mean to say that all communications received by the
direct mental method have been equally fluent. When Joan is
physically or mentally tired, the speech is slower and less
certain. When a new personality—that is to say, purported
personality—comes, one who has not spoken before through
Joan, the speech is halting. When, of late, evidential matter has
been sought, involving names of persons or places or other
identifying items of definiteness, there has been the appearance
of great difficulty; the words come very slowly, with
occasional corrections, and sometimes even the old spellings
are reverted to. But in all other instances the communication
possesses the ease of conversation, now and then assuming, as
the communicator becomes animated, the flow of practised
oratory.

| do not say that the voice that speaks is other than Joan's. |
do say that the tone values are not hers. It is as though Joan
were an accomplished mimic, imitating now Stephen, now the
professor, or again one of the many other personalities that
have come to us.

During the early attempts at mental communication Joan
would sit absolutely immobile, other than for facial
movements. In the course of half an hour an arm might cramp
from being held too long in the same position. Stephen, not
Joan, would ask me to move it.
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But gradually gestures came, gestures uncharacteristic of Joan,
and so to the easy speech of accomplished acting there was
added finally an equally mimic freedom of gesticulation.

But why marvel at the fluency of Joan's speech during the
periods of communication or the freedom of her gestures?
After all, it is only Joan that speaks. True and untrue.
Assuredly it is none other than Joan who utters this word or
that, whatever may be the source of the thought the word
expresses. But the facility of expression is not the every-day
Joan's. And there are other differences.

For one thing, during the periods of mental communication
Joan speaks only occasionally in her own character. When she
does it is to the personality whose thought she seems to be
conveying. At Stephen's request she might in her own
character describe a person or an object or a place, here or
beyond. But never has she herself answered any question |
have addressed to her personally. Always the answer comes
from Stephen.

Again, after my touch has signaled the close of the
communication, Joan has no memory of the communication
itself or of any extraneous occurrence, such as the ringing of
the telephone and my answering the call. And yet, despite this
lack of memory, there is, during communication, no suggestion
of unconsciousness
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Joan is fully aware of all that happens, just as she was at the
ouija-board. It seems simply that she holds herself aloof,
permitting all outside of herself, whether on Stephen's side or
her own and mine, to make as slight an impression on her
every-day conscious mind as possible. She says:

"This holding of my thought vacant is a trick of the mind
that 1 can scarcely explain. Stephen had said that mental
communication would be possible if one could make his mind
clear. At first this meant nothing to me. But during the
typewriter experiments, when it was necessary no longer for
me to announce the letters and help Darby piece them into
words, | began to gain appreciation of what Stephen's ‘clear
mind' phrase meant. Then suddenly there came to me the
knack of achieving the mental condition referred to. | rather
think any one by practice could do the same; whether
communication would necessarily result. I, of course, do not
know.

"Just what part Darby's touching of my wrist plays in the
matter | have been unable to tell him. I know only that when he
touches my wrist my mind clears—with some slight effort of
my will—of thought and sense perception. When Darby again
touches my wrist, thought and sense perception rush back.

"I have no memory of what happens in the interim, except
that when Darby reads me his
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notes they sometimes sound familiar, like a thing | might have
heard or read before."

To this sketch of Joan's psychic development there is to be
added only the fact that now and then she has done what is
called automatic writing. The first instance of this occurred a
month or two after the mental method had been hit upon. She
was sitting at her desk when suddenly her pencil broke off
recording her own thoughts, and started to write instead what
she recognized as a message. At first she resisted; then, being
curious to see what the complete message might be, she
permitted the pencil to have its own way. The communication
was oddly interesting. It directed Joan to the solution of a little
problem with which | had been struggling for days. Chief
interest, however, lay in the fact that the suggested solution
involved a something of which Joan at the time knew nothing,
but the existence of which she later established. For personal
reasons we withhold this message.

And now, is Joan's psychic gift abnormal, or, as | have
thought, supernormal?

Stephen says: "It is misunderstanding that causes one to
regard Joan's experience as either abnormal or supernormal. It
is, in fact, simply normal, just as any special talent—that, for
instance, of the artist—is normal, though unpossessed by the
great majority."
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TRIVIALITIES

WITH the tedious ouija-board abandoned Joan and | soon lost
what slender interest we had in tests and evidence. Before the
advent of direct mental communication we were knee-deep in
Stephen's philosophy; now we found ourselves immersed in it,
so absorbed that the question of who or what Stephen might be
seemed to us more and more definitely a pointless query. Here
was being offered a new argument for the survival of
personality after death. The terms of that argument made it
possible for us reasonably to conceive Stephen as a personality
that had survived death. The reasonableness of this conception
might not be conclusive. But was it not of greater evidential
worth than all the testings we might contrive?

Compared with Stephen's philosophy, how trivial the
evidential messages seemed! Stephen's identification of
himself had not been
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trivial. But that bit of evidence had come to us unsought. We
had not sought the Uncle Michael tests; even so, his method of
making himself known to F. W. had seemed rather trashy. Why
had he not spoken out plainly, giving the simple facts? Why,
instead of saying, "I am your Uncle Michael," had he chosen to
ejaculate, "Mouth-organ,” and followed it up with "Elderberry
whistle"? The Fred Q. test we had sought, to the extent that |
had asked to speak with some one I knew in this life; surely the
identification data offered by Fred Q. were trivial enough.
"Gunboats!" The more one sought evidence the more trivial
were the messages received.

Our decision that tests led nowhere was reached during the
brief period between the typewriter experiment and the first
mental communication; that is, on one of the last evenings we
spent at the ouija-board. On this evening | told Stephen I
wanted to talk with some one other than himself, some one of
whom | knew nothing, but who could give me facts that later |
might verify.

"Testing, always testing!" spelled Stephen, in disgust.

The tripod lay idle awhile, then began to move with an
annoying uncertainty.

"Armand Dupont,” it spelled, after many tentative moments.
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"And who are you?" | asked.

For two or three minutes the pointer oscillated from one side
of the board to the other and finally spelled, with difficulty, the
following:

"I was an artist, a Frenchman. | was killed at Ypres."

Joan knows no French. | said to Armand, If you are a
Frenchman, tell me what the French word for child is."

I had expected Armand, if he answered at all, to spell
"enfant." Instead the tripod spelled "bebe," a word belonging
to my reading, not my thinking, vocabulary. Whether this
French word had somehow been assimilated by Joan she
cannot say; she believes it not impossible. Therefore, there is
probably nothing evidential in Armand's answer, though at the
time it impressed us.

I cannot explain the uneasiness that possessed Joan and me
during the brief conversation Armand and | had carried on.
The uncanny, by this time, had disappeared from our meetings
with Stephen and the professor. Yet Armand somehow was
ghostly.

Stephen came. We were heartily glad to have him back.
Without reference to Armand, he plunged into philosophic
byways, and before long Joan and | had forgotten all about the
terrifying Frenchman. Stephen talked for almost an hour, when
of a sudden the tripod
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wabbled and again spelled, "Armand Dupont,” following the
name up with this, "The Marne was once my home."

"We don't want to talk with you," said Joan.

"But | want to talk," answered Armand.

“l was an artist in Paris. My picture, top floor, Rue de la
Chapelle. My studio was there with Jack."

Then there was an incoherent spelling or two; and then came
Stephen again. Again we welcomed him; Armand in his
second appearance had proved more uncanny than in his first.

"What about Armand?" | said.

"You mustn't mind him," Stephen replied. "His body was
blown into a million pieces. The shock lost him a part of his
intelligence. He will be all right in a short time. You wanted a
test; you have had it. Write and find out if there ever was an
Armand Dupont."”

We did no such thing. Instead, Joan and | agreed then and
there that Stephen's philosophy was, as the professor had said,
its own best test. Granted we instituted inquiry and found that
Armand Dupont had in truth been killed at Ypres, that "Jack"
was his friend, etc., would we not immediately be confronted
with puzzling questions regarding the subconscious mind,
telepathy, and what-not? Premeditated testings resulted only in
"mouth
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organs" and "stolen shirts” and in uncanny things like the
coming to our ouija-board of a personality that had "lost part of
his intelligence.”

"Tests that are worth while," | said to Joan, "must come
unsought!"

"And even then," she answered, "one can always find some
plausible theory by which they can be explained away. Also,
one test creates an appetite for another. The thing becomes an
endless search."

It required, then, only the development of direct mental
communication, and the wide philosophic interest it
stimulated, to drive all wish for evidential messages from us.

At the time, | should add, Joan and | did not realize that
grief for a dear, vanished friend causes men and women to
long for little personal manifestations of the friend's continued
life. We did not realize that in such a case the trivial message
is often the most convincing. Joan and I, while not young, are
youngish. Dear friends have left us, my father and mother and
Joan's father. But up to this time we had not wished to talk
with them; the thought repelled us. I used to wonder why. The
reason was, | think, that, profoundly impressed as we were
with Stephen's philosophy, we did not really believe in
Stephen himself. Even so, | know now we would have cried
out
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for communication with our dead, if memory of them had been
gripping our emotions as memory of the dead husband grips
the wife left here to plod the road alone. Joan and I, impersonal
in our contact with Stephen and the others, were mere students
of philosophy.

Rapidly Stephen's philosophy took final form. On the
foundations the ouija-board had laid with slow laboriousness
mental communication quickly built the superstructure.
Thereafter the philosophy's ramifications were more
thoroughly  explored, doubtful points were cleared,
qualifications were made. And then, because with the
philosophy an accomplished fact, there seemed little left for
discussion, Stephen was sought less frequently. When he did
come, or when others came, the war—America by this time
had cast her lot in—was the insistent topic. Occasionally
Stephen would ask me when | intended to set about telling
others that which he had revealed (his word) to me, but there
was no urging—just a quiet reminder that some report was
called for.

Thus the experience | relate, which began December 7,
1916, reached the date of January 22, 1919.



VIl
FRED Q. AGAIN

ON the afternoon of January 22, 1919, Joan went shopping.
Toward dinnertime | picked her up, and as we drove homeward
she told me she had purchased a book, lately published, called
The Seven Purposes, a record of psychic communications
received by Margaret Cameron.

"Who's Margaret Cameron?" | asked.

"All 1 know about Margaret Cameron,” Joan answered, "is
that she writes short stories for the magazines. I've read a
number of them."

"What's the book like?" | asked.

"It's subtitled 'An Experience in Psychic Phenomena,™ was
Joan's reply. "I didn't take time to look through it. We'll try
reading it aloud after dinner."

By eight o'clock we were settled, Joan at one side of the
reading-table and | at the other, with an electric lamp of two
forty-watt bulbs between us. In addition, a wall lamp was
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burning. Every corner of the room was well lighted. |
unwrapped The Seven Purposes. Joan said she would read a
chapter and | the next. She read to the fifth line from the
bottom of the second page of the introduction then stopped, an
exclamation on her lips.

Briefly, what she had read was a statement by the author of
The Seven Purposes that twenty-five years prior to the
experiences related in her book she had found amusing
possibilities in a planchette, had "played" with it, "like other
young persons,” at intervals, for several years, but had
regarded the assumption that the planchette's assertions
emanated from disembodied personalities as rather absurd.
Next she told how some time in 1917 she had been influenced
by the war's revival of psychical interest to buy a planchette,
how for close to a year it remained untouched in its box, how
then she made an unsuccessful effort to operate it, and how
finally, two weeks later, two friends of hers—a Mrs. Wylie and
a Miss Gaylord, sisters—had told her they had been trying "to
get into touch with their brother Frederick."”

| now quote an entire sentence from the book:

A day or two later we [Frederick's sisters and Margaret
Cameron] tried planchette together, with some
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success. It moved briskly, wrote, "Frederick... mother...
love... happy..." and other detached words.

Joan, reading the above sentence aloud, reached the word
"Frederick,” then stopped abruptly. She raised her eyes from
the page and, with a surprised look, glanced across the room,
then exclaimed:

"Why, this is Fred Q.'s book!"

"You mean the Frederick The Seven Purposes mentions is
our Fred Q.? That's a weird notion. What makes you think so?"

"l just saw Fred Q. standing there, at my desk, and he told
me," she answered.

"Saw him!" | said, staring into the empty air in front of
Joan's desk. "How did he tell you? Did he speak to you?"

"l don't think so. At least | heard nothing. But he told me just
the same.”

When she regained her composure, Joan added: "As |
reached the name 'Frederick’ something prompted me to raise
my eyes. | did so, and saw Fred Q. | wasn't frightened. The
thing became startling only when it was all over and | began
telling you about it. Fred Q. was standing by the end of the
desk with the dark mahogany of the closet door as a
background. I knew him instantly. He looked perfectly natural,
save that there was a brilliancy about him. His face shone. His
head
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was bent a little to one side, and down a bit. He looked at me
sort of from under his brows, with quizzical, half-mischievous
eyes. His mouth smiled.”

I was struck by Joan's description of a pose characteristic of
Fred Q. She had known him but slightly.

Fred Q., he who had helped himself to my shirts, was the
best man at Joan's and my wedding. Before that splendid
occasion Joan had met him only once. Shortly after Joan and |
were married he spent a Sunday afternoon in our home.
Following that afternoon the meetings of Joan and Fred Q. had
been limited to chance encounters. From late in 1910 to 1915,
when he died, Joan did not exchange with him two-score
words.

My own conversations with Fred Q. from 1910 on were
almost as meager as Joan's. Our ways drifted so far apart that,
though | knew of his illness, | did not realize its seriousness.
Indeed, | had taken his recovery for granted, and was,
therefore, greatly shocked when 1 learned of his death. Then
gradually he passed from my mind, so that when in 1917 | had
asked to talk with some departed soul I had known here, and
Fred Q. came, | was surprised. Why Fred Q.? There were
others gone on whom | had known quite as well. He had
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served me faithfully the night Joan and | were married, but,
after all, this was the result of circumstances rather than long
acquaintance.

Joan and | did not go on with our out-loud reading of The
Seven Purposes. A bit upset, she turned to a magazine, leaving
me to examine the book alone.

The author of The Seven Purposes had been most careful, |
found, not to identify Frederick Gaylord; the name "Frederick
Gaylord" was fictitious. | found, though, as | read on in the
book, circumstances that might be regarded as pointing to our
Fred Q., yet nothing definite. On the other hand, I found
references that were meaningless to me, details concerning
Frederick Gaylord's home associations that might have been
true of Fred Q.; if so, |1 knew nothing of them. I did not, for
example, know in what city, or even in what part of the
country, his parents lived. Indeed, some of the more personal
detail was contradictory to what | thought | knew relative to
Fred Q.'s family.

If my own knowledge of Fred Q.'s connections was limited,
Joan's was zero. But, for that matter, she could have known
much, and the fact would have remained that, after reading less
than two pages of The Seven Purposes, offering no hint of the
identity of Frederick
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Gaylord except that he had two sisters, one married and one
single, she had announced: "This is Fred Q.'s book."

But was it?

The next day Joan wrote to Margaret Cameron—in care of
her publishers, for want of a better address. Joan stated she had
received a communication that asserted Frederick Gaylord was
So-and-so; she begged to know if such was really the case. The
letter was not mailed until the day following; we debated
seriously whether to send it at all.

On January 31st Joan received a reply from Margaret
Cameron, beginning as follows:

Your interesting, not to say startling, letter reached me
last night... and | wish you would tell me more about your
experience with Fred Q. From one of his sisters | have
obtained permission to tell you that your Fred Q. is the man
whose communication forms rather a large part of The Seven
Purposes.

And so once more, after months of limiting our interest in
Stephen to his philosophy, Joan and | were bowled over by so-
called evidence. We suffered something of the same shock we
underwent when we discovered that Stephen of the ouija-board
had told the true story of Stephen L——.

"Darby," said Joan, "you know more about
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the verbal messages we have had than I. Though they come
through me, | understand nothing, really, of the part | play in
their transmission. Whatever conviction they carry to me rests
on ground similar to that of your own conviction. But this
vision of Fred Q. is different. It was something | saw, outside
of me, just as | now see you."

Is there any light thrown on Joan's vision her first and only
experience of the sort—by the subconscious-mind theory, by
telepathy and the rest?

Personally I am convinced that Joan did, as a matter of fact,
see an external something resembling Fred Q. This experience,
as she says, is different. Manifestly telepathy did not cause that
vision. Joan's subconscious mind may have—but how, by what
manner of thought projection?

And this speaking of Frederick Gaylord's correct name—
was it the result of mere guess? The two pages of The Seven
Purposes that Joan had read gave no data that would have
aided the guess. Joan did not know Margaret Cameron or any
one knowing her. Could guess be the solution of the mystery?
If so, how did it happen that simultaneously with Joan's
making the guess she saw Fred Q.? Hallucination? But why
was the guess accompanied by the hallucination?
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If the occurrence had been of an isolated character, if Joan
never before had received a purported communication from the
dead, | for one, in attempting to answer these questions, would
have refused to consider the spiritistic explanation, however
impossible non-spiritistic explanations might appear. But the
occurrence was backgrounded in the remarkable coming and
identification of Stephen, the marvel of his philosophy, the
piquing F. W. communications. With such a background the
incident of The Seven Purposes could not be dismissed without
full recognition of at least the possibility that the phenomenon
involved was not other than it purported to be. Surely this
recognition is necessary in the light of events the incident
precipitated.

Margaret Cameron, in replying to Joan's letter, had gone on
to say: "'l hope you will give me permission to show your letter
to Mrs. K——, a friend of mine, who, having lost her husband,
is keenly desirous of obtaining some definite proof that
identity continues after what we call death. I think this incident
might be of help and comfort to her."”

The woman who had lost her husband! It had never occurred
to Joan and me that this old, euphemistic phrase, "lost her
husband,” might carry a wholly literal meaning. What has been
lost can be found!
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But before taking up the messages that, later on, came
through Joan for Mrs. K., | shall detail Stephen's statement of
the facts of "coloring.” Otherwise much of the interest of the
Mrs. K. communications would be lost.



IX
"COLORING"

STEPHEN grounds the reality of communication in the
subconscious mind—that of the receiving station. He states
that by means of a physical force, now unknown to men, he is
able to transfer his thought to the subconscious Joan. But mere
transference of Stephen's thought to Joan's subconsciousness is
not sufficient for the purpose of actual communication. The
message must be lifted out of Joan's subliminal into her
conscious mind, or that of some other person.

It will be seen, then, that successful communication depends
not wholly on the degree of accuracy with which Joan's
subconscious mind registers the thought Stephen seeks to
convey. It depends also on the degree of accuracy with which
that thought passes out of Joan's subconsciousness into
consciousness Joan's own consciousness in the case of
automatic writing, mine in the case of direct
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mental communication, hers and mine jointly in the case of the
ouija-board.

Says Stephen, speaking particularly of ouija-board
communications: "Coloring results when the conscious mind
of the receiving station overrules the subconscious. Suppose |
started to give you a name. 'M-a-r," | spell. By the time | get
that far Joan's conscious mind may have supplied the letter 'y,
because one who is with her much is named Mary. Now, the
name | tried to give might have been Martha, Marion, Marie,
Maria, Marietta."

There you have what Stephen calls coloring in its simplest
form. How complicated its possibilities are can be appreciated
when one considers that all of a person's past thoughts and
perceptions are stored away in his subconsciousness. Can a
receiving station's subconscious thoughts and memories
overrule a message?

You will remember that embedded in the first message
received at the typewriter was this: "I should have answered
your letter earlier." These words had no bearing on the rest of
the message, except as Stephen added: "The trouble here is that
Joan insists on putting the machine to its ordinary purposes.”
Joan, in fact, had neglected to answer a letter that called for an
early reply, and her neglect was on her conscience. She types
practically all of her correspondence.
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Consequently the act of sitting at the typewriter called up
unconscious remembrance of the unanswered letter, and that
memory, wholly unrelated to Stephen or the thought he was
seeking to convey, wrote itself, involuntarily so far as the
conscious Joan was concerned, on what | might call Stephen's
typewriter.

Says Stephen: "It is impossible for me to get a message
through Joan or through any other receiving station without
combating hundreds of such subconscious memories."

You will recollect that the first words Uncle Michael spelled
on the ouija-board spoke of a country road, a cold day, of his
taking F. W. to meet his mother, and of two teams. F. W. said
he remembered no such experience. Moreover, the message
was rather incoherent; we thought it strange that two teams
were required to carry F. W. And yet it was on a country road
that Uncle Michael met his death, and the day was cold. And
two teams did figure in Uncle Michael's later message—his
own and the drunken driver's.

The message concerning the drunken driver might be
beyond verification; nonetheless, it was intelligible. The two
teams, first appearing in an illogical connection, finally placed
themselves in one that was quite coherent.

The inaccuracy of Uncle Michael's initial
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message, it would seem, was the result of coloring. Joan, as a
small child, had many a time been driven over a country road
on cold days, to a railroad station, there to meet her mother.
Uncle Michael, attempting to convey a message relative to his
death on a country road, awakened in Joan memory of her own
experience, and that memory blended itself with the thought F.
W.'s uncle was seeking to communicate; so that all he got
through was the suggestion of the country road and the cold
day and the anomaly of the two teams. And if the
communication had ended there, no message of meaning
would have been conveyed to F. W.

"Coloring," Stephen elaborates, "occurs not only as the
result of the receiving station's conscious mind overruling the
subconscious, but also whenever, in the course of
communication, the subconscious mind frees itself from our
control. Immediately it gives expression to that which is its
own thought and experience. In the case of the ouija-board
there is the additional possibility of conscious overruling. Of
this there is not so much danger in direct mental
communication, because the conscious mind is more dormant.
There is grave danger, however, of subconscious coloring."

It was the professor who said one evening, communicating
mentally: "I shall demonstrate
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to you, my dear sir, the action of the subconscious mind. You
recognize, of course, that at this minute Joan is exercising a
minimum of control over her mental processes. | shall now lift
the control that we here have been exercising. First, you speak
a word—any word."

| spoke the first word that occurred to me—horse.

Immediately Joan began to talk quite in her own character,
though disjointedly. She said: "My saddle turned—street-car—
in front of the hospital—Hobson—George—picnic.”

And so the words kept coming, most of them carrying no
meaning to me.

"Come back, professor!" | said. "This is nonsense."

In a minute or two the professor again spoke. He said: "Of
course, it's nonsense to you, but not to Joan. She was giving
expression to memories of her past, one memory linking itself
with another. Now touch her wrist and ask her what she
meant."

Joan took the paper on which | had written the words, read
them, and smiled.

"Why," said she, "here | have been telling you about the
time my saddle-horse took fright at a street-car—Ilong before |
knew you, Darby. The girth slipped. Yes, it was in front of a
hospital."
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"Did it have anything to do with a picnic?" | asked.

"No, but George did. George took me to the picnic, and
Hobson, my dog, insisted on following us, and George had to
chase him back.”

"Could Hobson be the link between George and the
accident?" | asked.

"Why, of course,” Joan answered. "Hobson was trailing
along the day my saddle turned, and was very much excited
over the spill. But what's the point of all this?"

After explaining the professor's experiment, | again touched
Joan's wrist. The professor reappeared, saying:

"I think you now understand what Stephen means when he
tells you that in communicating through Joan he must combat
the entire of her subconsciousness, even though it is the very
instrument of his communication. Let us suppose he wanted to
communicate a message concerning a man named Hobson. If
he were not in perfect control of Joan's mental processes, it is
apparent that that word '"Hobson' might awaken in Joan such a
chain of subconscious memories that her subliminal would free
itself from Stephen's control and she would start garrulously
relating the story of her accident and such other memories as
the turned saddle suggested. In such an in
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stance Stephen's message would be mixed up with the
outcroppings of Joan's subliminal; the communication would
be inaccurate, or even incoherent, or the message might be
completely blocked."

Stephen says: "It is very hard to get a name through, that of
a person or a place. Dates are very hard, and so are all other
concrete items. It is a small matter for me to convey through
this station an idea that impinges on no association personal to
the station. | can dictate my revelation through Joan,
unfamiliar as its terms have been to her, with much greater
accuracy than I could state through her my old preference in
furniture or flowers. Mention by me of any of the little familiar
things of living would stir immediately a host of her own
subconscious associations."

Thus warned by Stephen and the professor, and by my own
observations, | have scanned closely all communications for
outcroppings from Joan's subliminal store. Scarcely a trace of
such have | found in the philosophical communications; Joan
approached the philosophy without metaphysical thought of
her own, and in all matters of practical judgment she has
sought, during moments of actual communication, to suppress
her own opinions, even as Stephen of the typewriter requested.
But
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evidential messages, which in the nature of things are largely
personal, have showed at times the mark of Joan's subliminal.
Sometimes | note the coloring; quite as frequently Joan, in
reading my notes, spots it, she alone being able to detect
shades that result from the minutiae of her experience.

One more word should be added. I quote Stephen:

"Sometimes we utilize a subconscious memory to suggest a
word or idea that otherwise we might not be able to get
through. The subconscious Joan is very much alive to the
danger of coloring. This causes her to resist test messages. We
can sometimes break her resistance down by suggesting a
memory of her own and, in a roundabout fashion, working
from that memory to the idea we are seeking to put through.
Thus we take her off her guard.”

Concluding this outline of Stephen's statement of the
purported facts of coloring, may | express my conviction that
the true worth of any evidential communication, as, for
instance, the message that undertakes to give personal facts
concerning the earth-life of one who has gone on, can be
estimated not on the basis of whether the entire communication
is accurate? If in the midst of a hundred inaccuracies one thing
accurate is found, some
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thing that cannot reasonably be attributed to the receiving
station's own knowledge, conscious or subconscious, one has a
measure of proof of

Of what? Of telepathy? Of survival of the dead? Of what?



X
FROM A RESEARCH VIEWPOINT

IT was the woman who was searching for her lost husband that
finally awakened in Joan and me appreciation of what
evidential tests mean to the researchers.

Margaret Cameron had written Mrs. K. and told her how
Joan, upon reading less than two pages of The Seven Purposes,
had spoken Frederick Gaylord's true name. Thereupon Mrs. K.
wrote Joan. Commenting first on the evidential importance of
the Fred Q. incident, and then speaking of her interest in
psychical research, Mrs. K. said:

"At first, | suppose, | had no belief in survival; it was to me
an unthinkable hypothesis. But little by little I have built up,
like a coral insect, a reef of hope—just grains of evidence,
mounting and mounting, until sometimes for a moment the reef
shows above the dark waters.... Then the waters close over
again and the reef is hidden. But still I hunt for
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proof—to build my reef quite up into the sunshine."”

Mrs. K., on the death of her husband, had plunged into study
of psychical research; then, as she phrased it, she began
"knocking at doors." Thus, unacquainted with Margaret
Cameron, she had, upon reading The Seven Purposes, put
herself in touch with its author. So, too, she rapped now at
Joan's door. In answering her knock, Joan and | did not set
ourselves the task of convincing her that her husband really
had survived death. We would simply lay our facts before her.

For all her hope, Mrs. K. was, we were to find, strongly
under the influence of those theories which, while they admit
the genuineness of psychic phenomena, seek to explain them
on some non-spiritistic basis—subconsciousness—telepathy,
and that most speculative, yet to the modern scientific mind
enticing,  abstraction, cosmic  consciousness.  Cosmic
consciousness—the vast reservoir of the whole, in which, it
has been conceived, all personal experience survives, not as
such, but as part of the impersonal life of the universe!

Only the motive of Mrs. K.'s search was emotional; the
manner of its conduct was the reverse. No communication, so
called, would be accepted by her as emanating from the dead
until such time as she had definitely failed to
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explain it on some other basis. Evidence was the biggest word
in her vocabulary, just as it had been the smallest in Joan's and
mine.

Mrs. K.'s letter requested that we send her any messages we
received that might even by remote chance be intended for her.
We agreed to do so. No word, though, had ever been intrusted
to us for third persons, not even for friends. There seemed little
likelihood that we would be asked to deliver a message to a
woman we had never seen, one whom several hundred miles
separated from us.

Joan, in replying to Mrs. K.'s letter, took the position that all
tests could be explained away, even the vision of Fred Q.
Hallucination, one might say; and there, in a way, was an end
to the vision's evidence! She told Mrs. K. of the existence of
Stephen's philosophy, and ventured the opinion that the case
for survival likely to prove most acceptable to present-day men
and women would be found in some such statement of
survival's reasonableness.

"We must hope to be fortified,” wrote Joan, "not only with
evidential tests, but with conclusions any man can reach once
he has grasped the premises."

I quote now at some length from a letter Mrs. K. wrote Joan
on March 8, 1919, controverting this idea of ours and insisting
there must be tests before there can be proof.
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"Suppose,” said Mrs. K., "Darby is called up some day on
the long-distance telephone, and the telephone operator says,
'South America wants to speak to you, Darby—top of the
Andes.'

"Darby, surprised, says, 'Well, who on earth wants to speak
to me from the top of the Andes?'

"John Smith," answers the telephone operator. 'He says he
has a message from God for you.'

"Darby says: 'A message from God? John Smith? But John
Smith disappeared ten years ago!'

"The telephone operator replies, 'Maybe he did, but he's here
on the line now, and he has a message for you from the
Eternal.'

"Darby, listening in the receiver, says, 'Hello!" And a voice
comes through, saying: 'Hello, Darby! I've got a message from
God for you!'

"To which Darby, very much startled, replies: '‘But hold on!
Who are you?'

"'Why, I'm John Smith, and I'm going to give you a message
from God: He says—'

"Hold on, hold on! How do | know you are John Smith? I
don't recognize your voice.'

"Well, 1 am. Now listen to what I am going to say. God
says—'
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"Yes, but how do | know you are John Smith?'

"'Oh, confound you! Because—because—well, don't you
remember walking down Fifth Avenue with me, and we
stopped at Forty-second Street, and my umbrella blew wrong
side out?'

"Oh, Lord, Yes! Of course! John Smith! Well, well, well!
Awfully glad to hear your voice. Where have you been all this
time? Go ahead, John. What have you got to say from God?"

"Now the umbrella,” Mrs. K. continued, "is, | admit,
frivolous. But it authenticates the whole message from the top
of the Andes."

It does, certainly. Still, if John Smith's message from God,
once listened to, proved of such a nature that it must be true in
view of one's already possessed knowledge, John Smith's
identification would have been unnecessary. The message
would be the important thing, and not whether it really was
John Smith who delivered it.

Yet Mrs. K.'s little fiction could not be simply waved aside.
It represented at least a viewpoint; hers, and that, doubtless, of
many others.

Then, too, Mrs. K. was groping out in the darkness, not for a
principle, but for a familiar hand. By comparison Joan and |
were of the
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academy. To Mrs. K. the personal, even the trivial, if
characteristic of him whom she sought, meant more than any
principle—provided, of course, knowledge of the triviality
could not possibly have been in the receiving station's own
mind....

A strange thing had happened, strange to Joan and me. For
months Stephen's communications, and those of the others
with whom we were accustomed to talk, had been most fluent.
Not often did we seek communication, but when we did the
words came with easy naturalness. And for months no
personality new to us had appeared. Then, without warning,
the words of Stephen were broken in on one night—shortly
after receipt of Mrs. K.'s first letter—by one whom | did not
recognize. The really curious thing was that the new
personality spoke no actual words; instead, the long-
abandoned practice of spelling was revived. The few letters
that came seemed meaningless.

The first letters spelled were "d-a-v-i." Then, after a pause,
came the single letter "f." Then the combination was repeated,
except that for the "i" there was substituted a "y."

Could these letters, puzzling to Joan and me, be intended for
Mrs. K.?

An evening or two later two words, or what seemed to be
two words, were spoken, very
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uncertainly. They were repeated several times, sometimes one
word being spoken first, sometimes the other. They were
"mack” and "port."

In sending these words and the letters to Mrs. K., Joan
wrote: "I do not know whether they will mean anything to you;
certainly they mean nothing to Darby and me."

Imagine our interest when, in a few days, Joan received a
letter from Mrs. K. stating that her husband's first name and
middle initial had been David F., and that their summer home
had been in a little town called Mackeysport. Neither "David
F." nor "Mackeysport" had come through accurately, though
there was no mistaking the connection between them and the
letters and syllables the unknown communicator had spoken.
Joan and | had not known the name of Mrs. K.'s hushand or
that of the town in which the K.'s had had their summer home.
Mrs. K.'s correspondence did not question the sincerity of our
ignorance. Yet here again was the old question as to what Joan
does and does not know subconsciously. Mrs. K. wrote Joan:

"You say you have read things | have written. Some of them
were dedicated to my husband, 'David F." Also the word
'Mackeysport' appears in some of these dedications. Now, of
course, if your eye should have fallen
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on these words, 'David F." and 'Mackeysport," you would not
have remembered them one minute afterward. But somewhere
in your subliminal they remained; and they might have
emerged in communication.... If you had never read anything |
had written, then the evidence of 'd-a-v-i f' would have been
most important.”

There was no refuting this argument. Joan had read certain
of Mrs. K.'s writings. Therefore, she might have seen the name
of Mrs. K.'s husband and that of the summer-home town.

In the mean time four more letters had interrupted Stephen,
apparently delivered by the same unknown. They were
repeated over and over again, as though being greatly insisted
on. They were "m-d-s-e." It was evident these letters might be
an abbreviation of the word "merchandise.” We forwarded
them to Mrs. K.

"The appearance of 'm-d-s-e' is interesting,” Mrs. K. wrote
in reply, "because my husband was a merchant. But that, too,
must be somewhat discounted by the fact that Darby's is a
related profession, and it is not impossible—though it is to a
very high degree improbable—that he has noticed references,
which used to appear more or less frequently in trade journals,
to Mr. K.'s business."”
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To this Joan replied as follows: "To be outspoken, Darby
and | don't agree with you about 'm-d-s-e." As a matter of pure
rationality we are willing to grant all you have said relative to
'd-a-v-i' and 'Mack-port.' The 'm-d-s-e' affair, however, is
another matter. While both Darby and | are connected with the
same general calling as that which was followed by your
husband, ours is a wholly different branch of the work. There
is not one chance in a thousand that we ever heard of your
husband as a merchant.”

In fact, Joan and I had known nothing whatever concerning
Mrs. K.'s family relations. Up to the time Margaret Cameron
wrote to us about her, she was a mere name, and the name bore
no clue as to whether she was a married woman. And need |
add that during the entire period of the Mrs. K.
communications Joan and 1 refrained scrupulously from
seeking any detail of her personal life?

Another strange thing now happened. On only rare occasions
had Joan written automatically. One afternoon, as we sat
discussing a matter wholly unrelated to psychical concerns,
Joan said of a sudden, "Give me a pencil, quick!" I handed her
a pencil, and on the back of a magazine, which she picked up
from the table, she began hurriedly to scribble. When she had
finished, she said, "I had a
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feeling that some one wanted to give a message and that |
could write it down."

With difficulty | deciphered what she had written over the
magazine's printed matter and pictures. It follows:

There is a cottage in the midst of a garden. A sandy road. There
are tall flowers. A path among the flower beds to the barn. A
woman sat in the barn.

On receipt of a copy of this communication Mrs. K. wrote
that it was without meaning to her. It seemed later, however,
that there was very definite meaning in it—for Mrs. K.

Before Mrs. K. had had time to write Joan that the message
meant nothing, it was repeated in mental communication,
being accompanied by an attempt to revise it. But much
confusion resulted. Clear reference, however, was made to an
"upper window that overlooked the garden between the cliffs,
at which you used to sit and write," though there was apparent
dissatisfaction with the word "cliffs." The attempt at revision
seemed so unsuccessful that we put off sending Mrs. K. the
additional matter.

The same evening the revision of the "woman who sat in a
barn™ message was attempted the following was received:

"Dormer window. No." (By which apparently was meant
that the window in question
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was not a dormer window.) She (meaning Joan) "has never
seen a big window such as this, and has not the word to
describe it."

Mrs. K.'s comment was, "'Dormer window' has no real
significance for me; and yet | find myself unwilling to let go of
it, because Mr. K. was obsessed by building large windows."

The next message that came, a few nights later, was rather
incoherent. Concerning it, Joan made 