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Romish hierarchy of his day—when sentence of death was pronounced
against him by Cardinal Mandruzzi, the Supreme Inguisitor— * Perad-
venture you pronounce this sentence against me with greater fear than
I receive it ?” Judging from the recent alarm in the Vatican, 1 shounld
be inclined to answer—yes |—* A Study of Consciousness,” is the title of
a very good article, by H. C. Wood, which appears in the Century;-it
affords another illustration of the widespread “ self-questioning” now
going on everywhere, in all ranks of social life, and evidenced by the
extraordinary success of such books as the * Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll
and Mr. Hyde,” and * Archibald Malmaison.” As Mr. Wood says :—

“Not only do we ask, What shall I be ? but also, What am I? In consonance
with this questioning the Ego is perpetually the theme of eloquent discourse. To
define, in terms clear and sharp, the exact meaning of the Ego of the popular
philosopher would be a task of difficulty: but certainly underneath all human
individuality is the faculty or attribute of consciousness. 1f, in a general company,
the question shoald be asked, Is there such a thing as unconsciousness ? almost
everyone would at once reply, ‘Of course there is, the stone is unconscious, the
corpse is unconscious, we are unconscious in sleep.’ Such answers would, however,
be too flippant.”

Mr. Wood then proceeds to elaborate his subject with great skill,
He says that although he is not going to assert positively that all matter
has consciousness, yet that he feels it to be very difficult to prove that
either the stick or the stone is unconscions, and that he, at least, knows
of no way of positively demonstrating it, Here Mr. Wood approaches
very nearly to the Eastern teachings, which tell us that there is no
such thing as the so-called inorganic matter of the Western scientists,
but that life certainly, and consciousness also—of a certain order—
pervades and is inherent in, everything. He then gives instances
of the ordinary tests of consciousness, and states that they are, by
themselves, fallacious, as the most vivid consciousness may exist, and
one or more of the tests fail entirely; “ Do three naughts,” he says,
“ joined together, make a whole number ? Does the heaping up of falla-
cies give us an impregnable fortress of truth ? If I am able to show the
correctness of my assertion that each of these tests (three in number)
of consciousness i8 fallacious, I insist that thcre is no absolute proof of
unconsciousness.” Then, drawing from his evidently wide experience a3
ahospital surgeon in Philadelphia, Mr Wood givessome cases of cpilepsy,
where the memory is apparently entirely lost ; othercases of somnambulism
and artificial hypuotism; and quotes instances of people buried alive—and
8o on, through several most interesting pages. The inference being, that
if all our tests of the presence of consciousness fail, surely we cannot be
said to know that anything is unconscious ? As amatter of fact, we do not,
we gimply believe that things are unconscious, Unconscionsness, Mr.
Wood says, is a negative condition—as we only arrive at our belief by
a process of negative reasoning based upon the absence of certain attri-
butes. ‘“ A negative is never an absolute proof.” He then gives some
curious examples of those strangest of all cases, double consciousness;
phenomena before which science is dumb—for, as he says, ‘“ Merely in
the presence of ordinary every day consciousness, withont voice is that
science which can drag from the bowels of the earth the records
of creation, and can reach to the sun to weigh and analyze the
power of the present. Consciousness is truly the one supreme fact of tho
universe, mysterious, inexplicable for all time, beyond human under-

standing.”
A L. C.
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THERE IS NO RELIGION HIGHER THAN TRUTH.

[Family motto of the Maharajahs of Benares.]
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MRS. WATTS HUGHES’ SOUND-PICTURES.

N acoustical phenomenon has been stumbled upon by a .
A lady of position—Mrs. Watts Hughes—which 12: prog'okinvvo-el!}snliel
1nterest of men of science and the wonder of many of the pro'fbane
It is, in truth, very striking: most interesting to the student of
occultism. To him, it is another proof that we are living in a
time of, what might be called, akasic osmosis—the infiltration of
the astral into the physical plane of consciousness. The partition
between the two worlds is proving itself as porous and penetrable
as the membrane between two fuids of = different densities in
the familiar chemical experiment. The deeper potentialities of
thought, life-force, sound, chromatics, heat and electricity, are bein
successively revealed. To cap all, there is Keeley’s inéer-etherigc.
force, whosp titanic energies are just being demonstrated On
the plane of physics, on that of mental dynamics, that of psyéhical
potentialities, a,l%d on the vastest of all—the limitless, in fact—that
of spirit, the evidence of this cosmic action forces itself upon one’s
attention and strikes the thoughtful observer with awe. Each day
brings its surprise, each month its contribution to the sum of
human knowledge. Yesterday it was the phonograph, the tele-
phone and the electric light, today it is startling disc’overies in
thought-transference and other phases of psychical science, the
transmutation of sound into form and of color into sound. \”Vhat
it shall be tomorrow, who can guess? The one thing to rejoice
the occuliist is that each forward step which science takes br']in S
man nearer the threshold of that “ Borderland” beyond who%e
shadows the sun of spiriv ~! truth is ever shining. To him, such
phenomena as those of m ‘tumship, hypnotism, clairvoy,rance
thought-transference, and t. = of the quasi-physical elass of
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which Mrs. Watts Hughes’ are an example, have a moral value
beyond compute,—one which eclipses their every other, viz., their
evidential bearing upon the problem of the higher self and the
higher life. This action and progress, this increased knowledge
of Nature’s arcana, this wealth of discoveries, are bad for theologies.
As the inter-relation of forces and the possible osmosis of planes
of being become more and more evident, the unity of nature, of
the human race, and the superiority of truth over dogma, tend to
sweep away all that divisions of creeds, castes, races and human
interests have done to obstruct the inflow of divine truth and the
recognition of human brotherhood. For those who wait for such a
consummation, the Buchanans, Dentons, Foxes, Didiers, Edisons,
Charcots, Bernheims, Hares, Zéllners, Crookeses, Tyndalls, Keeleys
and Hugheses are true benefactors of mankind. The pictures
drawn out of the world of invisible forms by the vibrations of
Mrs. Watts Hughes’ glorious voice, are the subject of our present
comment and will now be described.

Our narrative is compiled from the acconnt which appeared in
the Pall Mall Glazette of February 6, and the illustrations are
from electrotypes of the original cuts in that journal, kindly
furnished us by the Manager, at the instance of my friend Mr.
Stead, to whom I applied.

The history of the discovery, as given by Mrs. Watts Hughes
herself, proves that it was, like that of the principle of the spec-
troscope by#rauenhofer, and that of the phonograph by Edison,
« aecidental,” in a way. She had been endowed by nature with a
superb voice and had always pondered deeply upon the laws of
acoustics, yet the present discovery had not been previously
thought out, but was stumbled upon. She had read about “ Chlad-
ni’s figures,” and was experimenting with her voice upon sand
sprinkled over a plate of glass, to see what effect the vibratory
tones would have upon it, when—as she tells it—

«T gaw one day with intense surprise that the grains of sand with which
T experimented formed themselves into a geometrical figure not unlike those
which Chladni discovered. Ln fact, the tigures which I then produced were
Chladni’s figures discovered over again. 1 continued my investigations, and

slowly and gradually discovered that by singing certain notes into the eido-.
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E&(glc over lEhe‘mouth of which the disc is placed, I can sing various sub-
Evez?es;iiu(ie abtsa,n(.l,dlycopodl.um, or coloured liquids into certain figures.
recorﬁed lf; ilo e pxg uces a figure, in which the vibrations of the voice are
recor by clear and regular lines. According to the pitch, intensity, and
e duration of a note, however, the form of the voice-figure differs.”
The Pall Mall interviewer then asked her whether a certain

figure is always produced by singi i
. ) nging : ¥ :
following conversation then};nsuegd :14 corresponding note. The

“Then, is a certain figure always produced by singing a corres
Eondmg note ¥’ “The daisy and ]}o)ansy and le the g—éometrical
gures can be produced by any note of the scale ; but there are
mﬁ.p)lfl other points to be considered in the mode of production,
;:r 1cI it wogld take too long to explain. Now I will show you
ow 1 work.” Mrs. Hughes sat down in front of the eidophone,

on which a small quantity of fine powder had been scattered. A
deep, full note was sung into the tube, and immediately a n;inia.
ture storm raged on the disc. l'iny clouds of dust arose rolling
and whirling about as when a hurricanc sweeps over a duétg
high-road. Slowly the chaos was reduced to order, and w};ei
the last vibration ceased, an accurate, clear geometrical figure
lay before us, formed of the yellow powder on the dark disc.

“ Now I’ll .change it into another figure,” said Mis. Hughes
and once again the storm began as a rich, melodious note went uk,
through the tube. The forms produced in sand or powder are, of
course, unstable, and change or vanish when the instrumen)t is
moved, but in moist colour they can be perpetuated, and the
’e‘xpenment:,s with paste are, thercfore, infinitely more interestin
Thus, for instance, when a daisy is to be created, the substani;
placed on the disc creeps together in the centre of'the membrang
at the command of the first note, which is obeyed as unhesitatine]
as the bugle horn in the soldier’s camp. Another note fol]ow; 0);
a dilferent calibre, and out from the centre all round shoot small
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tals shaped exactly like those of the daisy. But perhaps the
gceyte has lll)ot been qgite so full as it should have been,ha,ncl ii)he
delicate petals are not quite as symmetrical as they ought to fe:
Then comes one of the most marvellous parts of the process, olx
once more the voice commands, and immediately they all rus;
back and amalgamate once again with the centre, to reappear a
the next note, smooth and shapely. The process of singing IT)‘VE.LVeS
in and waves out goes on for some time, till the last wave r}ngs
out the perfect daisy form. The size of the figures is del;ermu;q
by the pitch of the note and the quantity of substance to l})le Tf b }lxn
motien ; and as with the daisy and the pansy, o itis _-mt af t;]e
other'ﬁgures,'some of which are market.i w1t:,h the mo’s't{ per g?Ty
shaded fluted lines, representing éach vibration of the ‘voree, ““ To

.

me, the whole matter becomes more wonderful the longer I study
it,” said Mrs. Hughes, looking with thoughtful eyes on the strange
beautiful forms. ‘“There lies a whole hidden world behind these
forms, which the future may perhaps reveal. When I walked in
the garden on one occasion after I had been singing a number of
daisy forms into shape, and the petals had become so familiar, I
had the feeling as if I had only to sing under the stalk of one
which was yet in the bud, and it would open like the flowers
produced by the voice.”

¢ In the charming drawing-room below we loitered once again
over the screens and shades and tiles on to which the strange
figures had been sung, and about all of which there is a strange
look of life and movement. Two charming little lanterns were set
apart to be taken to Sir Frederick Leighton, who takes the deepest
interest in the discovery ; and as we went away it seemed as if
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there were music even in the roar of the railway-train and in the
. . . 3
creaking of the carriage-wheels in the street.’

The lady is right in saying trat a whole hidden world lies
behind these forms. If she were clairvoyant she might have seen
it. Many seers and seeresses have described it ; none more intel-
ligibly than Mrs. Denton, the queen of psychometers. By her
exceptional introspective power she has been able to trace out in the
galleries of the spatial ether the reflected images of past ages of
onr earth. She and her husband, Professor William Dentox, call
this side of nature the Great Psychometric Realm, and the latter
with the enthusiasm of a prophetic scientist, details the inevitable
lines of our future research :

“What a realm!” he writes: “ the heavens of all ages for the astronomer;
all the past of our planet, and its myriad life-forms for the geologist ; all the
facts of man’s existence for the historian ; all plants, from the fucoids, that
spread their arms on the tepid seas of the primeval world, to the soaring
cedars of California, for the botanist; for the artist, all the giant monntaing
that the vains of mons have washed away ; the smoking mountains, the
flaming craters, and the spouting geysers, not of this planet alone” for the
ever-growing soul to study and come to know.*

Mrs. Denton identifies this realm as a plané of matter, yet far
more sublimed than that of our plane of waking consciousness.
She says :

“What a difference between that which we recognize as matter bhere and
that which seems like matter there! In the one, the clements are so coarse
and so angular, I wonder we can endure it all, much more that we can desire
to continue our present relations to it : in the other, all the elements are so
refined, that they are so free from those great, roughangularities which charac-
terize the elements here, that I can but regard that as by so much than this
the real existence. Something appears to me to be continually passing from
our earth, and from all existences on its surface, only to take on there the
gelfsame form as that from which it emanated here ; as if every moment as
it passed had borne with it in eternal fixedness, not the record merely of onr

* “The Soul of Things,” Vdl. iii, pp. 345 et seq,

































































































