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v of thls strange
business? d it be explained?

Hereward Carrington, doctor of phil-
rsophy and 8 man who has devoted the
greater part of his life to scientific in-

igation, within who harming New
animated o ersations are
oa with spirits, had this to

¥y ceacerning the spirit pletures:

“They are by no means new or uncom-
mon. There have been many Instances
where plctures like these have appeared
suddenly and apparently from . nowhere.
They are sometimes attributed to natural
phenomena ang sometimes to epirit
origin

“Not so long ago two remarkable me-
dinms, the Bangs sisters, carried on a
serles of experiments In Chicago before
a body of scientists and research workers.
Before the very eyves of spectators splrit
pictures appeared upon blank pleces of
canvas which had been tacked up to re-
cefve them. Two pleces of cloth were
placed together and tacksd to & [rame,
like any ordipary plcture might be; then

Try as ke woald, the Squire dould not remove the

Jace of the woman oni the window-pane.

jiic light" ? inglon.
Another “psychic light” photograph offered as evidence by Mr. Carring
Two investigators sat in a dark reom and took a flashlight.

the frame was placed in front of & win-
dow =o that the light might filter through,
Az the medinm concentrated, graduslly,
bui surely the [entures of some lll.L—r't-;l.-ﬂFul
person, recognized as friend or negquaint-
ance by many of the spectators, appeared
upon the canvas. The completed picture
beautifully colored and life:like in

detail, and while it looked as
though it might have been drawn with
crayon the “drawing™ material felt like
the dust from a butterfly’s wings. It
blew off guite reedily, though with care-
ul handling the canvases might be pre-
served for a long while

“Yery often the natural elements, the
weoather, for instance, 185 responsible for
many =0 - called ‘peychic phenomena.” A
striking example of this occurred some
years ago in Georgla. A young negrees
kad heen brutaily murdered. Her body,
rrepared for burial, was lald out in the
middle of the flozr. A storm was brew-
ing; thunder roared and suddenly a great
bolt of lighining flashed through the
room. It was oyer in a second. of course,
but when the great hlue flash had passed,
the features of the negress, just as she
lald in her coffin, were precipitated upon
the window pane.

“While it would be necessary for any
selentific investigator to put the pictures
which have occurred in the south to a
thorongh test in order to determine the

was

CVary

case, it fs entirely possible that they
might be of spirit origin."

S0 mueh for the spiritualistic theory!
If the whole thing were a hoax there was
but one man to explain the trick. That
was the magleian, Henry Houdinl. For
Mr. Houdini has exposed more *fake™
meadiums than any other living being.

Houdini's own spirit hovering over him in a double exposure
he hod faken {o prove all spirit pictures freudulent.

A “psychic light” pholograph taken during a seance.

Mr. Carringlon says

the negalives were nof tampered with in any way. Investigators in a New
York laboratory are frying lo solve the light by the spectroscope.

Houdinl, as he prefers to be called, Is
not & scoffer nor a skeptic Fe tells you
frankly when the subject is bhroached
that he is eager for a sign from the great
heyond, but that in all his quarter of a
century’s Invesitigation of the subjeect
rothing yet has happened to convince
him that theras Is siich a thing as spirit
communication. And, by the way, he is
the one man whom Sir Arthur Conan
Doyle would like to see “concinved.”

*Spirit pictures—yes—1I1 make them al-
most every nieht!” exclaimed Houdini
“It is a great trick, if you know how; one
from which some of the so-called 'medi-
rms' are reaping a gelden harvest. With
professional fakers the X-ray has played

& big pert in ‘spirit’ plotograpny. No
douht in this instance, the good rural folk
allowed their imagination to run rict.

“Once while experimenting with some
trick photography we were playing
around with double exposure and many
other methods in order to get some start-
ling results. The camera man began
taking ‘stills' of me. Lo, when a certain
bateh of pictures were developed, there
appeared over my hedad on one, the shad-
rwy vision of the hands and arms of a
foreign body. bul true to all my experi-
ences, we found the shadow marely the
reflection of a friend who stood by with
Fis arms resting upon a nearby window
s 111"
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tonk her out to the hemlock tree. She
walked steadiiy, clad in Ely's old clothes,
his puttess and boots, his old meckinaw
They stood together for very long, while
the barberry bush rustied its naked lacy
branches vainly, boasting in a still litlte
way the wood things have, or the feathery
leaves it was weaving for those boughs.
Then Pamela Brooke spoke. "Good-bye,
Ely.™"

She turned away, her hands in the
pockets of the old mackinaw. Then she
faced Lucien, g curious expression on her
face. In her fingers she held a folded,
solled pleee of paper.

“It wae in the pocket.”

“it’s his handwriting, BEly's. He was
pretty weak—ses how it shakes.” The
bandwriting was Ely’s. Penclled, frall,

wandering. Buu the script was decipher-
gble, the signature unmistakable, This
was Ely's testament serawled on a seran
torn from a letter.
“T want Luclien Mefford to have every-
thing that belongs to me.
(Signed) “ELY LUCAS.”

“Everyihing that belongs to me."” The
girl's voice was shaken.

Lucien stood siill, every nerve taut'as
frozen wire. Overhead a vagrant breeze,
born In' the south, stirred the hemlock
till it sang. * Lucien's blood' leaped. Ely
was digging up a tune sgain. The world
was good. Ah, the world was good.
‘“‘Everything that belongs to me!" he re-
peated like a prayer.

She went away that day. Lige Walker
drove ber, grumbling, in the pung. Chi-

uaok, chained to a stake, yelped desolate-
Iy and plunged at his collar. Luclen told
her good-bye at the door. They said lit-
There was so little to say, out of a
world of words sp few thal were any use

“1"M cow~ down—after a little,” Luciem
slammeres. “When It's summer will you
let me come—Pamela?"

“When it's summer—Loosh."

The briel warmth of ner fingers in nia
oswn: a blue, blue tenderness of eves—
and she was gona. HBut Luclen felt no
emptiness of loss. He stood very straight
in the fringy path between two grayish
~ibbons which were all that remained
of the great emow barriers, and the glow
of 211 the possessions of the earth was
bis,

He lnoked 2t the house, at the rusty tin
lolters whinsily tacked beside the door.

Ely had said that L belonged in Love!

“8hut up, you fool," he said to the dog
“She's coming back.”

(Copyright,; 1023, by Helen Topping Mli!ox.)_
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