
MEN/TAL TELEGRAPHY.
A MANUSCRIPT WITH A HISTORY.

BY MARK TWAIN.

NOTE TO THE EDlTOR.-By glancing over
the enclosed bnndle of rusty old muuuscript,
yon will perceive that I once made a great dis-
covery: the discovery that certain sorts of
things which, from the beginning of the world,
had always been regarded as merely" curious
coincidences"-that is to say, accidents-were
no more accidental than is the sending and re-
ceiving of a telegram an accident. I made
this discovery sixteen or seventeen years ago,
and gave it a name-" Mental Telegraphy."
It is the same thing around the outer edges of
which the Psychical Society of England began
to grope (and play with) fonr or five years ago,
and which they named "Telepathy." Withiu
the last two or three years they have pene-
trated toward the heart of the matter, how-
ever, and have found out that mind can act
upon mind in a qnite detailed and elaborate
way over vast stretches of land and water.
And they have snceeeded in doing, by their
great credit and iutiuence, what I could never
have done - they have convinced the world
that mental telegraphy is not a jest, but a fact,
and that it is a thing not rare, but exceedingly
common. They have done our age a service--
and a very great service, I think.

In this old manuscript you will find men-
tion of an extraordinary experience of mine in
the mental telegraphic line, of date about the
year 1874 or 1875-the one concerning the
Great Bonanza book. It was this experience
that called my attention.to the matter under
consideration. I began to keep a record, after
that, of such experiences of mine as seemed ex-
plicable by the theory that minds telegraph
thonghts to each other, In 1878 I went to
Germany and began to write the book called
A Tramp Abl·oad. The bulk of this old
batch of manuscript was written at that time
and for that book. But I removed it when I
came to revise the volume for the press; for I
feared that the public would treat the thing as
a joke and tbrow it aside, whereas I was in
earnest.

At borne, eight or ten years ago, I tried to
creep in under shelter of an authority grave
enongh to protect the article from ridicnle-
the North .dmm·ican Review. But Mr. Metcalf
was too wary for me. He said that to treat
these mere "coincidences" seriously was a
thing which the Review couldn't dare to do;
that I must put either my name or my nom de
plume to the article, and thns save the Review
from harm. But I couldn't consent to that;
it would be the surest possible way to defeat
my desire that the public should receive the
thing seriously, and be willing to stop and give
it some fair degree of atten tion, So I pigeou-
holed the MS., because I conld not get it pub-
lished anonymously.

Now see how the world has moved since
then. T'hese small experiences of mine, which
were too formidable at that time for admission
to a grave magazine-if the magazine must
allow them to appear as something above and
beyond "accidents" and "coincidences"-are
trifling and commonplace now, since the flood
of light .recently cast upon mental telegraphy
by the intelligent labors of the Psychical So-
ciety. But I think they are worth publishing,
just to show what harmless and ordinary mat-
ters were considered dangerous and incredible
eight or ten years ago.

As I have said, the bulk of this old mann-
script was written in 1878; a later part was
writteu from time to time two, three, and four
years afterward. The" Postscript" I add to-
day.

l\ IfAY, '78.-Another of those apparent-
In. ly trifling things has happened to
me which puzzle and perplex all men
every now and then, keep them thinking
an hour or two, and leave their minds
barren of explanation or solution at last.
Here it is-and it looks inconsequential
enough, I am obliged to say. A few
days ago I said: "It must be that Frank
Millet doesn't know we are in Germany,
or he would have written long before
this. I have been on the point of drop-
ping him a line at least a dozen times
during the past six weeks,but I always
decided to wait a day or two longer, and
see if we shouldn't hear from him. But
now I will write." And so I did. I di-
rected the letter to Paris, and thought,
"Now we shall hear from him before
this letter is fifty miles from Heidelberg-
it always happens so."

True enough; but why should it ? That
is the puzzlingpart of it. We are always
talking about letters "crossing" each
other, for that is one of the very com-
monest accidents of this life. We call it
"accident," but perhaps we misname it.
We have the instinct a dozentimes a year
that the letter we are writing is going to
" cross" the other person's letter; and if
the reader will rack his memory a little
he will recall the fact that this presenti-
ment had strength enough to it to make
him cut his letter down to a decidedbrief-
ness,because it would be a waste of time
to write a letter which was going to
" cross,"and hence be a useless letter. I
think that in my experience this instinct
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has generally come to me in cases where
I had put off my letter a good while in
the hope that the other person would
write.

Yes,as I was saying, I had waited five
or six weeks; then I wrote but three
lines, because I felt and seemed to know
that a letter from Millet would cross
mine. And so it did. He wrote the
same day that I wrote. The letters
crossed each other. His letter went to
Berlin, care of the American minister,
who sent it to me. In this letter Millet
said he had been trying for six weeks to
stumble upon somebody who knew my
German address,and at last the idea had
occurred to him that a letter sent to the
care of the embassy at Berlin might pos-
sibly find me.

Maybe it was an "accident" that he
finally determined to write me at the
same moment that I finally determined
to write him, but I think not.

With me the most irritating thing has
been to wait a tedious time in a purely
business matter, hoping that the other
party will do the writing, and then sit
down and do it myself, perfectly satisfied
that that other man is sitting down at
the same moment to write a letter which
will ,. cross" mine. And yet one must
go on writing, just the same; because if
you get up from your table and postpone,
that other man will do the same thing,
exactly as if you two were harnessed to-
gether like the Siamese twins, and must
duplicate each other's movements.

Several months before I left home a
New York firm did some work about the
house for me, and did not make a suc-
cessof it, as it seemedto me. When the
bill came, I wrote and said I wanted the
work perfected before I paid. They re-
plied that they were very busy, but that
as soon as they could spare the proper
man the thing should be done. I waited
more than two months, enduring as pa-
tiently as possible the companionship of
bells which would fire away of their own
accord sometimes when nobody was
touching them, and at other times
wouldn't ring though you struck the but-
ton with a sledge-hammer. Many a
time I got ready to write and then post-
poned it; but at last I sat down one
evening and poured out my grief to the
extent of a page or so, and then cut my
letter suddenly short, because a strong
instinct told me that the firm had begun

to move in the matter. When I came
down to breakfast next morning the post-
man had not yet taken my letter away,
but the electrical man had been there,
done his work, and was gone again! He
had received his orders the previous
evening from his employers, and had
come up by the night train.

If that was an " accident," it took about
three months to get it up in good shape.

One evening last summer I arrived in
Washington, registered at the Arlington
Hotel, and went to my room. I read
and smoked until ten o'clock; then, find-
ing I was not yet sleepy, I thought I
would take a breath of fresh air. So I
went forth in the rain, and tramped
through one street after another in an
aimless and enjoyable way. I knew that
Mr.0--, a friend of mine, was in town,
and I wished I might run across him;
but I did not propose to hunt for him at
midnight, especially as I did not know
where he was stopping. Toward twelve
o'clockthe streets had becomeso deserted
that I felt lonesome; so I stepped into a
cigar shop far up the Avenue, and re-
mained there fifteen minutes, listening to
some bummers discussing national poli-
tics. Suddenly the spirit of prophecy
came upon me, and I said to myself,
"Now I will go out at this door, turn to
the left, walk ten steps, and meet Mr.
0-- face to face." I did it, too! I
could not see his face,because he had 'an
umbrella before it, and it was pretty
dark anyhow, but he interrupted the
man he was walking and talking with,
and I recognized his voice and stopped
him.

That I should step out there and stum-
ble upon Mr.0-- was nothing, but that
I should know beforehand that I was go-
ing to do it was a good deal. It is a
very curious thing when you come to
look at it. I stood far within the cigar
shop when I delivered my prophecy; I
walked about five steps to the door,
opened it, closed it after me, walked
down a flight of three steps to the side-
walk, then turned to the left and walked
four or five more, and found my man. I
repeat that in itself the thing was no-
thing; but to know it would happen so
beforehand, wasn't that really curious1

I have criticisedabsent peopleso often,
and then discovered,to my humiliation,
that I was talking with their relatives,
that I have grown superstitious about
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that sort of thing and dropped it. How
like an idiot one feels after a blunder like
that!

We are always mentioning people, and
in that very instant they appear before
us. 'Ve laugh, and say, "Speak of the
devil," and so forth, and there we drop
it, considering it an "accident." It is a
cheap and convenient way of disposing
of a grave and very puzzling mystery.
The fact is it does seem to happen too of-
ten to be an accident.

Now I come to the oddest thing that
ever happened to me. Two or three
years ago I was lying in bed, idly musing,
one morning-it was the 2d of March-
when suddenly a red-hot new idea came
whistling down into my camp, and ex-
ploded with such comprehensive effective-
ness as to sweep the vicinity clean of rub-
bishy reflections, and fill the air with
their dust and flying fragments. This
idea, stated in simple phrase, was that the
time was ripe and the market ready for
a certain book; a book which ought to be
written at once; a book which must com-
mand attention and be of peculiar inter-
est-to wit, a book about the Nevada sil-
ver mines. The" Great Bonanza" was
a new wonder then, and everybody was
talking about it. It seemed to me that
the person best qualified to write this
book was Mr. William H. Wright, a jour-
nalist of Virginia, Nevada, by whose side
I had scribbled many months when I was
a reporter there ten or twelve years be-
fore. He might be ali ve still; he might
be dead; I could not tell; but I would
write him, anyway. I began by merely
and modestly suggesting that he make
such a book; but my interest grew as I
went on, and I ventured to map out what
I thought ought to be the plan of the
work, he being an old friend, and not
given to taking good intentions for ill.
I even dealt with details, and suggested
the order and sequence which they should
follow. I was about to put the manu-
script in an envelope, when the thought
occurred to me that if this book should
be written at my suggestion, and then no
publisher happened to want it, I should
feel uncomfortable; so I concluded to
keep my letter back until I should have
secured a publisher. I pigeon-holed my
document, and dropped a note to my own
publisher, asking him to name a day for
a business consultation. He was out of
town on a far journey. My note remain-
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ed unanswered, and at the end of three
or four days the whole matter had passed
out of my mind. On the 9th of March
the postman brought three or four letters,
and amonlJ them a thick one whose su-
perscription was in a hand which seem-
ed dimly familiar to me. I could not
"place" it at first, but presently I suc-
ceeded. Then I said to a visiting relative
who was present:

"Now I will do a miracle. I will tell
you everything this letter contains-t-date,
signature, and all-without breaking the
seal. It is from a Mr. Wright, of Vir-
ginia, Nevada, and is dated the 2d of
March-seven days ago. Mr.Wright pro-
poses to make a book about the silver
mines and the Great Bonanza, and asks
what I, as a friend, think of the idea.
He says his subjects are to be so and so,
their order and sequence so and so, and
he will close with a history of the chief
feature of the book, the Great Bonanza."

I opened the letter, and showed that I
had stated the date and the contents cor-
rectly. Mr. Wright's letter simply con-
tained what my own letter, written on the
same date, contained, and mine still lay
in its pigeon-hole, where it had been ly-
ing during the seven days since it was
written.

There was no clairvoyance about this,
if I rightly comprehend what clairvoyance
is. I think the clairvoyant professes to
actually see concealed writing, and read it
off word for word. This was not my case.
I only seemed to know, and to know ab-
solutely, the contents of the letter in de-
tail and due order, but I had to word
them myself. I translated them, so to
speak, out of Wright's language into my
own.

Wright's letter and the one which I
had written to him but never sent were
in substance the same.

Necessarily this could not come by ac-
cident; such elaborate accidents cannot
happen. Chance might have duplicated
one or two of the details, but she would
have broken down on the rest. I could
not doubt-there was no tenable reason
for doubting-that Mr. Wright's mind
and mine had been in close and crystal-
clear communication with each other
across three thousand miles of mountain
and desert on the morning of the 2d of
March. I did not consider that both
minds originated that succession of ideas,
but that one mind originated them, and
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ells's that he felt it necessary to call upon her
and explain the situation of affairs in order
that no charge of plagiarism might be preferred
against him. He showed her the proof-sheets
of bis story, and satisfied her that the similar-
itv between her work and his was one of those
st;ange coincidcnces which have from time to
time occurred in the literar.y world."

simply telegraphed them to the other. I
was curious to know which brain was the
telegrapher and which the receiver, so I
wrote and asked. for particulars. Mr.
WJight's reply showed that his mind had
done the originating and telegraphing
and mine the receiving. Mark that sig-
nificant thing, now; consider for a mo-
ment how many a splendid "original"
idea has been unconsciously stolen from
a man three thousand miles away! If
one should question that this is so, let
him look into the cyclopaedia and con
once more that curious thing in the his-
tory of inventions which has puzzled
everyone so much-that is, the frequency
with which the same machine or other
contrivance has been invented at the
same time by several persons in different
quarters of the globe. The world was
without an electric telegraph for several
thousand years; then Professor Henry,
the American, Wheatstone in England,
Morse on the sea, and a German in Mu-
nich, all invented it at the same time.
The discovery of certain ways of applying
steam was made in two or three countries
in the same year. Is it not possible that
inventors are constantly and unwittingly
stealing each other's ideas whilst they
stand thousands of miles asunder?

Last spring a literary friend of mine, *
who lived a hundred miles away, paid me Four or five times within my recollec-
a visit, and in the course of our talk he tion there has been a lively newspaper
said he had made a discovery-conceived war in this country over poems whose
an entirely new idea-one which certain- authorship was claimed by two or three
Iv had never been used in literature. He different people at the same time. There
t~ld me what it was. I handed him a was a war of this kind over" Nothing to
manuscript, and said he would find sub- Wear,"" Beautiful Snow," "Rock Me to
stantially the same idea in that-a manu- Sleep, Mother," and also over one of Mr.
script which I had written a week before. Will Carleton's early ballads, I think.
The idea had been in my mind since the These were all blameless cases of unin-
previous November; it had only entered tentional and unwitting mental telegra-
his while I was putting it on paper, a phy, I judge.
week gone by. He had not yet written A word more as to Mr. Wright. He
his; so he left it unwritten, and graceful- had had his book in his mind some time;
ly made over all his right and title in the consequently he, and not I, had originated
idea to me. the idea of it. The subject was entirely

The following statement, which I have foreign to my thoughts; I was wholly ab-
clipped from a newspaper, is true. I had sorbed in other things. vet this friend,
the facts from Mr. Howells's lips when the whom I had not seen and had hardly
episode was new: • thought of for eleven years, was able to

"A remarkable story of a literary coiuci- shoot his thoughts at me across three
deuce is told of Mr.Howells's Atlantic Monthly thousand miles of country, and fill my
serial' Dr. Breen's Practice! Alady of Roches- head with them, to the exclusion of every
tel', New York, contributed to the magazine, other interest, in a single moment. He
after 'Dr. Breen's Practice' was in type, a had begun his letter after finishing his
short story which so much resembled Mr. How- work on the morning paper-a little after

* W. D. Howells. three o'clock, he said. When it was three

I had read portions of Mr. Howells's
story, both in MS. and in proof, before
the lady offered her contribution to the
magazine.

Here is another case. I clip it from a
newspaper:

"The republication of Miss Alcott's novel
Moods recalls to a writer in the Boston Post a
singular coincidence which was bronght to
light before thc book was first published:
'Miss Anna M. Crane, of Baltimore, pnblished
EmUy Chester, a novel which was pronounced :1

very striking and strong story. A comparison
of this book with Moods showed that the two
writers, thongh entire strangers to each other,
and living hundreds of miles apart, had both
chosen the same subject for their novels, had
followed almost the same line of treatment np
to a certain point, where the parallel ceased,
and the denouements were entirely opposite.
And even more cnrious, the leading characters
in both books had identically the same names,
so that the names in MissAlcott's novel had to
be changed. Then the book was pnblished by
Loring!"



MENTAL TELEGRAPHY.

in the morning in Nevada it was about
six in Hartford, where I lay awake think-
ing about nothing in particular; and just
about that time his ideas came pouring
into my head from across the continent,
and I got up and put them on paper, un-
der the impression that they were my
own original thoughts.

I ha ve never seen any mesmeric or clair-
voyant performances or spiritual mani-
festations which were in the least degree
convincing-a fact which is not of conse-
quence, since my opportunities have been
meagre; but I am forced to believe that
one human mind (still inhabiting the
flesh) can communicate with another,
over any sort of a distance, and without
any artificial preparation of " sympathetic
conditions" to act as a transmitting agent.
I suppose that when the sympathetic con-
ditions happen to exist the two minds
communicate with each other, and that
otherwise they don't; and I suppose that
if the sympathetic conditions could be
kept up right along, the two minds would
continue to correspond without limit as
to time.

Now there is that curious thing which
( happens to everybody: suddenly a suc-

cession of thoughts or sensations flocks
in upon you, which startles you with the
weird idea that you have ages ago expe-
rienced just this succession of thoughts
or sensations in a previous existence.
The previous existence is possible, no
doubt, but I am persuaded that the solu-
tion of this hoary mystery lies not there,
but in the fact that some far-off stranger
has been telegraphing his thoughts and
sensations into your consciousness, and
that he stopped because some counter-
current or other obstruction intruded and
broke the line of communication. Per-
haps they seem repetitions to you be-
cause they are repetitions, got at second
hand from the other man. Possibly Mr.
Brown, the "mind-reader," reads other
people's minds, possibly he does not; but
I know of a surety that I have read an-
other man's mind, and therefore I do not
see why Mr. Brown shouldn't do the like
also.

I wrote the foregoing about three years
ago, in Heidelberg, and laid the manu-
script aside, purposing to add to it in-
stances of mind-telegraphing from time
to time as they should fall under my
experience. Meantime the "crossing"
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of letters has been so frequent as to be-
come monotonous. However, I have
managed to get something useful out of
this hint; for now, when I get tired of
waiting upon a man whom I very much
wish to hear from, I sit down and compel
him to write, whether he wants to or not;
that is to say, I sit down and write him,
and then tear my letter up, satisfied that
my act has forced him to write me at the
same moment. I do not need to mail
my letter-the writing it is the only es-
sential thing.

Of course I have grown superstitious
about this letter-crossing business - this
was natural. We staid awhile in Venice
after leaving Heidelberg. One day I was
going down the Grand Canal in a gon-
dola, when I heard a shout behind me,
and looked around to see what the mat-
ter was; a gondola was rapidly follow-
ing, and the gondolier was making signs
to me to stop. I did so, and the pursuing
boat ranged up alongside. There was an
American lady in it-a resident of Venice.
She was in a good deal of distress. She
said:

"There's a New York gentleman and
his wife at the Hotel Britannia who ar-
rived a week ago, expecting to find news
of their son, whom they have heard no-
thing about during eight months. There
was no news. The lady is down sick
with despair; the gentleman can't sleep
or eat. Their son arrived at San Fran-
cisco eight months ago, and announced
the fact in a letter to his parents the same
day. That is the last trace of him. The
parents have been in Europe ever since;
but their trip has been spoiled, for they
have occupied their time simply in drift-
ing restlessly from place to place, and
writing letters everywhere and to every-
body, begging for news of their son; but
the mystery remains as dense as ever.
Now the gentleman wants to stop writing
and go to cabling. He wants to cable
San Francisco. He has never done it
before, because he is afraid of - of he
doesn't know what-death of the son, no
doubt. But he wants somebody to advise
him to cable; wants me to do it. Now
I simply can't; for if no news came, that
mother yonder would die. So I have
chased you up in order to get you to sup-
port me in urging him to be patient, and
put the thing off a week or two longer;
it may be the saving of this lady. Come
along; let's not lose any time."
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So I went along, but I had a pro-
gramme of my own. When I was intro-
duced to the gentleman I said: "I have
some superstitions, but they are worthy
of respect. If you will cable San Fran-
cisco immediately, you will hear news of
your son inside of twenty-four hours. I
don't know that you will get the news
from San Francisco, but you will get it
from somewhere. The only necessary
thing is to cable-that is all. The news
will come within twenty - four hours.
Cable Peking, if you prefer; there is no
choice in this matter. This delay is all
occasioned by your not cabling long ago,
when you were first moved to do it."

It seems absurd that this gentleman
should have been cheered up by this non-
sense, but he was; he brightened up at
once, and sent his cablegram; and next
day, at noon, when a long letter arrived
from his lost son, the man was as grate-
ful to me as if I had really had some-
thing to do with the hurrying up of that
letter. The son had shipped from San
Francisco in a sailing vessel, and his let-
ter was written from the first port he
touched at, months afterward.

This incident argues nothing, and is
valueless. I insert it only to show how
strong is the superstition which "letter-
crossing" has bred in me. I was so sure
that a cablegram sent to any place, no
matter where, would defeat itself by
" crossing" the incoming news, that my
confidence was able to raise up a hopeless
man, and make him cheery and hopeful.

But here are two or three incidents
which come strictly under the head of
mind-telegraphing. One Monday morn-
ing, about a year ago, the mail came in,
and I picked up one of the letters and said
to a friend: "Without opening this letter
I will tell you what it says. It is from
Mrs. --, and she says she was in New
York last Saturday, and was purposing
to run up here in the afternoon train
and surprise us, but at the last moment
changed her mind and returned westward
to her home."

I was right; my details were exactly
correct. Yet we had had no suspicion that
Mrs. -- was coming to New York, or
that she had even a remote intention of
visiting us.

I smoke a good deal-that is to say, all
the time-s-so, during seven years, I have
tried to keep a box of matches handy, be-
hind a picture on the mantel-piece; but I

have had to take it out in trying, because
George (colored), who makes the fires and
lights the gas, always uses my matches,
and never replaces them. Commands
and persuasions have gone for nothing
with him all these seven years. One day
last summer, when our family had been
away from home several months, I said to
a member of the household:

" Now, with all this long holiday, and
nothing in the way to interr-upt->"

"I can finish the sentence for you,"
said the member of the household.

" Do it, then," said 1.
" George ought to be able, by practis-

ing, to learn to let those matches alone."
It was correctly done. That was what

I was going to say. Yet until that mo-
ment George and the matches had not
been in my mind for three months, and it
is plain that the part of the sentence
which I uttered offers not the least cue or
suggestion of what I was purposing to
follow it with.

My mother * is descended from the
younger of two English brothers named
Lambton, who settled in this country a
few generations ago. The tradition goes
that the elder of the two eventually fell
heir to a certain estate in England (now
an earldom), and died right away. This
has always been the way with our family.
They always die when they could make
anything by not doing it. The two Lamb-
tons left plenty of Lambtons behind them;
and when at last, about fifty years ago,
the English baronetcy was exalted to
an earldom, the great tribe of American
Lambtons began to bestir themselves-
that is, those descended from the elder
branch. Ever since that day one or an-
other of these has been fretting his life
uselessly away with schemes to get at his
"rights." The present" rightful earl "-
I mean the American one-used to write
me occasionally, and try to interest me in
his projected raids upon the title and es-
tates by offering me a share in the latter
portion of the spoil; but I have always
managed to resist his temptations.

Well, one day last summer I was lying
under a tree, thinking about nothing in
particular, when an absurd idea flashed
into my head, and I said to a member of
the household, "Suppose I should live to
be ninety-two, and dumb and blind and
toothless, and just as I was gasping out
what was left of me on my death-bed-"

* She was still living when this was written.
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"Wait, I will finish the sentence," said
the member of the household.

"Go on," said 1.
" Somebody should rush in with a doc-

ument, and say, , All the other heirs are
dead, and you are the Earl of Durham!' "

That is truly what I was going to say.
Yet until that moment the subject had
not entered my mind or been referred to
in my hearing for months before. A few
years ago this thing would have astound-
ed me, but the like could not much sur-
prise me now, though it happened every
week; for I think I know now that mind
can communicate accurately with mind
without the aid of the slow and clumsy
vehicle of speech.

This age does seem to have exhausted
invention nearly; still, it has one impor-
tant contract on its hands yet-the in-
vention of the phrenophone ; that is to
say, a method whereby the communica-
ting of mind with mind may be brought
under command and reduced to certainty
and system. The telegraph and the tele-
phone are going to become too slow and
wordy for our needs. "\Ve must have
the tlrought itself shot into our minds
from a distance; then, if we need to put
it into words, we can do that tedious work
at our leisure. Doubtless the something
which conveys our thoughts through the
air from brain to brain is a finer and
subtler form of electricity, and all we
need do is to find out how to capture it
and how to force it to do its work, as we
have had to do in the case of the electric
currents. Before the day of telegraphs
neither one of these marvels would have
seemed any easier to achieve than the
other.

While I am writing this, doubtless
somebody on the other side of the globe
is writing it too. The question is, am I
inspiring him or is he inspiring me? I
cannot answer that; but that these
thoughts have been passing'through some-
body else's mind all the time I have been
setting them down I have no sort of
doubt.

I will close this paper with a remark
which I found some time ago in Bos-.
well's Johnson:

" Voltaire's Candide is wonderfully
similar in its plan and conduct to J ohn-
son's Raseeias ; insomuch that I have
heard Johnson say that if they had not
been published so closely one after the
other that there was not time for imita-
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tion, it would have been in vain to deny
that the scheme of that which came lat-
est was taken from the other."

The two men were widely separated
from each other at the time, and the sea
lay between.

POSTSCRIPT.

In the A.tlantic for June, 1882, Mr.
John F'iske refers to the often -quoted
Darwin -and -Wallace "coincidence":

"I alluded, just now, to the' unforeseen cir-
cumstance' which led Mr. Darwin in 1859to
break his long silence, and to write and pub-
lish the 01'igin of Species. This circumstance
served, no less than the extraordinary success
of his book, to show how ripe the minds of
men had become for entertaining such views
as those which Mr. Darwin propounded. In
1858 Mr. Wallace, who was then engaged in
studying the natural history of the !\falay
Archipelago, sent to Mr. Darwin (as to the
man most likely to understand him) a paper,
in which he sketched the outlines of a theory
identical with that upon which Mr. Darwin
had so long been at work. The same sequence
of observed facts and inferences that had led
Mr. Darwin to the discovery of natural selec-
tion and its consequences had led Mr, Wallace
to the very threshold of the same discovery;
but in Mr.Wallace's mind the theory had by
no means been wrought out to the same de-
gree of completeness to which it had been
wrought in the mind of Mr. Darwin. In the
preface to his charming book on Natural Se-
lection, Mr. Wallace, with rare modesty and
candor, acknowledges that whatever value his
speculations may have had, they have been
utterly surpassed in richness and cogency of
proof by those of Mr. Darwin. This is no
doubt true, and Mr. Wallace has done such
good work in further illustration of the theory
that he can well afford to rest content with
the second place in the first announcement
of it.

"The coincidence, however, between !\fl'.
Wallace's conclusions and those of Mr. Dar-
win was very remarkable. But, after all, co-
incidences of this sort have not been uncom-
mon in the history of scientific inquiry. Nor
is it at all surprising that they should occur
now and then, when we remember that a great
and pregnant discovery must always be cou-
cerned with some question which many of the
foremost minds in the world are busy in think-
ing about. It was so with the discovery of
the differential calculus, and again with the
discovery of the planet Neptune. It was so
with the interpretation of the Egyptian hiero-
glyphics, and with the establishment of the
undulatory theory of light. It was so, to a
considerable extent, with the introduction of
the new chemistry, with the discovery of
the mechanical equivalent of heat, and the
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whole doctrine of the correlation of forces. It
was so with the invention of the electric tel-
egraph and with the discovery of spectrum
analysis. And it is not at all strange that it
shonld have been so with the doctrine of the
origin of species through natural selection."

He thinks these "coincidences" were
apt to happen because the matters from
which they sprang were matters which
many of the foremost minds in the world
were busy thinking about. But perhaps
one man in each case did the telegraph-
ing to the others. The aberrations which
gave Leverrier the idea that there must
be a planet of such and such mass and
such and such an orbit hidden from sight
out yonder in the remote abysses of space
were not new; they had been noticed by
astronomers for generations. Then why
should it happen to occur to three people,
widely separated-Leverrier, Mrs. Somer-
ville, and Adams-to suddenly go to wor-
rying about those aberrations all at the
same time, and set themselves to work to
find out what caused them, and to mea-
sure and weigh an invisible planet, and
calculate its orbit, and hunt it down and
catch it?-a strange project which nobody
but they had ever thought of before. If
one astronomer had invented that odd
and happy project fifty years before, don't
you think he would have telegraphed it
to several others without knowing it?

But now I come to a puzzler. How is
it that inanimate objects are able to af-
fect the mind? They seem to do that.
However, I wish to throw in a parenthe-
sis first--just a reference to a thing every-
body is familiar with-the experience of
receiving a clear and particular answer
to your telegram before your telegram
has reached the sender of ·the answer.
That is a case where your telegram has
gone straight from your brain to the man
it was meant for, far outstripping the wire's
slow electricity, and it is an exercise of
mental telegraphy which is as common
as dining. To return to the influence
of inanimate things. In the cases of non-
professional clairvoyance examined by
the Psychical Society the clairvoyant has
usually been blindfolded, then some ob-
ject which has been touched or worn by
a person is placed in his hand; the clair-
voyant immediately describes that person,
and goes on and gives a history of some
event with which the text object has been
connected. If the inanimate object is
able to affect and inform the clairvoyant's

mind, maybe it can do the same when it
is working in the interest of mental teleg-
raphy. Once a lady in the West wrote
me that her son was coming to New York
to remain three weeks, and would pay me
a visit if invited, and she gave me his ad-
dress. I mislaid the letter, and forgot all
about the matter till the three weeks were
about up. Then a sudden and fiery irrup-
tion of remorse burst up in my brain that
illuminated all the region round about,
and I sat down at once and wrote to the
lady and asked for that lost address. But,
upon reflection, I judged that the stirring
up of my recollection had not been an
accident, so I added a postscript to say,
never mind, I should get a letter from her
son before night. And I did get it; for the
letter was already in the town, although
not delivered yet. It had influenced me
somehow. I have had so many experi-
ences of this sort-a dozen of them at
least-that I am nearly persuaded that
inanimate objects do not confine their
activities to helping the clairvoyant, but
do every now and then give the mental
telegraphist a lift.

The case of mental telegraphy which I
am coming to now comes under I don't
exactly know what head. I clipped it
from one of our local papers six or eight
years ago. I know the details to be right
and true, for the story was told to me in
the same form by one of the two persons
concerned (a clergyman of Hartford) at
the time that the curious thing happened:

"A REMARKABLE COINCIDENCE. - Strange
coincidences make the most interesting of
stories and most cnrions of studies. Nobody
can quite say how they come about, but every-
body appreciates the fact when they do come,
and it is seldom tl:1,at any more complete and
curious coincidence. is recorded of minor im-
portance than the following, which is abso-
lntely true, and occurred in this eity:

"At the time of the building of one of the
finest residences of Hartford, which is still a
very new house, a local firm supplied the wall-
paper for certain rooms, contracting both to
furnish and to put on the paper. It happened
that they did not calcnlate the size of one
room exactly right, and the paper of the de-
sign selected for it fell short just 11aIf a roll.
They asked for delay enough to send on to the
manufacturers for what was needed, and were
told that there was no especial hurry. It hap-
pened that the manufacturers had none on
hand, and had destroyed the blocks from
which it was printed. They wrote that they
had a full list of the dealers to whom they had
sold that paper, and that they would write to
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each of these, and get from some of them a
roll. It might involve a delay of a conple of
weeks, but thcy would surely get it.

"Iu the course of time came a letter saying
that, to their great surprise, they could not
find a single roll. Such a thing was very
unusual, but in this case it had so happened.
Accordingly the local firm asked for further
time, saying they would write to their own
customers who had bought of that pattern,
and would get the piece from them. But, to
their surprise, this effort also failed. A long
time had now elapsed, and there was no use
of delaying any longer. They had contracted
to paper the room, and their only course was
to take off that which was insufficieut and
put ou some other of which there was enough
to go around. Accordingly at length a man
was sent out to remove the paper. He got his
apparatus ready, and was about to begin work,
under the direction of the owner of the build-
ing, when the latter was for the moment called
away. The house was large and very interest-
ing, and so many people had rambled about it
that finally admission had been refused by a
sign at the door. On the occasion, however,
when a gentleman had knocked and asked for
leave to look about, the owner, being on the
premises, had been sent for to reply to the re-
quest ill person. That was the call that for
the moment delayed the final preparations.
The gentleman went to the door and admitted
the stranger, saying he would show him about
the house, but first must return for a moment
to that room to finish his directions there, and
he told the cnrious story about the paper as
they went on. They entered the room to-
gether, and the first thing the stranger, who
lived fifty miles away, said on looking about
was, 'Why, I have that very paper on a room
in my house, and I have an extra roll of it laid
away, which is at your service.' In a few
days the wall was papered according to the
original contract. Had not the owner been at
the house, the stranger would not have been
admitted; had he called a day later, it would
have been too late; had not the facts been al-
most accidentally told to him, he would prob-
ably have said nothing of the paper, and so
on, The cxact fitting of all the circumstances
is something very remarkable, and makes one
of those stories that seem hardly accidental in
their nature."

Something that happened the other
day brought my hoary MS. to mind, and
that is how I came to dig it out from its
dusty pigeon-hole grave for publication.
The thing that happened was a question.
A lady asked it: "Have you ever had a
vision-when awake?" I was about to
answer promptly, when the last two
words of the question began to grow and
spread and swell, and presently they at-
tained to vast dimensions. She did not
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know that they were important; and I
did not at first, but I soon saw that they
were putting me on the track of the so-

'lution of a mystery which had perplexed
me a good deal. You will see what I
mean when I get down to it. Ever since
the English Society for Psychical Re-
search began its searching investigations
of ghost stories, haunted houses, and ap-
paritions of the living and the dead, I
have read their pamphlets with avidity
as fast as they arrived. Now one of their
commonest inquiries of a dreamer or a
vision-seer is, "Are you sure you were
awake at the time?" If the man can't
say he is sure he was awake, a doubt falls
upon his tale right there. But if he is
positive he was awake, and offers reason-
able evidence to substantiate it, the fact
counts largely for the credibility of his
story. It does with the society, and it
did with me until that lady asked me the
above question the other day.

The question set me to considering, and
brought me to the conclusion that you
can be asleep-at least wholly uncon-
scious-for a time, and not suspect that it
has happened, and not have any way to
prove that it has happened. A memora-
ble case was in my mind. About a year
ago I was standing on the ·porch one day,
when I saw a man coming up the walk.
He was a stranger, and I hoped he would
ring and carry his business into the
house without stopping to argue with me;
he would have to pass the front door to
get to me, and I hoped he wouldn't take
the trouble; to help, I tried to look like
a stranger myself-it often works. I was
looking straight at that man; he had got
to within ten feet of the door and within
twenty-five feet of me-and suddenly he
disappeared. It was as astounding as if
a church should vanish from before your
face and leave nothing behind it but a
vacant lot. I was unspeakably delighted.
I had seen an apparition at last, with my
own eyes, in broad daylight. I made up
my mind to write an account of it to the
society. I ran to where the spectre had
been, to make sure he was playing fair,
then I ran to the other end of the porch,
scanning the open grounds as I went.
No, everything was perfect; he couldn't
have escaped without my seeing him; he
was an apparition, without the slightest
doubt, and I would write him up before
he was cold. I ran, hot with excitement,
and let myself in with a latch-key. When
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I stepped into the hall my lungs col-
lapsed and my heart stood still. For
there sat that same apparition in a chair,
all alone, and as quiet and reposeful as if
he had come to stay a year! The shock
kept me dumb for a moment or two, then
I said, "Did you come in at that door?"

" Yes."
" Did you open it, or did you ring?"
"I rang, and the colored man opened it."
I said to myself: "This is astonishing.

It takes George all of two minutes to an-
swer the door-bell when he is in a hurry,
and I have never seen him in a hurry.
How did this man stand two minutes at
that door, within five steps of me, and I
did not see him?"

I should have gone to my grave puz-
zling over that riddle but for that lady's
chance question last week: "Have you
ever had a vision-when awake?" It

stands explained now. During at least
sixty seconds that day I was asleep, or at
least totally unconscious, without sus-
pecting it. In that interval the man
came to my immediate vicinity, rang,
stood there and waited, then entered and
closed the door, and I did not see him
and did not hear the door slam.

If he had slipped around the house in
that interval and gone into the cellar-he
had time enough-I should have written
him up for the society, and magnified him,
and gloated over him, and hurrahed about
him, and thirty yoke of oxen could not
have pulled the belief out of me that I
was of the favored ones of the earth, and
had seen a vision-while wide awake.

Now how are you to tell wlfen you are
awake? What are you to go by? Peo-
ple bite their fingers to find out. Why,
you can do that in a dream.

HER FIRST APPEARANCE.
BY RICHARD HARDING DAVIS.

ITwas at the end of the first act of the
first night of The Sultana, and every

member of the Lester Comic Opera Com-
pany, from Lester himself down to the
wardrobe woman's son, who would have
had to work if his mother lost her place,
was sick with anxiety.

There is perhaps only one other place
as feverish as it is behind the scenes on
the first night of a comic opera, and that
is possibly a newspaper office on the last
night of a Presidential campaign, when
the returns are being flashed on the can-
vas outside, and the mob is howling, and
the editor-in-chief is expecting to go to
the Court of St. James if the election
comes his way, and the office-boy is bet-
ting his wages that it won't. Such nights
as these try men's souls, but Van Bibber
passed the stage-door man with as calmly
polite a nod as though the piece had been
running a hundred nights, and the man-
ager was thinking up souvenirs for the
one hundred and fiftieth, and the prima
donna had as usual begun to hint. for a
new set of costumes. The stage-door
keeper hesitated and was lost, and Van
Bibber stepped into the unsuppressed ex-
citement of the place with a pleased sniff
at the familiar smell of paint and burn-
ing gas, and the dusty odor that came
from the scene lofts above.

For a moment he hesitated in the cross-

lights and confusion about him, and fail-
ed to recognize in their new costumes his
old acquaintances of the company, but
he saw Kripps, the stage-manager, in the
centre of the stage, perspiring and in his
shirt sleeves as always, wildly waving an
arm to some one in the flies, and beckon-
ing with the other to the gas-man in the
front entrance. The stage hands were
striking the scene for the first act, and
fighting with the set for the second, and
dragging out a canvas floor of tessellated
marble, and running a throne and a prac-
tical pair of steps over it, and aiming the
high quaking walls of a palace and abuse
at whoever came in their way.

"Now then.Van Bibber, "shouted Kripps,
with a wild glance of recognition, as the
white and black figure came toward him,
"you know you're the only man in New
York who gets behind here to-night. But
you can't stay. Lower it, lower it, can't
you?" This to the man in the fiies. "Any
other night goes, but not this night. I
can't have it. 1- Where is the back-
ing for the centre entrance? Didn't I tell
you men-"

Van Bibber dodged two stage hands who
were steering a scene at him, stepped over
the carpet as it unrolled, and brushed
through a group of anxious, whispering
chorus people into the quiet of the star's
dressing-room.
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