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NE of the most remarkable in-
stances of coincidence that ever
came under my observation ook

place some years ago, in Montana, a
coincidence so remarkable that if & story
or a novel were built around it the in-
cident would be considered so highly
improbable that the yarn would be en-
tirely unconvineing.

The incident occurred quite unexpect-
edly during my attempt to expose a char-
latar medium. It made my attempt un-
necessary. ' The medium himself was a
victim of the improbable coincidence and
his boasted powers of materializing
spirits were proved a shabby frand.

By HOUDINI

Three men came to my hotel room in
—, and asked me to aid them in exposing
a medium whose powers seemed 50 mi-
raculous 2s to admit of no explanation
except supernatural aid. One of the
threc men was a minister of the gospel.
All had tried to pick flaws in the medi-
um’s powers, and bad attended ome of
his séances without succeeding.

One of the men, a lawyer, declared
that he was about convinced of the
reality of the medium's pretended
spiritualistic powers.

“Were it not that o admit spiritual-
ism opens the door for a wave of super-
stition and charlatanry,”’ he said, ‘I

would quit right now and ackmowledge
myself convinced. The three of us at-
tended a séance last night, in the third
story of an office building. We locked
the door, locked the window, examined
the room carefully, examined the medi-
um’s portable cabinet, and then the
lights were extinguished, and spirit ma-
terializations took place. There was no
possible chance for the medium to have
confederates enter the room, nor is there
any explanation of the materislizations
except that given by the medium.”’

I smiled, and egreed to do whatever I
could to learn what deception the

medinm was practising in his séances,
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‘“1t sounds very convincing,” 1 said.
“But there must be some plausible,
natural explanation. If, in my study of
spiritualistic phenomena, T hud uccepted
defeat cvery time 1 was bafled by some-
thing that T could uot cxplain, then ¥
would net have got very far with my in-
vestigations. Instead of suying that
there is no explanation excepl an accept-
ance of spiritualism, I have said %o my-
self merely, ‘I have not yet found the
true explanation.’ It mey be that I shall
absolutely fail to pierce the methods of
1his charlatan who has tricked you, My
failure would not prove that the medium
had power to call spirils into material-
ization. There is no reason we should
accept spiritualism, which is contrary
to all our natural experiences, unless we
have absolute proof of it. Failure to dis-
prove spiritualism is far from being
positive proof of the reality of spiritual-
ism. I am as open-minded as anybody
clse on this subjeet, but I want positive
proof. Mere failure to prove fraud in
any given case is not a proof of apiritual-
ism. It js simply an indication that the
true explanation of the medium's phe-
nomena has not yet been fathomed.”’

IT was the following night that I was
to assist my friends in attempting to
show up tbe medium. The more I
pondered the deception pleyed on them,
the more inexplicable seemed the ma-
teriaMzation. I was certain that the
alleged materialization was nothing more
nor- Jess than a flesh and blood human
being in the employ of the medium.
There must be some way of entry to the
room. My friends had locked the door
end the window. It occurred to me that
the medium or his confederate might
have had a pass key, or he might have
made his way over the transom, or the
lock on the window might be broken. I
have had too much experience in open-
ing locks to believe very strongly in their
power to keep people out of rooms.

‘We met, late at night, in the third
story of an office building, the minister,
the lawyer, and myself. The medium and
deveral men and women were already
there, The third of the trio who had
called on me arrived a little later, He
was & grocer or confectioner—I do not
remember which, The medium remarked
that there were certain psychic influ-
ences in the room that worked against
any epiritualistic raanifestations, and
Jooked pointedly, ss: he spoke, at the
-grocer, who was & small man with cold,
skeptical gray eyes and rather a.deter-
mined chin. T had been introdnced to
the mediom as Mr. Iochler, and evident-
Iy be did not suspeet me.

My eyes traveled around the roomw
Therc was but one window, and the door
was secured by a Yale lock. It could
be opened from inside. Tmmediately it
flashed through my mind that the
medium had a confederate in the recom,
who would open the door and admit the
materiglization, but the grocer pointed
out 10 me that this could not bc done,
because there was u light buming in
the hall, and this would be visible to
those in the room if the door were
opened. I answered, rather curtly, that
it should be a comparatively easy matter
to extinguish the light in the hell, and
my friend merely shrugged his shoulders
in reply.

There were about a dozen in the room
besides the medium when the wéance be-
gan. Seven of these were women, al-
though the usual proportion of women at
a spiritualistic séence is much higher.
The medium aroused my suspicions im-
mediately by throwing a double curtain
over the window, ‘‘to keep out the
light,'’ as he explained. The night was
dark, and only a very little light could
enter the room from outside. One black
curlain would be suffioient. When the
medium used two, I felt sure that he
wished to conceal the entrance of some-
one through the window after the room
should be plunged in darkness, I had
examined the window carefully before
the curtains were put up, and satisfied
rhyself that there was no means of get-
ting to the window from outside, as
there was a drop of two stories to the
ground, and no fire escape near, but the
action of the medium in arranging a
donble curtain over the window caused
e to revise my theories.

We were required to join hands in a
circle around a central table. The lights
were put out at the wall switch, and also
individually, to prevent any skeptical
person in the circle suddenly arising and
flashing them on. The grocer, however,
at my advice, had brought a strong
pocket flashlight, 50 we were prepared.

THE' séance was opened by the com-

pany singing a hymn. Then there
was silence for a space, and more sing-
ing, while the medium, tied up in a black
bag, went into a traunce. The proceed-
ings were directed by a woman who, I
think, was a sincere believer in spiritual-
ism, and wanted to make all psychic con-
ditions right for opening spirit com-
munications.

I noticed that the singing was loud
ecnough to deaden any sounds a person
might make by enteririg the room either
by the door or through the window, and
T knew that if the medium had unlocked
the window while he was putting up the

drapes, it could be opened very ecaxily
without being heard above the noise of
the singing. I was unessy, however,
and feared that I was on the wrong
track, because I saw no way by which
un outsider could gain access to the
window, which was too far above ground
to be reached'by ladder.

Finally the wpirit manifestations be-
gan. There were table rappings, twang-
ing of maandolins, movements of the
spesking trumpet, ghostly tlouches in
the dark—all the old cluptrap of spirit-
ualistic séances. Then the messages be-
gan, the spirit control being ostensibly
an Irishman named Mike, who talked in
a thick broguc and cracked numerous
jokes, even banging the grocer sharply
over the head with the mandolin to cool
his skepticism. The medium, during atl
this excitcment, was supposed to be in a
deep trunce, with his hands made use-
Jest by being sealed into the black bag,
which in its turn way covered with post-
age stamps on which everyone present
had placed marks by which we should
know that the medium had not emerged
from the bag. This also is & time-worn
device of spiritualistic charlatans. It
dges not hamper the medium’s move-
ments as much as might be expected.

Mike, the spirit control, then asked
every person in the circle to think very
hard of some departed friend or relative
whom they wished to see, for the psychic
conditions were right for a materializa-
tion. The room was very hot and close,
but an almost imperceptible breath of
air fanned my cheek, and I knew that the
window had been opened. The medium,
of course, had unlocked it when he was
putting up the curtains.

T moved my chair back, out of the
cirele, and the grocer, who was on my
left, moved in a little to take up part of
the space I had occupied. I freed my
left hand carefully, and substituted the
grocer’s hand in the hand of the woman
on my left, who must have thought that
I eat on her right, still holding her hand.
My purpose in leaving the circle was to
make an investigation. I wanted a look
at that window,

A phosphorescent glow emerging fromn
the-cabinet now showed vaguely a human
face, whether of man or woman I could
not say. But the grocer and lawyer
were there to attend to the materializa-
tion. It was my purpose to learn how
the materialization had gained access to
the room. I wormed my way down into
the cabinet, and through an opening in
the back I reached the window very
essily. The double curtain bulged out
with a slight breeze, and I knew that
the window way open.



I POKED my head out, and was
amazed at what I found. To the left
of the window a ladder was hanging
from the roof above my head. It was
a fireman’s extensible hooking ladder,
about fifteen feet long, which had been
thrust out of the window above, and at-
tached to the top of the building so that
the medium’s ‘‘materialization’’ counld
climb down from the window in the
third story.

Behind me a scream arose, which I did
not take time to investigate. It was a
girl’s scream,and the name ‘‘Marion’’
was repeated several times,

I tried to push the hooking ladder off
from the roof, but I eould not dislodge
it, The ladder was in two sections, and
the lower section, being loose, merely
alid gpward in its grooves. The upper
part of the hooking ladder was securely
attached to the roof, and could not be
lifted out unless I could raise the rigid
upper part of the ladder. So I climbed
out, and went up to the window in the
story above. Behind me still arose the
girl’s scream: ‘‘Marion! Marion! Oh,
@Qod, it’s Marion!”’

I found the window in the fourth
story open. I set on the sill, lifted the
hooking ladder from its pesition and
ehoved it in the room. The escape of the
medium’s materielization was cut off,
and my own return by the window way
also hlocked. I found the door locked
from the inside. Evidently the ‘‘ma-
terialization’’ vwished to make himself
secure from intruders while he waited
for thie singing to tell him that the time
had eome for him to put out his ladder,
attach it to the roof, and descend to take
his part in the séance,

I made my way quickly through the
corridor and down the stairs to the room
of the séance, and found everything in
turmoil. I had missed the unmasking
of the fraud, but I had prevented the
escepe of the ‘‘spirit.’”’ What happened
while I was going out of the window and
removing the ladder, if told in fiction,
would seem like stretching the long arm
of coincidence so far that it would break
under the strain. That is why I said, at
the beginning of this article, that the
story would be unconvincing if told by
a novelist, because of its improbability.

I had wormed my way into the cabinet
and was approaching, the window when
the grocer flashed his pocleet light apon
the supposed materialization. A woman'’s
seream split the darkmess, and the flash-
light was violently kmocked from the
grocer’s hand, but the young woman had.
thrown her arms around the ghost and
was covering his face with kisses, scream-
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ing ‘‘Marion, Marien! Its you! For
God s sake, speak to me, Marion!"’
While some tried to find the switch,

only to find the lights turned off at the.

chandelier too, someone probably the
medium, was striking the girl’s hands
with e blackjack, endeavoring to break
her hold, and the ghost was muttering in
great fright: ‘‘Frances, Jet go of me;
you're smothering me, Frances,’”’ and
fighting to free himself. The combined
efforts of the medium and the ghost
finally freed him from the girl's hys-
terical embrace, but the means of escape
was cut of by my removing of the
ladder. The ghost wes a real flesh and
blood one, and eould not dematerialize
into the world of shadows,

THE girl, Frances, whose surname I
will not mention here, as she is still
living, had attended the séamece in good
faith, and when the spirit control asked
everyonc present to hold in mind the
image of a dear departed one, so that the
spirit might be aided in showing itself,
she concentrated her thoughts on her
fiance, who had died a.little less than a
year before.

Out of the cabinet, dimly seen by a
phosphorescent glow from the features
of the ghost, stepped the materialization.
The girl stared, hoping that this was
indeed her fiance, trying to believe, her
heart beating between skepticism and
faith, when the grocer's flashlight lit up
the features distinctly. It was only for
an instent, for the flashlight was knocked
from the grocer’s hand almost immedi-
ately, but that instant was enough.

The ghost that had emerged from the
cabinet was the mar she had béen en-
goged to marry, the man whom she had
seen laid away in his coffin and buried
in the earth!

Is it any wonder that the poor girl
bLecame hysterical? Is it any wonder
that she threw her arms about her be-
loved dead, and sought to hold him in
the land of the living? Possessed for
the moment of an unnatural strength,
she held him tight, screaming her love at
him, until the struggles of the ghost and
the eruel blackjack of the medium had
broken her hold.

The materialization, of course, was a
paid employe of the medium. And he
really was the girl’s flancel

It transpired that the man, who lived
in Chicago, had a twin brother in Wy-
oming, who was slowly dying of con-
sumption and had gone west to work on
a ranch in hope that the high altitude
would help him. Frances Imew of the

exigtence of this twin brother, but she
had never seen him. Marion, realizing
that the end was near for his brother,
had himself heavily insured in his
brother’s name. e sent for the brother,
who came to Chicago while Frances was
in Montana with relatives, In Chicago
Marion changed lodgings to break con-
tact with those who knew him, and he
took his brother's name, and gave his
own pame .to his brother. The brother
died in 2 Chicago hospital under the
name of Marion, but Marion was speed-
ing west to Wyoming when the end
came, Letters from Franees in Montana
were found in the pockets of the dead
man, and a telegram brought the heart-
broken girl back to Chicago to attend
the funeral of her flance, as she sup-
pased. Marion, by this fraud, was able
to collect the insurance on his own death.

The money did him very little good,
however, for he squandered it in mining
stocks and gambling and other means,
and was soon penniless. He then ob-
tained employment as assistant to the
charlatan medium, and did materializa-
tions for him, with his face smeared with
phosphorescent paint that gave a pale.
unearthly radiance to his features in the
dark, and yet did not light them up
enough so thet anyone could certainly
recognize his face. It was the flashlight
of the grocer that accomplished that.

The strangest part of the whole oceur-
rence is that the girl and the man should
meet in this strange way. He had nol
the slightest notion in the world that hix
fiancee was in that room, while she, of
course, believed him dead.

The insurance company prosecuted
the man for fraud, but the medium who
employed him departed suddenly, and
may still be preying, under another
name, apon the credulities of those who
want to communicate with their beloved
deed. He was a clever magician, and
under whatever name he perpetrates his
fraudulent tricks, he should be very sme-
cessful. 1t is much more lucrative to be
a charlatan medium than an honest
magician, for rich dupes pey well,
whereas the armount of money that can
be made by perlor megic is relatively
small

THE girl, Frances, refused to have
anything to do with her fiance there-
after, for the fraud he practised both on
her and on the insurance company killed
her love. She went to the hospital, suf-
fering from a nervous collapse, after her
hysteria at the séance, but she recovered,
and afterwerd returned to Chicago.
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