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gradually work across the floor; keep him at it a good two hours, doing the 

same if you like—that’s Captain Webb. Well, I had been doing this, and then 

I had been the commodore of a steamboat crossing the channel: we had had a 

very rough passage, and everybody was dreadfully ill, and the more ill we were, 

and the more noise we made over it, the more we seemed to like it Rather 

exhausted, I had just taken the “Empress Victoria,” our steam ship (a great big 

old-fashioned sofa with a number of chairs fastened on behind) into Boulogne 

harbour, and altogether, what with the sea-sickness, the orders to the sailors 

shouted through a speaking trumpet (the “Times” supplement rolled up for the 

occasion), and the difficulty of piloting all the small craft I had in tow—for all 

the youngsters and babies of the establishment were rocking about on the chairs 

in our wake, I was rather done up—still I have long ago given up the idea of 

pleasing myself; I live only for my children and other people’s children as well. 

“What shall we do?” I said; let me see: yesterday I had been Buffalo Bill 

presiding over a very much Wilder West than ever B. B. saw even in the States, 

so that would not do; blind man’s buff, the magic lantern, conjuring, all had 

had their turn, and we were dreadful little people for new things. 

Just then a happy thought came to me. I remembered that in the days of 

my youth, those dear old happy days of so long ago, I had been considered a 

very fair mesmerist; and although I had not cultivated the art of mesmerism in 

later years, still I thought to myself I might have the power still remaining 

with me: so I told my eager circle of young people that if they liked I would 

give them a mesmeric séance that afternoon. I would tell them nothing about 

it, except that they were to fit me up a stage at the further end of the baronial 

hall, clear away the tables and bring plenty of seats for the audience, and find 

me somebody to play the piano. 

All this they joyously agreed to do, and now at 4 p.m. behold the hall well 

filled by most of the visitors to the Grange, all the children of course being in 

the front. 

As the lecturer, I came on to the stage, and: having made my bow, I began 

to explain what Mesmerism is. I need not give you my lecture, for you 

wouldn’t read it if I did, and you can find all about it in the account I am now © 

going to give you of the séance. We arranged a row of chairs on the stage 

with their backs to the audience, and then I came and invited all who would 

like to come and be mesmerised, to step forward. Of course the children came 

to the front at once, and with them three of the older people, and William, 

the boy in buttons, who always likes to be in everything if he possibly can. I


