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10 THE CASE OF PATIENCE WORTH
EXPLANATION OF SIGNSAND ABBREVIATIONS

Wherever in this book an asterisk (*) precedes a composition by "Patience Worth,"
it means that its language has been made dlightly less archaic, mainly by modernizing
the spelling.

Wherever the subject of acomposition is put in quotation mark they indicate that the
subject was given by some person immediately before the composition began.

P. W.:=Patience Worth.

P. W. P. M.=the book Patience Worth: a Psychic Mystery.

L. B.=the book Light from Beyond.

P. W. M.=Patience Worth's Magazine.'

Thus far the following books containing Patience Worth literature have been
published:

Patience Worth: a Psychic Mystery, by Casper S. Y ost. Henry Holt & Co., 1916, pp.
290.

The Sorry Tale: a Sory of the Time of Christ, by Patience Worth. Henry Holt & Co.,
1917, pp. 644.

Hope Trueblood, by Patience Worth, Introduction by Casper S. Yost. Henry Holt &
Co., 1918, pp. 363.

The Pot upon the Whesl, by Patience Worth, edited by Casper S. Y ost. The Dorset
Press, St. Louis, Mo., 1921, pp. 141.

Light from Beyond, poems by Patience Worth, selected and compiled by Herman
Behr. Patience Worth Publishing Co., pp. 281.

All the above are obtainable from the Patience Worth Publishing Co., 31 Tiffany
Place, Brooklyn, N. Y.

Light from Beyond has also been translated and printed in German. Telka about to
issue in German, and later will appear in English.



AUTOBIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH
Written at request W. F. P., in October, 1926.

Born, Mound City, Illinois, February 15, 1883. Father, George G. Pollard, English
and Welsh; mother, Mary E. Cordingley; Irish and English.

Mother nervous, keen, ambitious, talented as a singer, aspired to write before
marriage at eighteen, no attempt after that and never published. | have seen none of
her efforts.

Father educated at a military school in Ithica, N. Y., as | recall. Tried art a while
after graduating, then sold his studio and went, | think, to Texas. My mother was his
second wife and married him at Mound City where he had been employed by a
railroad company, and had then been with the "Courier" newspaper of Charleston, 1.

Moved to Forth Worth, Texas, when | was about eight months old, and my father
was again employed in some railroad company's office.

My first recollections date from my third year. | recall being distressed to see my
mother cry, and that my father was quiet and gentle. | will set down the pictures |
retain for whatever value they may have.

| seemed to be let attend to my own play, as | remember no storytelling or knee-
trotting. | remember playing under Chinaberry trees and hearing the berries "pop" as |
stepped on them, and their unpleasant odor, also being bitten by a "rat and tan" dog
and being comforted with candy. | recall that my mother waspretty but also that she
was too thin to afford me a comfortable pillow, although | wanted to be cuddled.
Father seems vague to me at this period.

| collected broken china and bits of colored glass, and spent hours worrying
"doodle bugs' with a stick. | did not like dolls—liked a stick of stove wood with a
mud face, wrapped in a towel, quite as well,—preferred live toys, and dressed Try
catsin doll clothes and wheeled my dogsin the doll cart. | did not name my pets, nor
did they seem specially dear. | don't remember any playmates at this period or much
else than some of my doings. | was quiet and quite healthy.

At about four, due to my mother's health, | was sent to St. Louis and was with
my grandmother, uncle and aunt (the Cordingleys) for ayear. | recal little, but have
pictures of my pretty young aunt and of my grandmother holding my hand as | went
to sleep. | do not recall my uncle at all at this point—I do recall him arrayed in a
queer costume for amasked ball (I think as a ballet girl), which puzzled me. He was a
medium, though no others of the family were spiritualists, but | remember nothing
else about that at this period.
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| don't remember my trip back to Texas, except that we lived in a little cottage, it
was quite cold and mother had made me red flannels and they itched.

A little later, the darkeys who worked for us called me "ram's head" because |
appeared so old and "wise," and mother said | became conversant with family
matters, reporting to neighbors the grocery bill and bits of conversation at home, also
the family opinions of the neighbors. | was "kept home" for this and it worked well.

Here, before being sent to school, | was started in music with Mrs. Frank
Brantley, but did not understand what it was about and played with the lessons.
Mrs. B. caled me "Pearlycue" and affected my dignity. | was impudent; it was
reported to my mother, who said | must apologize. So | asked Mrs. B. if she
remembered the "little trouble we had." She said: "Yes, Pearl,” and | replied: "Well, if
you are willing to overlook it | am." This was rather startling at five and a half, but |
think | was copying some admonition my mother had given me, and got it pretty
straight only for the turn to my in advantage.

This was perhaps the first defense | ever put up.

| did not go to church, or to Sunday-School yet, as my parents did not attend.
Once mother took me to St. Andrew's Church; but had to remove me because |
insisted on singing the offertory, which was unfortunately a solo.

At about six came school, my teacher's name Mrs. Vaughn. | was not interested,
save in my new lace-trimmed aprons and silk-sleeved jumper-dress. We read from a
"chart," pointing to each letter with a "pointer" which | did not relish, as it was
foreboding and was rapped threateningly for order; | remember little else of that
period, except that | was bored and wanted to play with a crowd of little darkeys,
and did once and was spanked. My personality was beginning, | think, to assert
itself. | recall some "paddlings’ by my mother over which my father would almost
weep. | recall little of the home life. Mother sang or played at night and | felt "in the
way" and neglected. | was spoiled by too much grown-up association.

When | was about seven we movedto "Lawn Terrace Addition" in the same city,
and | was transferred to the Boaz School, with a Miss Hall as teacher. | must have
been about to the second grade. Miss Hall was a good sport and understood children.
My first lie was caused by a desire to appear well to her and to "be in things." A
small boy stole a knife and | was sorry for him. The teacher told those who knew
anything about the case to raise their hands and | raised mine, though | knew nothing.
She discovered my plight from my testimony and kindly told me | had better run
along home. | had an uncomfortable feeling that something was wrong, athough | had
thought that | was discreet and wise, not realizing that | had actually lied. Another
timethe children recited "pieces,"” and | raised my hand and was told to say mine. |
knew none, and began babbling, and floundered and swallowed
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and rambled—perhaps this was a Patience Worth urge!* until the teacher told me that
as it was so long | had better finish on next Friday. | sat down sure she was "on to
me," and it was my last attempt at bluffing.

| don't know why | was promoted to the third grade, and only remember learning
how beans sprout in water. My new teacher, Miss ——,T wore kid gloves to keep
her hands white, and beat elaborate time to the singing. | learned to beat time (with
kid gloves on) and to sing "Come My Pretty Fido," and little else, but got shoved into
the fourth grade, with Prof. W—— as teacher. He was a Methodist minister, | think,
at odd times, and | cordialy hated him. | remember his red head and genera
description. He returned the hatred and we both had a bad time of it. All | did there
was to get the penmanship honor. Prof. H—— took W——'s place, and he was
worse—we had it hammer and tongs. | never knew my lessons, and was hew not so
strong, about ten, thin and gawky. Mother had added elocution and Delsarte to my
studies, with a Miss Mulvane. She was a fine influence but not enough to inspire
study. But | learned a half dozen "pieces’ and some things not to do. Then she left,
and in her place came Miss H—— whom | did not like, though she was a good, kind
instructor, who did not like my lack of application. This time "The Queen of the
May" was my utmost, but | preferred "The Goose."

Now | was going to a Methodist or Baptist Sunday-School; but then we got a new
horse and phaeton, and | was taken irregularly to the Episcopal Sunday-School of St.
Andrew's, rector Alexander Castle. | was confirmed by Bishop Garrett.

My last teacher in day-school was Prof. Price, who loved me and tried his best,
but | passed indifferently for high school, | don't know how or why. My father
helped me with home work and | had become quite a "show-off." | hated it but
mother desired it. | broke down the last year (at thirteen) of too much piano,
elocution, Delsarte, school and entertainments, and was sent to the Catholic St.
Ignatius Academy for "rest.”

Then we moved to St. Louis, and | was in Washington School for a year or so. |
was "put back™" and discouraged.

| was confused in Texas by no plan of education, and no aim. | absorbed much,
and lived out of doors, roaming the prairies and romping with my dog. | loved the
wild flowers, was generally honest, rather vain of clothes, thought | was homely and
felt it keenly. | had been laboring with a congenital eye-trouble also. | had had
measles, mumps and chicken-pox, also a throat trouble for which my tonsils were
removed, otherwise had not been ill.

In St. Louis we lived with my aunt and grandmother (my uncle

* The reader will of course understand that thisis not meant seriously.—Ed.
T Mrs. Curran gives al the surnames, but | have thought it not best to print them
al.—Ed.
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being in Chicago). Father had lost everything financially and mother was ill and
nervous. | did my lessons at night, and added music lessons, first from Mrs. Warner,
then from Prof. Guisser. | played well, and started to sing, having gotten over the
ilIness connected with that period of age, and was a fair pupil. | had a"crush" on a
handsome actor, J}¥—— S——, whom | never met, and perhaps it was he who
inspired the ambition to be a prima-donna and loveress!

Then we moved to Pamer, Mo., where my father was secretary of the Renault
Lead Co. | did not like it there; | wanted to learn, to know and to seelife. | took music
lessons by mail from Mrs. Warner and practised hours on Il Trovatore. | wanted life
and here was desolation. There were some fine men, owners of the mines, and |
merely heard them talking business about the fire with "Dad,” but learned poise from
them, forgot how big my feet were, etc. Then Mr. William Chauvenette [lately
deceased.—Ed.] came, recited "The Lady of Charlotte,"* a and got me to learn the
accompaniment of "A Warrior Bold" for him. | adored his culture and his courteous
attention to a little girl like me. It made me aspire to be something—aways with
music in mind.

Then Mrs. Henry H. Rogers came for avisit to Palmer and prevailed on mother to
send meto her at Kankakee, I11., to study voice. | was there nearly ayear, studying of
ayoung lady friend, until my uncle and aunt insisted on my going to Chicago.

In Chicago | started voice lessons with J. C. Cooper. My father paid for the
lessons and | earned a little by playing piano at my uncle's Spiritualist Church in
Steinway Hall, for a short time. But things | found here and my home surroundings
were most unpleasant, and | went back to Palmer.

Then Mrs. Rogers had me go to Chicago under her supervision. My father paid
for my board and | worked at the McKinley Music Co., addressing envelopes at
$6.00 aweek to pay for the lessons. After a month | resigned, telling Mr. McKinley
that | had not thought for a month. He was amused and kind and sent me to
Thompson Music Co., where | sold music until they closed out; then | worked at
Siegel Cooper's at $6.00 aweek, then sold smoker's supplies at the "Fair," and finally
was employed at Marshall Field's.

| worked and studied al winter, and went home to Potosi, Mo., (where we had
moved) and taught voice there and then at Irondale and Bismarck (where we again
moved), each season earning my passage back and for a start in Chicago each winter.
The studies ran on from the age of eighteen to twenty-four, when | was married to
Mr. Curran at Bismarck.

| had made no effort to write—never thought of it, though | could see the
possibilities of material in the Ozarks and | appreciated them.

* Thisvariation of "Shalott" is not exactly what we would expect from one erudite
in standard poetry.—Ed.
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Mr. Curran was bright but not literary; there was no idea of writing anything when
the bolt fell.

| was raised to think spiritualistic seances taboo. Neither my father or mother
were of areligious turn.

Father wrote humorous skits well—nothing of length. He used the pen-names
"Sissy Jupe," "Tommy Pants," etc., and edited several small country papers, such as
the Potosi Independent and Irondale Gazette.

There is no episode or era in my life that stands out as creative. | am not a
Spiritualist, but am in sympathy with the furtherance of psychic facts and believe
that the pioneers of today are but groping toward fact. | am not a "medium” in the
common sense. Am deeply interested in the study of psychic phenomena, using
myself asastudy. For you only, Dr. Prince—"won't you remove for good from the
minds of the public that | am a medium with a gold shingle and trances? Please, pretty
please. Remember, I'm an Episcopalian! It's Y our duty.” *

* These last sentences, which were for me only, are nevertheless printed because
they sound so much like Mrs. Curran in normal conversation, bright, gay and at times
humorous—nbut so unlike Patience Worth!—Ed.

MRS. CURRAN IN THE WITNESS BOX

In February, 1926, | orally asked Mrs. Curran a large number of questions, which
she answered on the spot. Both questions and answers were verbally recorded, and
were copied for this book, but it was found that they consumed too much space. The
former are, then, suppressed and the latter carefully and justly condensed into
smallest compass. It will be understood that every following statement made by Mrs.
Curran was directly responsive to a question, except such as are put within
parentheses, which are her spontaneous remarks.

The questions were asked in a more or less helter-skelter order, but here their
results are arranged in orderly fashion.

Acquaintance with Poetry Prior to the Appearance of "Patience Worth." Father
seldom read poetry aloud; your informant was wrong.* As a child | read no poetry
except such as was in school readers or given me for declamations. | didn't learn
many,—"Heart's Ease," "The Usual Way," "Johnny Brown's Sister's Wedding," etc. |
did not read poetry spontaneously. Mother would repeat "Rainy Day" and |
remember scraps of it. | liked as much of "Hiawatha'

* My informant did not know her at the period referred to; it was a guess.—Ed.
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as was in the reader. Father gave me Tennyson when | was fourteen; | have it yet.
When Mr. Curran was engaged to me he gave me "Thanatopsis,” and it was away
over my head and he laughed at me and | was ashamed. He gave me Omar Khayyam
and explained it to me. He also gave me Walt Whitman.

| never had any favorite English poets before 1913. | had not read Scott (haven't
yet) or Byron. | knew some Moore from singing Irish songs. Don't know anything
about Spenser; can't name any poem of his. I've heard the name "Faerie Queen.”
"Queen Mab" | know is Shakespeare, but never read it. (Never read any play of
Shakespeare—saw two as a child, and suffered during "Comedy of Errors' and went
to sleep. Mother taught me a few bits.) Probably Omar Khayyam made the deepest
impression.

| don't know Browning's or Mrs. Browning's poetry now. "Childe Harold?",
"Sweet Auburn?', "Canterbury Tales?'—I don't know the authors. It was Pope who
wrote "Essay on Man." | know the expression "children playing on the shore, and
hear the mighty waters rolling evermore,”" but can't place it."The lowing herd winds
slowly o'er the lea?' isn't that Gray's "Elegy?' | remember the expression "There was
a sound of revelry by night,” but not who wrote it. Ben Johnson wrote sort of
essays, wasn't it?

| had no favorite American poets—didn't pay attention to them. | remember
reading of Bryant only "Thanatopsis.” | once recited a bit of Whittier about angels in
achurch (I feel ashamed of my ignorance). Mr. Curran brought Walt Whitman to me.
| read alittle and didn't like it. Father was mad because it was given me. | began to like
Whitman about four years after | was married, when | heard a poem recited to a
musical accompaniment. | adored that poem—»but that was all. | know some
guotations from "Miles Standish"—never read all of it.

Acquaintance with Fiction Before "Patience Worth." When a girl | read "Black
Beauty," and the Louisa Alcott books. | liked these. | was fourteen or fifteen when
my father began to read to me; | didn't keep still long enough. He read some of
Dickens; we had two of his novels. The first real novel | remember reading myself
was "Uncle Tom's Cabin," at about fifteen. | had read Grimm's and Anderson's Fairy
Tales. | had ahard time reading the narrative part of a story. And | remember reading
"Ichabod Crane" in areader. | only read—anything—a few minutes in a day; might
look at afairy tale or anew book daddy had given me.

| read apart of "Lorna Doone" at about seventeen or eighteen. Never tried to read
it later on.

"The House of Seven Gables?' | don't remember the author Dickens? Have seen it,
never read it.

Author of "Gulliver's Travels? Don't know, nor of Don Quixote," "She Stoops to
Conquer," Salome," "Rasselas,” or The
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Rivals." (I remember a picture about "The Rivals.") Don Quixote was a poet |
think—Spanish?

No one invented stories to tell me as a child.

Father wrote humorous bits, partly in doggerel verse, and dry news. *

Mother's writing was some school girl compositions—not remarkable. She read
much, more of Dickens than | ever did. | remember her chiefly as reading an English
periodical with stories of the Bertha Clay level. Longfellow was her favorite poet.

Acquaintance with General History. All | remember about history in school is that
the teacher talked a little. Oh, ina school in Fort Worth, where | attended a short
time, we had alittle in a State history, about Alamo, etc. | don't remember reading any
book on history before Patience Worth came.

"Macaulay? | can't place him. Nor Boswell.

Of course | know that the Puritans were early settlers, not much more. America
was discovered in 1492.1 Don't know when the landing at Plymouth Rock was. |
know it was the Pilgrims, not the Puritans who landed there, because a man gave
Patience Worth the subject "The Landing of the Pilgrim Fathers." Did the Pilgrims
livein England, just before coming here? | should have supposed so.

Guy Fawkes? James |? James I1? Oliver Cromwell? Can't tell about them but
think Cromwell was a soldier.

Henry VI1I1? His head was cut off, wasn't it? | think Anne Boleyn was his wife.
Her head was cut off. Didn't Henry divorce his wife to marry Anne? (And Henry
amost founded his church.) It was King James who had the Bible translated into
English—I've heard of James Bible. | don't, know what James.

Don't know any dramatists who lived at the same time with Shakespeare.
Massinger? Don't know. Webster? Daniel Webster wasn't; that's the one | know.
Who made the dictionary? | thought it was Daniel Webster. [" It was Noah."] Yes, |
knew that, of course [in atone of disgust at her forgetfulness]. (Daniel founded the
Saturday Evening Post.)t

| can't place Andrew Jackson. No, he was not English—an American.

| can't tell what was the first battle of the Revolution—might if | heard the name.
Hardly think it was Bunker Hill. Lexington? | don't know. (I had an ancestor there.)
Hero of the Alamo? | know that—Davy Crockett. | was never interested in my
genealogy. |

* In, Palmer (Ozark region), | saw a copy of the little sheet he edited. So far as it
went, it bore out his daughter's statement.—Ed.

T That is the one date which it seems every child knows, though it is often
attached also to other events.—Ed.

¥ An error for Franklin.—Ed.
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know little of father's side; he was English and Welsh. Mother's people came over
generations ago; | don't know where they landed.

Samuel Johnson wrote a dictionary.

Don't know what happened to bring the French language into England. 1t might
have been awar; that is a deduction. Don't know about the coming in of Anglo-Saxon.

Acquaintance with Biblical Literature and History. No, | have never been a student
of the Bible—don't think | ever read a chapter through.

Don't know what "Calvary," asaword, means. Mark an Apostle? | think | know
that. "Matthew, Mark, Luke and John"—I imagine he was. | am ashamed to be
uncertain—I thought Luke was an Apostle. Don't remember the name "Micah."
"Nehemiah" isaBible name, but | can't place it; don't know whether of an Apostle or
not. Don't remember how Peter died. John the Evangelist was beheaded—no, that
was John the Baptist; don't know about the other.

He was called the Baptist—because he baptized?—More than one Apostle called
John?1 didn't know there was. | should think there was more, than one Simon from
one being called "Simon Peter." The last supper of Jesus was the foundation of
Communion. | don't know what Jewish rite Communion is a modification of—would
it be the Feast of Passover? | don't know how | got that—it came like a little flash or
electric shock.*

| don't know who Flavius Josephus was. Nero was Emperor of Rome (and
fiddled). No, | don't think he is mentioned in the Bible; don't know if heis referred to.
Poppeawas Nero's wife (I saw a poster of "Ben Hur" with her name on it). | don't
know how she died.

The Epistle to the Galatians was written by Paul, remember that from Church
services. Don't know who wrote the Revelation. Can't tell about the history of the
Temple or its construction.

Never read "Ben Hur" nor "Prince of the House of David," but the latter isin my
library; it belonged to the first Mrs. Curran. Don't know anything about "Zenobia."
Never heard of "The Land and the Book." Never saw Farrar's "Life of Christ,” nor
Gelkie's, Edersheim's, Neander's nor any other.

Can't tell the direction of the Dead Sea from the Sea of Galilee, or of Nazareth
from Bethlehem.

Within what tribal division was Jerusalem?—was it Judea?

| should say that Calvary was outside the wall.T | had a picture—was conscious
of awall and beyond it a spot.

Opportunities for Consulting Books. There were no cyclopedias, books on
antiquities, ancient customs, histories of literature and the

* Asfacts often flash up from subconscious memory—Ed.
T Probably right, as was the previous answer. | have found in the records the
account of the picture given her by Patience Worth sometime earlier.—Ed.
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like in father's house that | remember. | don't even remember any dictionary until he
gave me the four-volume one when | was about eighteen. And | hardly looked at that.
After | was married we got the books which had been |eft with an aunt.

All the books | have had in my own residence | have now; you may see them. |
never lived in a house that had a well-stocked library. Never had the dictionary habit;
seldom looked into it for any purpose. No, not even for pronunciation or spelling. (I
don't spell right half the time.)*

| never was interested in the derivation of words before Patience Worth came, and
don't know Anglo-Saxon and Latin roots—never paid such things attention.

There were one or two English folk or peasant songs among those | sang—modern
ones. | sang Moore's songs. The music | practised in Chicago was church solos,
Faust, alittle of Lucia, some German songs and | was taught one Italian one.

No, | never frequented public libraries, never even had a library card until Mr.
Curran's last illness, when we took cards to bring him novels to read. We read very
little; liked to play cards and go to movies. We didn't buy books after marriage. He
read "Thanatopsis'—I can amost tell al we read. | have all the books he owned. |
don't think he talked about books after we married. He wasn't a student and didn't
talk about history; he didn't know history. All the dialect he was interested in was
Irish. Interested in the derivation of words? How could he be when al he read was
newspapers and the like?

Opportunities to Overhear Learned Conversation, etc. No, | never, before
Patience Worth, knew anybody learned in history, or the languages. Before | went to
Chicago | had no brainy friends, and there | was wholly given up to music. No, | was
never where | could hear talk about history, language, etc. | associated only with
common, busy persons.

Sudies and Occupations. | had no real favorite school studies. Had no
mathematics beyond arithmetic, and couldn't do anything in that beyond division.
Out of school father helped me on arithmetic. | drew beautifully—can't now, and
father and | would copy little pictures for hours, just as a game. When he was busy |
would play with the dog on the prairie, fish for "crawdads' with a hunk of bacon,
hunt buffalo-wallows, play with water-bugs, etc. Was out doors a great deal, and rode
a lot, including riding a cow, and would help milk for fun. | studied none during
vacations; had a doll-house and played all the time, had no household tasks. Texas is
dreadfully hot and | would be drivenin. | liked to be out and ramble, but was lazy and
didn't engage in strenuous sports. Then mother gave me music lessons be

* An exaggerated colloquial statement.—Ed.
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cause she wanted me to be attractive. | practiced an hour or two a day, which | didn't
like, though | wanted to play the piano. Then mother gave me elocution lessons.

Religious Inclination and Training. Never a Bible reader. Neither father nor mother
went to church. | wasin Sunday-School because they were ashamed not to send me.
A Methodist school, | think—I don't remember much about it.* Father was
essentially religious, but didn't talk it or go to church. If | asked "Is there a God?' he
would say: "My dear, | don't know." Mother went to church only by fits and starts.
She did not talk of religion until Patience Worth started her. | just graduated with the
classinto confirmation. | had no inward experience. Was taught at home to say: "Now
| lay me"—that was all. No, | didn't think much on religious subjects, and don't now.
The longest period of church-going | had was in St. Louis, after | began to write for
Patience Worth. The first volume of the record [1913-1915] was done while | was
singing in the choir. The preaching did not seem to affect me; | was there to sing.

No, | never wanted to be amissionary or do good in any particular way. | wanted
to go on the stage and sing. | went to Sunday-School, off and on, from seven to
fourteen.

Ambition; Longing for Fame. | had in my teens the desire to be successful as a
singer. Mostly to lift myself out of a hopeless future not so much for fame itself. All
that dropped away when | married, although | continued to like approbation. No,
indeed, | never felt that | had sacrificed anything by marrying; Mr. Curran made me
go onwith my music lessons. Never did | have a desire to visit foreign countries, in
childhood or since.

Practicein Literary Composition. | remember only two attempts, except for some
valentine single verses, to write poetry, and these were when | was about fifteen.
They were poor stuff, and my father was amused, though kind.t

| never wrote anything in prose but little school compositions.

Physical and Mental Health. Besides the usual children's complaints, | suffered
much from sore throat for a number of winters. When | came here, | had chills and
fever. In my whole life until baby came [about nine years after Patience Worth was
announced] | never was in bed aweek. No special functional troubles. But | have had,
especialy in my teens, trouble with my eyes. | was never unconscious, other than in
sleep, except when | fainted once, from excitement.

No anaesthesia ever except that at childbirth my ears were stopped, and when |
overworked at eighteen my fingers sometimes became numb.

* Afterwards she went to an Episcopal school.—Ed.
T One of them was entitled: "To a Red-Headed Girl." The other may be found on page
404.—Ed.
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| never heard "voices' before 1913, and that of Patience Worth developed slowly.
Never saw an apparition. When about eight | used to poke among the coals in the
kitchen stove thinking I might see something interesting, but | never did.* That is
about the most vivid fancy | remember. No, | never had any "invisible companions.” |
sometimes talked to myself when | had no one to play with. | was never of a
melancholy bent, and being introspective was not my style. It is odd, but | never gave
names to my dolls or pets. Philosophical questions never entered my mind. On the
whole, my childhood was happy.

Contacts with Spiritualism. My early contacts with Spiritualism? Well, you know
of that uncle who was a medium. He was supposed to foretell things—I don't know if
true. | never knew him until 1 was thirteen.t When | was in Chicago, at eighteen, |
played the piano in his church about a month and a half. | didn't like the crowd that
came, and the whole thing was repulsive to me. Since then | have had no contacts
apart from Patience Worth. | never in my life attended any meetings or seances save
those | have referred to. | had read, before 1913, no books on psychical research or
Spiritualism whatever. My first was "Cosmic Relations,” which Mr. Holt sent me
after he printed the first Patience Worth book. Nor did the ouija board experiments
interest me until Patience Worth came.

* Probably she had heard some one speak of seeing picturesin the coals—Ed.
T Except when she was too young to remember anything about him but one
incident.—Ed.

TESTIMONIES BY OTHER WITNESSES

Perhaps it may appear to the reader that more witnesses than those whose
accounts are given below should have been found, but realy they are as many as
could be expected when al the facts are taken into account. In fact, at Mrs. Curran's
age, apart from relatives (of whom she has amost none living) | could not have
brought forward more living persons able to testify to my characteristics before | was
of the age when she married, had | not attended higher schools of education. Where
nearly all the people she knew well at Forth Worth now are, and whether living or
dead, she cannot tell. Themining town of Palmer is ailmost extinct. Those whom she
knew in Chicago are mostly scattered to the four winds, and few knew her intimately
there. She gave me names of teachers, clergymen, etc., but where are the most of them
now?

One valuable witness died just as | was about to write him. Some last addresses
were furnished me only to find that the parties had moved.
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But the case with its accompanying claims has been noised abroad for a dozen
years. | have printed an appeal for information in aperiodical with large circulation.

Of such testimonies as | secured all but one appear to be reliable. That one |
discard, although it isafriendly one and in most respects parallel with statements by
others. | discard it entirely because certain answers are irreconcilable among
themselves or with what | independently discovered to be facts. The errancies | set
down to psychological peculiarities rather than intentional unveracity. All other
testimonies are given. Some of them were in reply to interrogatories, others ssimple
answers to ageneral request for information. In the interests of space | omit verbiage
here and there without notice when in so doing the essentials are left undisturbed. To
make answers intelligible sometimes the subject of a query by me is inserted in
brackets. As an inducement to be perfectly frank, in every case | promised not to give
the names of informants, and feel bound by the promise, though in most cases it
might not be insisted upon.

Thefollowing is the way | headed lists of questions when | sent them: "In order
that | may be assured that you are giving your own and independent impressions,
please do not show these questions to anyone or consult anyone before writing out
and sending the answers."

Testimony of Mr. A. B. C.Mr. C., a business man of New York City, knew Mrs.
Curran "as ayoung girl and as she grew older and married Mr. Curran,” whom he also
knew well. Through his mother and his grandmother, now deceased, he has known her
and her family as long as he can remember. During the years directly prior to 1915 he
lived one block distant from the Currans, and being on friendly terms was cognizant
of the first phase of the ouija board experiments before the announcement of Patience
Worth, aswell as of what came after. Has not seen Mrs. Curran for severa years, but
hears about her through his mother living in St. Louis.

Mrs. Curran, asagirl, never impressed me, nor anyone else so far as | know, with
anything that would impress her upon the memory. She was just an ordinary girl,
with nothing that would make her stand out amongst her associates or acquaintances.
Her "Patience Worth" was a bolt from the clear sky.... Mrs. Curran, as | knew her,
was nothing out of the ordinary run of thousands of other girls raised under the same
strained conditions, financially speaking. | watched her use the ouija board and was
mildly interested at her first results, but even then took no particular interest in her
efforts. She did not seem to herself. It originated much as an amusement.

I have no knowledge of the kind of reading she indulged in, if any
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[before 1913]. From my acquaintance with her | should say that she did very little.

Nothing at all remarkable [noticed about her memory], though she seemed to have
afairly good memory.

Insofar as | know she had [when young] no associations with scholars, writers or
students.

Her [early] surroundings were such as to be anything but "inspiring."

Apparently innocently honest. Lacked the ability to be otherwise.

[Anything odd, neurotic, or the like?] "Odd," * in that she did not seem to know
much. Just like an ordinary girl.

[She was] active, in a way, matter-of-fact, lively, one might say happy-go-
lucky"—nothing was of much importance.

Never heard of any authorship before 1913, anywhere.

Judging from my observations, she never thought much about such things
[religion], though, | believe, she attended church and for awhile sang in the choir.

Mr. Curran was an active live-wire. Thereis no doubt but that he stimulated and
inspired, once he saw the capabilities.t

As | knew her, she showed not the slightest tendency toward literary ambition or
ability, and her education was at best mediocre.

Never heard anything of the kind [her talking, previous to P. W., of books,
historical subjects, etc.]. She always struck me as being just an ordinary person.
Nothing characteristic about her conversation.

[Interested in Spiritualism?] Only that she was her uncle's niece. She never seemed
interested in Spiritualism beyond the general talk that would occur in a family that
included aman like

[Did you know her uncle the medium?] Yes, | have known her uncle quite well.
Possessing no belief in Spiritualism, | have always looked upon him as an arch
"faker." Asl recall, Mrs. Curran never got along with him.

[Other than being a country editor, to what extent was her father a literary man?]
In no way. [Scholar?] None.

| know nothing of Mrs. Curran that | feel it would be necessary to conceal.
[Voluntary remark.]

Testimony of Miss D. E. Miss D. E. is a professional woman, a little older than
Mrs. Curran, who has lived al her life in the Ozarks, and is familiar with a large
section of that region. She is familiar with the "dialect” and says that it does not
resemble that of Patience Worth, also that there have been no Indians in the Ozarks,
within her

* Probably the meaning is that it seemed "odd" that one so little versed should
suddenly produce work which requires much knowledge to account for it.—Ed.

T That is, after Patience Worth's dictation began, he was interested in having it keep
on.—Ed.
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recollection.* She knew "Pearl" well in Palmer and Potosi, and at intervals since, in all
twenty-five years. The following data was secured by means of a questionnaire.

| have no recollection of Mrs. C. expressing [in conversation] an out of ordinary
interest of literary character.

| know nothing of her having any unusual knowledge of history.

She was aways interested in current events but | do not know that she had any
special interest in foreign countries.

She was an Episcopalian but manifested no interest in any church.

| never knew of her reading the Bible to make a study of it. Of course they had one
in their house.

She never seemed to be much taken with either philosophical or religious
reflection.

Her health was good.

[Nervous, neurotic, hysterical 7] | think she was one and all.t

Found her to be very bright and quick to learn anything she undertook to do. She
is an excellent cook, and housekeeper, draws and paints fairly well, sings and plays
piano, entertains. | always recognized her ability, but don't know that 1 expected
anything remarkable.

Prior to 1913, | have no recollection of Mrs. C. showing any decided preference
for any special line of literature outside of the current magazines and fiction of the
period.

As Pearl Pollard, Mrs. C. was a pretty and attractive girl. She liked poetry, but |
have no recollection of any specia style. In general conversation she was familiar
with best writers ¥ but | never saw her studying anyone.

| don't know that she ever wrote any poetry prior to 1913.

Her conversation was general. She loved to talk and tell of her childhood, where
she had been and seen. Especidly to tell jokes or funny stories about the people.
Sometimes these stories were crude.

She would at times seem to be in a deep study, but was never reflective for any
length of time. | don't consider her an unpractical type by any means.

| have often been in her house. Sometimes for a week, then for only an hour or so
at different intervals.

| see no change in her health since Patience Worth came.

Her mentality is very much stronger and more highly developed since Patience
Worth came.

* Referring to conjectures regarding incentive toward Patience Worth's dialectical
style—Ed.

T In view of the statement that her health was good, | doubt if "neurotic” is a term
understood by Miss E. in its fullest meaning. Probably she means nervous and
excitable—Ed.

¥The reader will judge for himself from the aggregate of data whether Miss E. is quite
accurate here—Ed.
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Her chief amusements seemed to be moving pictures, music. She loves to entertain
in her home.

Her parents always wished to be surrounded by educated people, but | have no
knowledge of any particularly noted scholar, in any branch, that she knew.

| don't recall that she was fond of playing tricks upon people.

| know nothing that would explain the sudden beginning of poetry, etc. | happened
to be in her home when she began writing on the ouija board. That was before she
began writing as Patience Worth.

| have read letters which she wrote before 1913, and thought that they were well
composed, and she did write good descriptions of her home and surrounding country
at Palmer.

Testimony of Mrs. H. An intelligent lady whom | personally interviewed. She is
younger but remembers the latter part of Mrs. Curran'slifein Palmer well. They were
friendly and the present Mrs. H. was in the Pollard house a good deal. She took
lessons of "Pearl."

Music seemed the only study she was interested in.

Her father had few books. She didn't read much, nor talk about poetry. | used to
hear her father talk but don't think he talked about books much.

Mrs. Pollard, | understood, was never satisfied with living in Palmer.

| thought Pearl a perfectly genuine, sincere young woman.

Mrs. H. knew very little about the Patience Worth matter, and | think was hardly
aware of the significance of her testimony.

Testimony of Mr. |. J. Mr. J. is proprietor of astorein Potosi, Mo. He knew Mrs.
Curran "about two years at a stretch,” he thinks, when she was a young woman
[sixteen to eighteen], and at intervals afterwards. For a time the Pollards boarded at
his house when he kept the store and post-office in Palmer.

Shewasjolly and out of doors considerably.

| do not remember her reading or studying much. Nor do | remember anything
about her showing interest in poetry, or history either.

| remember playing and singing, and that she helped a teacher who was getting up
an entertainment.

| remember her driving with me to the station and saying she would like to paint
the hills. But | do not think her drawing was much better than the average child's.

| never saw anything about Pearl which made me think she might become an
author.

Her mother was aworrier, and very nervous.
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Testimony of Mrs. K. She is about five years younger than Pearl "and knew her in
Palmer.

| was rather Young but | remember her as being very like other girls. No bookish
tendencies that | could see.

| remember that she was very good in music, and that she tried to paint, but don't
think she did that very well.

Testimony of Mrs. L. | livedat Mound City, Illinois. She used to visit me when a
girl. Spent asummer at my home when about sixteen.

As a child she was fondest of playing doll-house and she played with other
children agreat deal.

When at our house | didn't see her reading very often. She wasn't bookish. At
sixteen she read mostly novels, but she wasn't much of areader of anything.

She did not take books out of the public library.

She was interested in music and talked about it a good deal—had taken lessons. |
had a piano and she played alot.

| never saw her reading the Bible.

| don't think she went to church. We were great church-goers. | didn't take her
along because she didn't want to go.

She wasn't amelancholy girl, nor disposed to sit and reflect. She was agreat talker,
and called around some. Not at al morbid, had a healthy mind.

Testimony of Mr. and Mrs. N. O. P. Mr. P. is a lawyer, at present living in Los
Angeles.

| fear that any information | can give will not help your investigation. We knew
her as abright, jolly, good-natured girl with no marked oddities or unusual traits. My
wife always liked her.

Testimony of Mrs. Maupin. Mrs. Maupin is a daughter of Mr. Curran by his first
wife. She has known Mrs. Curran intimately for the last twenty years. She is a
decided and intelligent young woman. | saw her aone and asked her a set of
questions, and afterward sent her a list in written form to answer. My experience is
that relatives of a person who has "psychica” phenomena are often the last to
manifest any enthusiasm for them. They hear jesting and disparaging comments
which annoy them, so that they wish that mother (or sister, or whoever the relative
may be) would leave such things alone. Often they are quite justified in their
repugnance but often, too, they do not even go so far as to ascertain from the quality
of the phenomena whether they are worth while or not. It may be that they
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will not talk adversely to an investigator, but they show indisposition to talk at all, or
they "damn with faint praise." | found the testimony of Mrs. Maupin impressive
with conviction and feeling.

Mrs. Curran never harped on any religious subject. "I don't think she worried
much about the hereafter." She had "the love of God that we all have" but did not
seem to feel any particular awe in regard to Him. There is no difference perceptible in
this respect since Patience Worth came. She did not try to influence me in my
religion* but tried to give me one so that | might know about God.

She did only the average amount of letter writing. Never to my knowledge had she
adesireto write [literature]. Her timewas taken up with her voice. | never knew her
to write anything up to the time of Patience Worth, but believe when she was a girl
she had written one or two [sets of 7] verses. | know nothing of the nature of these
thing,;. | never thought of her having the power to write before Patience Worth came.

Mr. Curran was not familiar with history. Nor did he know anything of
etymology.

Mrs. Curran took no books from the library for herself. The only times | ever
knew her to go to the library was for novels for father when he wasill.

Of course she occasionally read poetry or | read it to her, but only casually.
Poetry played a small part in the house before Patience Worth. | studied Shakespeare,
but she took no interest in it.

She took no interest in history, was very ignorant of it, and couldn't help me in
my school history.

She is the soul of truth. | used to think her too darned truthful. [Again she
insisted,] sheisthe most frank and truthful person | know, almost too much so.

| know nothing in Mrs. Curran's surroundings to give her the knowledge in the
Patience Worth writings. There was no opportunity during my acquaintance with her
to converse with scholars or overhear their talk.

Before Patience Worth, housework mostly occupied Mrs. Curran's time in the
forenoon; in the afternoon she might take a nap, do some fancy work, and perhaps
makecalls; in the evening she would sing to entertain the family, or, very often, the
whole family went to a picture show. She read little and almost never aoud.

Except at very first, when Mrs. H. would dlightly modernize the language of
Patience Worth, the record has been faithfully kept exactly as delivered.

Her conversations were of the genera line of talk; nothing flowery or out of the
ordinary about them.

* Formerly Mrs. Maupin was a Roman Catholic.—Ed.
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We never had any house plants, but there were some rose-bushes in the backyard
which seemed to grow without much care to anyone.

She did enjoy seeing beautiful scenery but [I] never knew her to try to put into
[written] words the things she had seen.

Do not know how much she has read the Bible. | do not think she was a reader of
religious matters at all. | know of no religious book that she has read.

Other than going [to church] when she sang, | don't think she went at all. My
father very seldom went to church.

Never knew my father to write poetry. This must have ended after he was
married.*

Father had read quite a bit, but or what lines | am unable to say.

Mrs. Curran didn't use words requiring use of the dictionary. | don't remember her
using it. [The foregoing was in oral answer. Later, in her written list of answers she
says:] Mrs. Curran very seldom referred to the dictionary. Only perhapsto look up a
simple word for its spelling. Her mother was the more frequent visitor to the
dictionary.

Mr. Curran was not literary, though capable of appreciation. He read mostly
newspapers and magazines.

[Referring to the period of ouija board work before the announcement of Patience
Worth.] | attended very few sittings during the first period of the writings on the
ouija board, but heard them discussed very often as to their nature and the worth of
the material. As a whole the writings were not considered very worth while. We
thought it odd but gave no thought to them. More or less, as | remember it, the
material seemed like that of an uneducated person. Sometimes what seemed like
Scotch would mix in, T but generally it was in English of today. Practically no interest
was taken in it by Mr. or Mrs. Curran. To the best of my knowledge Mrs. Curran
said very little, except that she could not understand from whom the messages came.
Never do | remember of her asking Mrs. H. to come or urging her to use the ouija
board, or that she took any interest in the thing at al. Never did | hear her say she
believed that any spirits had returned. Mrs. H. would say, "Oh! this is from your
father," etc. Mrs. H. was greatly pleased with the sittings and urged Mrs. Curran to
continue when Mrs. Curran would want to talk or do other things. | do not recall that
there was any poetry in any form up to the time Patience Worth came. | thought it
was mostly conversation directed to those about the board. Nothing ever equalled
Patience Worth's work.

| never heard father quote from Omar Khayyam.

| never knew whether he had read Walt Whitman or not, but think he was familiar
with hisworks. | never remember Mrs. Curran's reading

* | had referred to some rather clumsy scraps of rhyming, which | found in her
father's letters, which looked as though they might be original.—Ed.
T Possibly she means "Pat McQuillan's" quasi-1rish.—Ed.
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Walt Whitman nor did | know she was influenced by anything before Patience Worth.
—Never heard her quote much from any of the writers.

Odd words never bothered her. Don't think she gave much thought as to how any
words were founded or whence they came.

Like Mrs. Curran, my father never gave much thought in regard to how or where
uncommon words were found.

She was a good sport. She lived in her own day.

| never heard of her hearing voices, seeing apparitions, or anything of that sort.

Never, before Patience Worth, did she utter anything like those proverbs." |
should have dropped dead if she had. "Nothing of the Patience Worth sort had ever
manifested in Mrs. Curran. It was like a bolt out of the clear sky. Patience Worth
overcame me.

She had no hallucinations, delusions, hysteria. | never knew her to do odd or queer
things—she was like other people.

| never heard anything in her life which could prepare her for the Patience Worth
writings. These are now "my religion” and | think it incredible that my stepmother,
who has been more a sister, should be capable of them. The very idea makes me
laugh.

Testimony of Dr. H. H. Rogers. Thiswitness was very sparing and conservative in
his testimony, probably because he was to marry Mrs. Curran, as he has since done.
He was for some twenty years the head of a military academy, and is a man of
established integrity.

Mrs. Curran, when a girl of about sixteen years, visited my wife and me and my
wife's sister, Mrs. B——. To me she was a pretty, becomingly dressed girl of
pleasing manners, with no particularly striking peculiarities to distinguish her from
other girls. | had not thought of her as being very studious, or a great reader, or very
ambitious. But the fact that just after this, under my wife's guidance, she located in
Chicago, worked in aretail store and used her money largely for music lessons would
go to show that she was ambitious.

In away my acquaintance with her extended from that time to the present. It has
largely been through my wife who either visited her or corresponded with those who
knew her quite intimately.

Sofar as | have known or understood, she had no outstanding qualities to report
until the "Patience Worth" work began.

Indirect Testimony of John H. Curran. Mr. Curran has passed on, and it never
occurred to him to draw up any formal statement, and those who investigated the
case during his lifetime were so familiar with his testimony that it probably did not
occur to any of them to ask him to set it down. But there is the undoubted fact that
he was prejudiced against ouija boards and that everything of a Spiritualistic
appearance
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was repulsive to him. He also is the person who for seven years of anterior living
with Mrs. Curran ought to have known what knowledge, tastes and abilities she had.
It was not until Patience Worth began her remarkabl e utterances that he began to take
an interest, as quotations of his remarks to Patience Worth in the record show. His
exclamations of wonder and delight before the interest of literary and prominent
people had been attracted, are explainable only on the basis that he never knew his
wife to be capable of anything of the sort.

Many discerning people have studied, more or less, the case since 1914, and had
Mrs. Curran under their eye. Mr. Yost spent a great dea of pains for years, and
became thoroughly satisfied with all the essential factors. Mr. Reedy was won over
from incredulity and hostility to wonder and confidence and testified in his energetic
fashion that he would bet his head on the honesty of both the Currans. | could name
many prominent people in Mrs. Curran's own city, clergymen, instructors,
physicians, etc., who have been won over to confidence in her and admiration of the
Patience Worth output; and | have letters from some of these.

But | add only one more statement, that of a Chicago lawyer who expressly says
that his name may be given.

Testimony of E. H. Garnett. While | am inclined to be skeptical and take very little
on faith, | have every confidence that Mrs. Curran's representations as to her early
history and lack of educational advantages are absolutely true. | think it would be
difficult for anyone whom | have known as well as | have [together with his wife.—
Ed] her over aterm of years, to be afalsifier, without my discovering it. | have never
detected in her verifiable statements the slightest divergence from the truth. As to the
origin of the messages purporting to come from Patience Worth, | have never been
able to reach any conclusions satisfactory to myself. That the messages are based on
information acquired by Mrs. Curran through reading or travel, | consider highly
improbable. That the poems she produces immediately on request are from memory,
| do not believe possible. | have on a number of occasions seen her produce, orally
and without a moment's hesitation, from twenty to thirty poems on diverse, abstract
and concrete subjects given to her by audiences. There is, so far as | know, no other
person in the world who can, under such circumstances, even remotely approach this
work, either in spontaneity, beauty, perfection of form or in content.

PRELUDE TO AND ANNOUNCEMENT OF PATIENCE WORTH

During thefirst stage of the ouija board experiments, which occurred at irregular
intervals beginning in July, 1912, the hand of Mrs. Emily G. Hutchings was always
on the board with that of Mrs. Curran.

There seems to be no disagreement in the testimony as to the beginnings. The two
were making a call on a neighbor who had an ouija board, and during the call there
came what purported to be a message from a relative of Mrs. Hutchings. Thereupon



the latter bought a board and took it to Mrs. Curran house, with the idea of
continuing these curious experiments. Mr. Pollard, Mrs. Curran's father, was then ill,
and passed away about two months later. For a time the daughter refused to have
anything more to do with the board, but finally allowed herself to be persuaded. Then
both Mr. Pollard and Mrs. Hutchingss mother purported to communicate. Mrs.
Hutchings appears to have taken much interest in the experiments of the following
months, but Mrs. Curran remained indifferent and had to be coaxed to the board. The
testimony to this effect is thoroughly consistent, and also to the fact that the
husbands of the two ladies were far from being in sympathy, Mr. Hutchings being at
least agnostic, and Mr. Curran prejudiced against everything "spiritualistic.”

It appears that the "messages,” professing to come from different persons, were of
a rather bana character—the usual stuff of an unevidentia character which could
easily have been the product of the subconscious minds of those whose hands were
on the board. Nor were any records kept up to June 22, 1914. But some weeks before
this date something occurred which it seems rather necessary, and not at all harmful
to anyoneto relate, so well as| can gather it from thetwo not very different versions
with which | have become acquainted.

A new name and an unknown one seemed to be struggling to come through, at first
understood to be "Pat-C, Pat-C, Pat-C" (the first three and seventh letters of
"Patience "). Naturally it was thought that some Irishman was trying to communicate.
According to my theory, it was the strong suggestion of this supposition, stimulated
by many leading questions, which induced various ouija board remarks, at this and
subsequent sittings, appropriate to an Irishman. The suggestion

31
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was powerfully reinforced when Mr. Curran, who had been al along contemptuous
of what was going on, pretended to recognize the communicator as one Pat
McQuillan whom he had known, and to verify certain statements of his. This of
course led to some unpleasant feeling afterwards, and was really naughty, but | can
see how to Mr. Curran at the time, not realizing how big the matter would loom up in
the mind of one taking al in serious earnest, it seemed simply as a good joke on his
wife aswell as her friend.

Suppose, now, that "Patience" was the name that was trying to emerge, it is easy
to see how the subconscious current set in motion by the concept of this Irish
gentleman could act, for atime, as an effectual bar to its full utterance. It is of little
importance to me whether or not Pat McQuillan cursed and said "A hell of a" etc.
That is exactly what | would expect such a vivid and firmly-rooted subconscious
Hibernian to do. The question was, if there was a some one or a something calling
herself or itself "Patience” struggling for expression, when and how the "Pat
McQuillan" fabrication was to be gotten out of the way. The testimony isnot exactly
clear as to "how," but I suspect that it was through the revelation that Mr. Curran
had been romancing. The "when" was not on June 22nd, although "Pat" was repeated
anumber of times, and some verses given. Besides, after arequest by Mrs. Pollard for
a message from her husband, the words came: "I am aided by Dad" [Mr. Pollard],
which may have been the product of suggestion, or, on the spiritistic theory, it may
have been that "Patience" was being helped to get established. She certainly needed no
ad a little later, but shook off all other ostensible communicators, and took
possession of the entire field. The next sitting, on July 2nd, brought more verses.
Mrs. Hutchings believed, and still believes, that both these earlier and the later
productions were by different communicators, pointing for proof to their varying
styles. But thus far and for some little time to come the style seems the same; it was
not until later that abrupt changes came in. And if then and thereafter "Patience
Worth" was not the sole author then the records explicitly lie at amost every page.
Remembering that those who stand for the theory of multiple authorship do so
necessarily in conformity with the belief in spirit origin of the whole, it is rather
shocking to think of such a continuous exhibition, otherwise, of spirituality, wisdom
and sound ethics, as contacted at every point with falsehood. And if the literature is
considered as from another world it seems to me more reasonable that it should come
from one mind of remarkable power and versatility than that some one's father, and
some one else's mother, and various Toms and Dicks who have suddenly blossomed
out as poets
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and geniuses and agreed to hide themselves without a hint through many years, under
one name.*

On June 22nd, after "p-a-t" had come several times, this sentiment was received:
"Oh, why let sorrow stedl thy heart? Thy bosom is but its foster-mother, the world
its cradle and the loving home its grave." This it was decided to record for
preservation. All else of this sitting except five more similar vaguely pretty
paragraphs, and all that had earlier been received appear not to have been set down by
anyone, at least at the time.

Of the mistily pleasing passages of July 2nd the following two samples constitute
about one-quarter. "Around come trooping myriad forms, and plucking all the
flowers, cast wide upon the lake their wanton plunder, and lo, a wreath appears.... All
those who lately graced your board are here, and as the moon looks down, think ye of
them and their abode as a spirit lake, a spirit song, a spirit friend, and close
communion hold 'twixt thee and them. 'Tis but ajourney, dost not see?'

July 8th, 1913.

It may be well to state that Mrs. Mary E. Pollard acted as amanuenses at all these
sittings and those to follow for a considerable period. [Mrs. Hutchings took the
records home and transcribed them on the typewriter.—Ed.]

The board seemed to be possessed with unusual strength at this sitting and started
immediately as follows:

"Many moons ago | lived. Again | come—Patience Worth my name.”

We expressed wonder, but resumed.

"Wait, | would speak with thee. If thou shalt live, then so shall I. | make my bread
at thy hearth. Good friends, let us be merrie. The time for work is past. Let the tabby
drowse and blink her wisdom to the firelog."

MRS. C.: How queer that sounds!

P. W.: Good Mother Wisdom istoo harsh for thee, and thou shouldst love her
only as afoster-mother.

MRS. P.. Patience Worth must surely be the party who is delivering these
messages. It sounds like a Quaker name. Let's ask her when she lived.

* When, on November 21, 1919, Dr. J. H. Hyslop was present and suggested, as
the composition switched from The Sorry Tale to Samuel Wheaton, that the two
might be the work of two different spirits, Patience Worth said:

"I tell yel be settin’ the pigsin mine ain pigsty. Aye, and | be shellin' the grain for
the feedin' wi' mine ain hands, and the sow who hath bringed them forth wert me....
Nay, nay, this be one path that be not trod by hosts."
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P. W.: 1649 94 The table seeming uncertain. Mrs. H.: Patience, where was your
home?

P. W.: Across the sea.

MRS. H.: In what city or country?

P. W.: About me you would know much. Y esterday is dead. Let thy mind rest as
to the past.*

* THE PURPORTED EARTHLY LIFE OF PATIENCE

Patience Worth could not be brought to place any valuation on giving data about her alleged life
on earth. Sheinsisted that the only self of her which is of value to the world is to be found in her
utterances. This may be thought a clever dodge, but it is not rare in automatic writings devoid of
other evidence of any but subconscious origin to find autobiographical details enough, usually
likewise unevidential.

Nevertheless, fromtime to time, with the air of an amused mother handing toys to her children
Patience Worth dropped afew details in response to questions. Occasionally she told some anecdote,
generally an amusing one, supposed to be recollected from her earth life. And once Mrs. Curran
experienced a long vision without words, apparently picturing the preparations of Patience Worth for a
journey to America, her passage and landing, all in detail of avery life-like and reasonable character.

The biographical statements are more of curious than evidential interest, and consequently are
lightly run over in this note. Patience Worth professed that she was born in England in the
Seventeenth Century, lived there and worked in the house and on the fields until a woman, migrated
to Americaand, not long after, waskilled in a foray by the Indians. The data, taken together, would
make the date of her death coincide fairly well with Kin', Philip's war. But when asked if the chief of
the Indians was Philip she did not take the bait, but rather contemptuously asked her questioner
whether he, were he at the end of a blade, would be asking the names of his slayers. Once she
apparently tried to give the name of her native county, and, after failures and the remark "there be a
twist," seemed to resort to familiar words to suggest the sound of the name. ""Twere a wing. Ayea,
and a deer-fallow. Hast thou seen atuft-hut? There be a dove coo over it—the nest." Before | learned
that Mr. Y ost read these indications it occurred to me that a female fallow deer is a doe, that do'e is
dialectal for dove, and the reference to the dove in connection with the nest suggested set, dialectal for
sit. Later Mr. Yost, thinking that the reference to a wing might have been a hint of the dorhawk or
dorbeetle or both, asked: "About the wing, was it beetle, or hawk or both?" Patience Worth replied:
"Thou hast turned o' a stone," which was her way of saying he had found something. She added:
"Thee hast the cat by the tail." Thus we would have Dorsetshire adumbrated. Later, before Mr. Y ost
took atrip to England, Patience Worth undertook to describe various landmarks, natural and ancient
buildings, including seashore, cliffs, amonastery and a road by which he might find his way to her
native village. He had the curiosity to visit Dorset, and found a number of interesting correspondences
with Patience Worth's statements, the cliffs, the old monastery, the winding way, etc. These he
regarded as impressive but expressly declares that he does not think they could be regarded as a
demonstration.

There was displayed in Patience Worth's poems a wealth of description of the sea before Mrs.
Curran had ever seen theocean in her life. Also the references to rura life and rural objects, such as
birds, in terms suited to England, are innumerable. However it comes about, a remarkably consistent
pattern is maintained. Nor is there any appearances of lugging in such details.

Just as casual, seemingly, are the allusions to Patience Worth's alleged memories of her own life
and experience. They usually come in as though chance remarks of the company present had reminded
her of this or that little fact of long ago. Taking them together we get an absolutely consistent picture
of anindividual humble career, and amost vivid sense of a distinct personality. We see a small red-
headed peasant girl, toiling at the humblest tasks, often chided by her mother and sometimes by the
parish minister, a young woman of voluble and witty propensities, fond of finery and not averse to
the other sex, considerably curbed in all these inclinations, because of the ideas of the day and the
narrowness of the religion, but with a sense of humor which largely sustained her. She loved her
mother, though she was "filled o' righteousness
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Mrs. P. [jokingly]: She doesn't want us to inquire into her past. Perhaps it wasn't
creditable.

P. W.: Wiltthou but stay thy tung! On rock-ribbed shores beat wisdom's waves.
Why speak for me? My tung was loosed when thine was yet to be.

MRS. P.: | suppose she was aregular type, rather hard and severein her ideas and
speech.

P. W.: This overwise good-wife knows much that thrashing would improve. Am |
then so hard?

The sitters laughed and asked Patience if she had singled out Mrs. P. for this
rebuke.

P. W.: A secret held too close may inflame quite as sorely as one talked over-
much.

This was interpreted as a genera rebuke and Mrs. Curran laughed her
appreciation. It evidently annoyed the "influence.”

P. W.: Wilt thou of too much speech pray silence the witch? Much

and emptied o' mercy." Sometimes she peeped at the reflection of her "bonnet's ruff" on the polished
brass kettle, and kicked her shoes upon the stones because she must wear her locks "wetted smooth."
Sometimes she hints that even then she possessed a poetic and imaginative nature.

"Behold, the stones showed but as stones, still within me were that that did bid that | should know
of the shadow of the stones and the creeping beneath them. Yea, and this hand hath sought beneath
the stones, and of these things beareth thy handmaid back to thee."

She could not sing. "A holy singing" within her throat "sounded like unto blasphemy" and "the
dominie once, aharkin', stopped for to pray."

According to her intimations she was something of a heretic, and much of her reminiscent humor is
at the expense of the church and its minister.

"Well | remember a certain church, with its wee windows and its prim walls, with its sanctity and
meekness, with its aloofness and chilling godliness. Well | remember the Sabbath and its quietude of
uneasiness, wherein the creaking of the wood was an infernalism, the droning and scuffing of the
menfolk's shoes and the rustle of the clothes of the dames and maids, the squeaking of the benches,
and the drowsy humming of some busy bee who broke the Sabbath's law. Aye, well | remember the
heat that foretold the wrath of God, making the good man (minister] sweat. Aye, and Heaven seemed
far, far."

Referring to her audacious attempts to smarten her attire, she related:

"The good man oft denounced sin and fearsome flauntings, but lawk! he sgquinted a whit. | had a
silver buckle on my boot, and no man knew it save the good man. He looked soberly, with the
soberness he turned upon the Word, at the buckle. Aye, and thy handmaid sent him a wee upward
look. Aye, and he rubbed his chin and coughed mightily and spat. And when the next Sabbath came
he raged mightily against buckles. And hark—he looked to find the buckle after the Word. It was
there, and lawk! | curtsied that he should see it not."

If al such anecdotes are mere tales to amuse the youngsters, they are nevertheless so delightful
that one wishes she would write a whole book about her picturesque and fascinating suppositions
earthly self, about Parson "Pritchett,” and the church, about her work and her flirtations and about her
friends and enemies. Perhaps she will if approached on the pleathat it is worth while as literature. But
she steadily and rather sensibly holds that her recollections would not be accepted as evidence; and
reiteratesin 1924

"Behold, my wares; hereinam |."
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clatter from agoose! An owl issilent and credited with much wisdom. A wise lien
betrays not its nest with aloud cackle.

The continued rebukes caused the sitters to believe she wished consideration, and
in respect they asked if she would kindly continue.

P. W.: If the storm passes. Thanks, good souls. Could | but hold your ear for the
lesson | would teach! A striving for truth will not avail thee.

A couple of musicaly ethical paragraphs finish the record for this date. The brief
record of July 13th contains several of the aphorisms quoted in the division of this
book entitled Impromptu Proverbs. The poem, "A blighted bud," to be found in the
division Sentiment, makes about one-half of the record of July 26th. Similarly pretty
sentiments were dictated on July 31st, August 8th, 10th and 15th, of which | select
but one.

Wouldst thou inquire into the universal truth, and make a culture of thy long
diseased pouch of knowledge?

O rest from the heated sands of the desert of thine own make, and study thou the
smile of an infant's lips in sleep, where hallowed angels whisper the word love thou
wouldst choose believe that thou hast taught, and clasp one tiny hand.

The whole secret is sealed in one rosy pam, and the answer lies within each
dimple kissed by thee....

Then canst thou laugh at the poor fool, the knave of the court most high, the
world-named philosopher.

Here is the same adoring reverence for infancy that we find in those utterances in
the division of this book Infancy, which are written in the "dialect,” and the same
contempt for the pride of learning, the same teaching that wisdom is derived from
sincere contemplation of the things which are simplest and nearest at hand which
pervade all of Patience Worth's philosophy.
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On August 25, 1913, Patience Worth dictated short poems, and then Mrs. H.
endeavored to engage her in personal conversation.

P. W.: Wilt thou but stay thy brush? The hearth is barren now from over-
brushing.

MRS. H.: What do you mean?

P. W.: The cat doth drowse, my good folk, but when the fire is over-hot doth
rouse.

Put faith in farthings and let the shillings rust

MRS. H.: Patience, won't you please put this into more modern English?

P. W.: Oh worry, worry, canst thou understand the purring of the cat?

MRS. H.: | truly did not mean to offend.

P. W.: | oft have seen the tung split for less.

Sept. 11, 1913. The board seemed slow, and the sitters urged more speed.

P. W.: Beat the hound and lose the hare.

MRS. P.: That seemsto be a rebuke. | wonder if she is particularly fond of Mrs.
C., and if that is her reason for coming alwaysto her.

P. W.: To brew a potion, needs must have a pot.

MRS. C.: | wonder what she thinks of the women of this day.

P. W.: A good wife keepeth the floor well sanded and rushes in plenty to burn.
The pewter should reflect the fires bright glow. Clip the wings of the goose. "Twill
teach thee clever tricks and brush the dust of long standing away. [Undoubtedly a
reflection on Mrs. C.'s housekeeping.—Ed.]

MRS. P.: | wish we could get something besides sarcasm. | wish—

P. W.: From constant wishing the moon may tip for thee!

MRS. P.: | don't wish for anything, but I do want alot of things.

P. W.: The swine cry "Want, want, want."

MRS. P.: | yield to Patience. She's cleverer than all three of us.

P. W.: Some folk, like the bell without a clapper, go clanging on in good faith,
believing the good folk can hear.

MRS. P.: | hardly think | needed that scolding.

P. W.: Nor does the smock need the wimple.

MRS. H.: Just what do you think of Mrs. P.?

P. W.: The men should stock her.

MRS. P.: She should not select me for her sarcasm. It's you two who interrupt and
laugh at her. It's that that makes her angry.

37
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MRS. H.: Do you mean that Mrs. P. should be put in the stocks?

P. W.: Aye, and leave a place for two.

MRS. P.: | knew she didn't mean all that solely for me. | wish, though, that she
would give us something nice.

P. W.: Mayhap thou wouldst have a pumpkin tart?

MRS. P.: If she cannot forego sarcasm, then | wish she would stop altogether.

P. W.: Then beat the hound.

MRS. C.: We ought to be satisfied with what is given us.

MRS. P.: Well, | don't feel asthough | am to blame. | have been trying all evening
to encourage you to be nice to her so that she would give us a nice message.

P. W.: Gadzooks, hear her!

MRS. C.: You've been listening to what we've been saving, Patience.

P. W.: A whip in time saves nine. Get thou thy kettle of brass and burnish bright
its sides, so she may see herself therein.

MRS. C.: Whom do you mean?

P. W.: She of the peppery tongue.

MRS. C.: She wants you to see yourself as others see you.

P. W.: A look around would not be amiss.

MRS. P.: She meansit for each one of us.

MRS. H.: Sheis caustic, but what she saysisfull of homely wisdom.

P. W.: Oh, then hast thou looked beneath the goose's feathers and discovered the
down?

A rather heated discussion ensued, no one wanting to take the blame for having
put Patience in such a bad humor.

P. W.: Dost thou know what war is? Hell.

MRS. C.: That isthefirst thing she has ever said that was out of keeping with her
time. That expression originated during our own Civil War.

P. W.: Dost thou flatter thyself that today's thoughts and deeds were born today,
by [of] such afledgling as thou?

MRS. H.: Whew! She must have been wonderful at repartee when she was young.

P. W.: Young? Am | not young?

MRS. H.: Then just what is your age, Patience?

P. W.: Sevenisodd. 'Tisso my age. 'Tisodd; | forget it.

MRS. P.: She will not betray her age. It is when we begin to get old that we are
touchy about it.

P. W.: Let the cat have her ninelives.

MRS. H.: Tell us something of conditions when you were here on earth, Patience.
Y ou told us once that men were a farthing-worth to you.

P. W.: A man loveth hiswife, but ah, the buckles on his knee-breeks!

The sitters clamored for more.
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P. W.: Over-feeding will kill the Y uletide goose.

Sept. 19, 1913. At the time of this sitting, Miss R. was the house guest of Mrs. C.
During the day there had been considerable talk of

Miss R.'s approaching marriage, and, in the evening, Miss R. was invited to take
part in the sitting. It seemed that Patience was well aware of all this, as her first
remark indicates.

P. W.: Would | had pine shillings to her weight to dower Tier. The wench is
buxom, I vum.

Miss R.: Why does she call me a buxom wench? Does she mean I'm too quick with
my tongue?

P. W.: A fiery ton tie belongs to one worth burning. The cat is drowsing. [Here
Patience Worth was asked if this was a reflection on the wits of the persons present.]

P. W.: Aye. [Here Patience dictated a short poem and sitters questioned
erroneoudly, her use of the word "thou"—Ed.]

P. W.: Enough that ye quibble o'er the builder's beam.

MRS. C.: She thinks we are not deserving of any more because of the fault we
found with the structure of the last sentence.

P. W.: A half-baked loaf is porridge soaked to fit for eating. Perchance thou
wouldst crave the question "thee or thou?' soaked for thee.

MRS. P.: Her tongueis sharp. | should like to have her show her amiable side.

P. W.: A lollypop is but a breeder of pain.

This line was misinterpreted, too, Mrs. P. thinking it a reflection on her appetite.

P. W.: An old goose gobbles the grain like a gosling.

MRS. P.: | can't say that that is an improvement over the last. The idea of her
calling me an old goose!

P. W.: Youth taketh a homestead at early and late life.

MRS. P.: Whew! sheisrather hard on me, but | am getting used to it.

P. W.: So ye take the squills without the quill?

MRS. P.: I'll take all the bitter doses you give me, Patience, if you will reward me
afterward with something that | may love.

P. W.: Love hath shining eyes. Dost flatter thyself to be His chosen?

MRS. C.: | believe | should prefer to have her call me an old goose.

MRS. P.: | don't believe that she really means to be uncomplimentary.

P. W.: A timber falling would be to thee a splinter.

MRS. C.: She surely ought to say something kindly after that.

P. W.: Too much sweet may spoil the shortbread.

MRS. H.: Can't you give us some message, Patience, for Miss R.? Perhaps you
were a bride yourself.

P. W.: Yegods! let bygones be bygones.
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MRS. H.: Isit possible that you were a maiden lady?

P. W.: A maid may surely see the folly of over-married hussies.

MRS. H.: Now | am sure she was a spinster or she would not be so touchy on the
subject.

P. W.: In ye days of better times, amaid dare not to ask a man.

[After some more witty sallies, one of which was not understood, P. W. dryly
remarked] Again the cat sleepeth.

MRS. H.: Why have you chosen Mrs. P. and me to vent all your spleen on? Mrs.
C. should have her share.

P. W.: Weak yarn is not worth the knitting.

The play of repartee at the next sitting, on Sept. 25th, of which Dr. S. was the
victim, isto be found on pages 16-18 of Mr. Y ost's book, Patience Worth: A Psychic
Mystery.

Oct. 11, 1913. Referring to Mr. H., who had kept himself somewhat al oof,
Patience Worth said:

Oh, he will not mistake and stroke the cat.

A wife shall brush her man's blacks and polish his buckles, but a maid may not
dare €en to blow the trifling dust from his knickerbockers.

MRS. H.: You don't think | am jealous of the compliments given my husband, do
you, Patience?

P. W.: Doth the cow not enjoy rechewing the cud?

At this Mrs. H. kissed her husband somewhat playfully and asked

Patience what she thought of it.

P. W.: The smack of a peasant.

Mr. C. asked Patience if she was having any fun out of all this.

P. W.: Watch the cat |ap the cream. The licking of her paw is quite as good.

Doubts were expressed here as to whom the words were directed and what they
meant.

P. W.: Words should be shouted at thee or wouldst thou even then harken? Plant
the rose and dig for turnips. Should | then present thee with a pumpkin, wouldst thou
desire to count the seeds?

MR. H.: Do you think | am stupid, Patience?

P. W.: It taketh a wise man to make agood fool....

Following a query whether the meaning of aremark had been understood correctly
by the company, Patience Worth retorted:

Would that | had aletter-book with rhymes for thee!
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If | interpret correctly, Patience Worth is anxious to compose, and the garrulity of
the company, and its questions prompted by curiosity are defeating her purpose.
Hence her good-natured Jibes by which she is gradually educating them to pay
attention to what she regards as of higher importance. Thus, in this sitting, she gives
laconic answers to several questions about her life on earth, and then snaps out: "My
age, my life and death are naught to you."

Oct. 17, 1913, at the home of Mr. F. A.

...The host volunteered to explain to the ladies the trick of the ouija board.

P. W.: The cock who croweth loudest to call the hens seldom hath areal fat worm,
but expecteth aloud cackle.

MR. A.: | believe you girls are manipulating the board. Let me put a silent
guestion to her.

P. W.: The gamecock is over spoiling for fight. | ween he believeth the gander to be
asquab.

Oh, feed him upon pine dust.

He who receiveth grain thanklessly deserveth but the dust from the saw....

MR. A.: | till feel that she will have to answer a silent question for me before |
will believe.

P. W.: Ah climb not the stars to find a pebble. Why strip the rose? The scent is
thine without the waste.... O, hell itself is but a home for doubters.

Oct. 24, 1913. After some utterances which deserve room that cannot be spared,
Patience Worth apparently started a poem, which the company interrupted by
discussing the meaning of aword.

P. W.: O, piff! The story's stale. Thou wilt, like the goat, devour thy very bed.
Rust not the steel by shedding tears upon the blade.

MRS. P.: Well, give me my message, Patience, if you have anything nice to say.
Y ou sent for me to comeiin.

P. W.: So wouldst thou, upon humble knee and with the beggar's whine, ask alms
of Him, when He has made thee man? Then crave it as thy right and thank as man to
man.

MRS. H.: What do you mean, Patience?

P. W.: The quill will tell thee.

MRS. C.: | don't believeitis Patience who is with us tonight. Twice she has said
"has,” and Patience always says "hath."

P. W.: My teais brewed.

MRS. H.: Do you mean that supper iswaiting and you are going to leave us?
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P. W.: Nay, the "hath" doth contain the "t."

MRS. P.: Y ou ought to give me a message, Patience.

P. W.: Let be who stealeth apples suffer.

MRS. H.: It ought to be "Let him who stealeth.”

Again Patience Worth was stopped, this time by discussion of the use of "has’
instead of the customary "hath."

P. W.: A mug of beaslings.* Thou hast stripped the cow.

MRS. H.: Do you mean we have taken all you had to give and you won't come
back?

P. W.: Nay, but a heifer needeth good care.

MRS. P.: She doesn't like our discussions. Well, | would be satisfied with the
message she has for me.

MRS. H.: Patience, have you a message for Mrs. P.?

P. W.: Drat the witch.

MRS. H.: She doesn't mean that for Mrs. P. She calls Mrs. C. the witch. She may
even have meant me.

P. W.: A triple wash.

Mayhap thou canst find the rainbow's end by a damning of the fairie's reed.

MRS. H.: What does she want us to do?

P. W.: Wash thy hands.

MRS. H.: Patience, do you mean that conditions are wrong tonight, and that is
why the communications are so broken and unsatisfactory?

P. W.: Oh, my poor heart would beat most faintly 'neath my kirtle, did | feed
upon thy faith. Rest.

MR. C.: We have hurt her. She wants to stop tonight.

P. W.: Cleanse thy heart and start anew. Carding cotton doth not weave the cloth.

The next sitting, or at least the next recorded one, was on Dec. 6th, 1913, and
Patience Worth managed to get through considerable verse, unmolested, including that
printed in P. W. P. M., page 23. Sheis beginning to get her auditors disciplined.

On Dec. 13th, Mrs. P. expressed the conviction that wishing hard enough will
bring what one wants. Patience Worth impolitely retorted:

So wishing, then, will change thee from a dolt.

Oh, cast a faggot to the fire. A cold hearth shall drive from thee Fortune's shade
away.

Hunger, then, oh ye who empty life's cupboards to the dogs and remember not the
doves who coo for but a crumb.

MR. C.: We must go now, Patience. Have you a parting message?

* Dialect word meaning the last milk of the cow.
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P. W.: A thankless clown would send the departing crowd at |east a vacant smile.

Dec. 20, 1913. [After discussion.]

P. W.: Yerattle like rush brushes.

Mrs. P. asked for a sentiment to accompany a pipe she proposed to give to Mr.
H. This seems to be the first instance of asking Patience Worth to compose
something on a given subject, and apparently the significance of the result did not
strike the company.

P. W.: Draw ye thrice and blow a silver cloud; once a deep draught, of spicy
wisdom, another for a foolish whimsey, and then a third for friendship's sake. For
wisdom or for folly—what cares afriend?

Jan. 11, 1914.

MRS. P.: Theworld is crying for proofs of immortality.

P. W.: To prove a fact, needst thou a book of words, when €en the sparrow's
chirp telleth thee more.

A tale unfolded by the Bishop's drudge may hold the meat for thousands, while
dust and web are strong on his Eminence. The road to higher plains leadeth not along
the steeple.

Drop ye a coin and expect the godsto smile. Chant ye a creed and wordy prayer,
reeking with juice squeezed from thy smug fat store of self-love, expecting favor from
the God who but enjoys the show....

The poem, "Long lines of leaden cloud” (L. B. page 23), was given on Jan. 22nd,
1914, following which Patience Worth was teased to tell whence al the beautiful
things came. It was the old nuisance of stopping and making what to her were trivial
inquiries.

P. W.: To scratch would tear the flower. Doth need a tansy tea? MRS. H.: Why
should we need atansy tea? What isit for?

P. W.: A sorry belly. Not the kettle but the fire doth cook the stew. Plaster never
flew to spots where leeches clung.

MRS. C.: We don't get your idea, Patience.

P. W.: To pull the Yarn already knit!...

MR. C.: Sheisprovoked again. Let's stop for tonight. Ask her if she will take "a
cold one" with us.

P. W.: Ah, cold but cracketh heated metal....

The lines beginning "Think ye the tiny drop,” (p. 127) came on Jan. 25th. Again
she was halted while their meaning was discussed, and again she flashed fire.

P. W.: Ravel the yarn of perfect knitting and find thee hast but aball....
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MRS. P.: Don't be cross, Patience, but tell me what | can do to be happy.

P. W.: Search for lentilsin the ashes.

Jan. 31, 1914.... Mrs. P. remarked [after a number of verses] that she had such a
vivid dream of her [dead] husband.

P. W.: Dream ye or travel ye, knowest thou that fair land to which the traveler is
loath to go, but loath, so loath to leave?

Ah, the mystery of the snail's shell is deeper far than this.

Fleet as down blown from its moorings, seeking the linnet who dropped her seed,
so drift ye, ever seeking, when at the root still rests the seed pod. Think ye the earth
so reeked in planet lore that only upon beaten path ye travel ?

This question was asked: "Is it possible for the human mind to comprehend the
life beyond?"

P. W.: And ever cloak ye the naked truth. Needest thou see what God Himself
seal eth thine eyes to make thee know?

It was here suggested that it is death that seals the mortal eyes.

P. W.: Zounds! 'twas hard coming. The Sabboth [sic] house smell is on ye yet.

Twirlie, twirlie goes the mill, still grinding stale grain.

MRS. H.: We are no nearer the solution of the riddle than they werein her day.

P. W.: Ask the cat, she dieth full oft.

[There was discussion as to how the world would regard the Patience Worth
utterances.]

P. W.: A pot of wisdom should boil to nothing ere a doubter deemeth it broth
worth tasting....

Wishes to know more about the origin of the work were expressed, and Patience
Worth tantalizingly replied:

Wish ye on the cat's left whisker at mideve to find the rainbow's end, only to fall
into the briars and tear thy Sabboth frock.

MR. C.: That's great; she certainly isatrump....

On Feb. 7th, 1914, alittle verse was received, and on the 15th came "Ah, Peaceful
Vale," to be found on page 181.

In apoem of Feb. 28th occurred the sentence: "Weep thou arosary of tears," and
Mrs. C. remarked that the expression was old.

P. W.: So then, the rose may fear to bloom lest the ghosts of sisters prove their
right to be foremost in the garden.

MRS. H.: | don't believe Patience said that about the rosary. She was not a
Catholic.

P. W.: To catch aflea, needs be a dog?
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On March 1st came the lovely "When | Would Sing" (p. 89), and mainly badinage
the next day.

Some sententious lines came on March 4th which it isa pity to miss, but Mrs. C.
said: "l hoped we'd get some good poetry tonight." Patience Worth retorted,
sardonically: " So ye thought to find the chipmunk's hole, and found a skunk!"

P. W.: E'en a snow-chirp giveth thanks for crumbs.

MRS. C.: Snow-chirp? How charming!

MRS. H.: Was that the term used in your day, or did you invent it?

P. W.: The parson hath no lid on learning.

MRS. H.: | think the personal things are of very great importance to us.

P. W.: My pettie-skirt hath a scallop. Mayhap that will help thy history

MRS. C.: The little villain! she's caught on to the fact that we're planning to put
her in a book.

P. W.: Yea, and tell thou of my buckled boots—and add a cap-string. MRS. P.:
Shell give you all the details. | hope you're satisfied.

P. W.: Hast thou the measure of my tung, or wilt thou measure more? MRS. P.:
We know all about your tongue.

P. W.: The witch [Mrs. Curran] hath nine.

MRS. H.: What has that to do with yours? Y ou weren't awitch, Patience.

P. W.: Nay, | speak of her.

MRS. C.: I'm disappointed in what we got.

P. W.: Yegods! Dost look for butter in skimmed milk? To drink an ocean and yet
die of thirst!

Waste ye the buds by plucking when the flower hangs low and full-blown?

March 8, 1914.

MRS. C.: We don't understand.

P. W.: Treacle runneth slowly.

Mar. 15, 1914. First came verse, interrupted by remarks of Mrs. C.... Mrs. C.
expressed some resentment at the evident questioning [by P. W.] of her faith, and
remarked that some credit was due for having been the means of producing the
writing.

P. W.: So doth the piggie who scratcheth upon an oak deem his fleas the falling
acorn's cause. The soap-kettle needeth not a shape. | cut my soap to fancy....
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Again Patience Worth gave vent to her dissatisfaction with the chatter which kept
her from making poetry.

P. W.: Pulling yarn is not to my fancy.

MRS. P.: She said that once before. What does she mean?

MRS. H.: Unravelling what she has knitted, | suppose.

P. W.: Nay, the fleece is pulled to yarn. | fain would weave.... So thou deemest
wisdom to drop for thee like hose from him who looseth his points.

MRS. H.: Did you say that last word was "points’? What does that mean?

P. W.: Lacing.

MR. H.: | don't see the meaning. Maybe we didn't get it correctly. I'm sure there's
no senseto it aswe got it. [But there was. Ed.]

P. W.: N€er leap afore ye search. Want ye a wall well-built, then cease pulling
stones away. [They then looked up "points.” No poetry was produced after this
talk.]

Thus far something has been given from every sitting. But from now on sittings
are passed over, together with much interesting conversational material, without
notice. The percentage of literary material gradually increased.

Mar. 24, 1914.

MRS. H.: When Patience is known to the public she'll revive Puritan styles.

P. W.: "Twere avirtue, egad!

MRS. H.: Clothes were very different in your day—far more sensible?

P. W.: Many's the wench who pulled her points to pop. But al! the locks were
combed to satin. He who bent above could see himself reflected.

MRS. H.: How were the young girls like in your day, Patience?

P. W.: A silly lot—like they of thine.

MRS. C.: How do our styles strike you?

P. W.: Not as quillsto adorn the redman doth the gobbler sacrifice his tail, but for
the chaste bonnet of thy women.

June 13, 1914. [After supper.]

P. W.: A goodly feast ye bellied.

MRS. H.: They were coarse in her day.

P. W.: Y ea, coarse cloth weareth well. Y e would sack the pumpkin in silk. A lady
o' the knight may broider a banner with her tresses, but a wench o' the land may but
card and weave. Y ethirst for the broidered cloth. Lackaday! 'tis ever so. Swine among
amelon patch!
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Aug. 28, 1914. [Meaning of a beautiful verse discussed.]

P. W.: Tish, tish, thou drivellest.

AIR. H.: Let's get the rest of it.

P. W.: Hath thee measured the tabby's tall'

MRS. C.: Patience, | don't think you ought to treat us thisway.

P. W.: Ought is naught. Thine own barley corn may weevil, but theelt crib thy
neighbors and sack his shelling.

LATER TABLE TALK

It will be understood that P. W.'s conversation was usually interspersed between
the dictation of poems, parts of the long stories, etc. The examples of years later than
1914 which follow are not necessarily better than a great many other passages, but
have been selected to show the range, versatility and readiness of her talk, and that
characteristics shown during the first year are still visible. Still there are metaphors
and similes drawn from the farm and barnyard, still there is rollicking humor of the
flavor of the seventeenth century, still there is flashing repartee, wisdom and lofty
spirituality.

1915

MR. REEDY : Patience, you tak like Hypatia.

P. W.: Aye, and thou talkest like unto Lucifer!

MR. R.: | was under the impression that Lucifer was a figure of speech. P. W.:
Alawk, | be atoo the thing, doth thee and Earth put the tho't to it! [So am | if you and
some others are right.]

1916

Dr. P. took histurn at the board, remarking that he wondered what Patience would
have to say about the opinion of certain Jesuits who claimed she was a wandering
soul.

P. W.: Lor', the outlands shall shew them peaked o' cowls!

Say ye unto the dealer o' His bread, be knoweth that his cup holdeth not the filling
o' man. Nay, nay, His wine be pressed o' al, yea, €en the blighted grape! And nay
man's word measureth His land nor shutteth His gate unto His own!

Say ye more: E'en an holy one may drink wisdom out an ass's track.
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1917

P. W.: She[Mrs. Curran] ahere be like unto a young wench who setteth her at the
mixin' o' loaf and stoppeth for to pat the tabby.

[This referred to Mrs. Curran's reluctance to stop Sorry Tale for the poem
Patience was about to give.]

MR. McK.: She never says anything nice to me.

P. W.: A-a-a-h! and thy damie aside thee! Thee shouldst for to know that a
spinster may not brush aman's breeks! Lor', | ha'e seen the duckin' for less!

MRS. R.: Patience, your words are very preciousto me.

P. W.: Nay, nay, nay, the stuff be stolen. 'TisHis.

P. W.: | woe me o'er the follied top (Mrs. Curran) but when | think me o' the heart
within her, weel, | thank that the gander wert made in broth and ne'er the goose!

We had al had so many barnyard names applied to us that we were afraid to
speak for starting Patience in our direction with a verbal onslaught, but she said:

"'Tis true adeed, twere ne€'er a fowl yard athout an ass." All eyes were turned
toward Mr. C. who had been called this before. "Set up a brayin',” she went on, "and
the goose set her cry amid it, and yet there wert a wee sma cock that crew most
lustily, and yet an puffed hen who looked 'pon the fools and sunk her head amid her
puffed feathers and blinked saying: 'Fools be fools.™

So they al got it in turn, Mr. C., Mrs. C., Mr. Yost and Mrs. Pollard who
nevertheless called lustily here for some of the story.

"Lor'," said Patience, "I knew o' a dame, a youngish dame, who pilfered frae the
parson to buy cloth out the peddleman's pack."

Mrs. P. subsided and Patience said "on," as she usually does when she means on
upon the story. "On," she repeated, "'pon what | choosel" Then while we were
discussing her perversity she began a solemn and mystical poem.

Mrs. Curran urged Mr. Y. to write a poem with this sentiment for its base. "Why
should | write poetry when we have the best in the world without price? ", said he.

"Lookee," laughed Patience, "when the ben layeth, he croweth!"

Here a playful controversy began with the men on one side, the women on the
other.

P. W.: When the wench o' the lord flew into arage, and dames said "hussy," the
lord said "delightful ."

Mrs. Curran teased P. W. to go on with the story and finally gaculated: "I'd whip
her if 1 had her."

P. W.: Umph! Thelashin' o' thy great grand-dame's great granddame!
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One of the company asked if she wouldn't give them some conversation.

P. W.: Fool's gabbin' buyeth not grain. 'Tis the task o' thy handmaid that she set
up balms for earth, nay, agabbin'.

Mr. Y ost leaned over the board and sent it fast in acircle.

P. W.: Awk, but thy grindin' lacketh bowels!

MR. Y.: | only wanted to pat you on the back.

P. W.: Lor', theed deem | had an itch!

MR. YOST: You never can tell what she will do.

P. W.: "You never can tell," sayeth the fool, as he plucketh from 'neath the goose,
ahen'segg.

MR. YOST: Patience, what do you want me to give you for Christmas?

P. W.: Lor', | be atremour! Wait ye a whit, I'll set thee a task. Ah, lawk a me!
Should it be a new buckle or a kirtle? Alawk! Alawk! | tell 'ee, sirrah, it shall be a
word frae out thy heart. | see the script wi' €esaye and drink me in the potion like a
simperin’ wench.

MR. Y.: Will you meet the postman at the door?

P. W.: | be at the tendin’ o' hearts, not a gabster on the doorstep.

MR. Y.: | know what I'd like to give you.

P. W.: Lor', this be like unto the swain who would but canna, and canna but
would!

MR. Y.: I'd like to put my arms around you and kiss you!

P. W.: | said it were so!

MR. Y.: I'm going to do it sometime if | have to chase you all over heaven.

P. W.: Tarry, brother mine, tarry! | tell 'ee | shall for to down o' my bonnet's
curtain! 1 wot a spinster be plegged €en though she be thrice thy grandsire's
grandsire's age!

MR. Y.: Thisisonly brotherly love, Patience.

P. W.: Lor', | hde heard that too!

1918

P. W.: | ha'e consorted with folly and known wise men but alawk, the leanin’ that
be mine be toward folly!

[Some one here remarked upon the jollity of the conversation of Patience, and
Mrs. Curran quoted her remark that heaven without a merry would be a hell ]

P. W.: Think ye 'pon it; how them that draw them pious, yea, sober faces and
pray them in fullsome humility; think ye 'pon it, should the great God in His
gentleness smilel...

[Dr. C. remarked that we were getting areal conversation.]

P. W.: He hath listed unto the prate o' dames and listed unto the prate o' me and
sayeth him, "Lor', the thing may speak!"
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The question rose whether "intruder” or "incomer” had been spelled out. Finally
we asked her and she said, "Why should | flail?*, and went on with the story.

After Mr. Curran had chattered, Patience said:

"I knew o' a bull calf who deemed his wailin' fetched the milch wench. Aye and
egad, it did!' Aye, still thy dame knoweth asumpthin’, the ass deemed he bawled in
admiration o' his beauty."

Some one mentioned the fact that no matter what Patience wrote it al had the
taste of her individuality.

The smack o' the brewster," interjected Patience.

Lor', many the man who hath drunk him drunk 'pon a brew drawn by a buxom
wench and dreampt him dreams filled o' buxom wenches! Aye, and he who would
drink should choose his maid."

Dr. G., who was at the board, remarked: "Pretty good poem | and Patience have
written."

"'Lawk,’ said the lord as he supped, fillin' up, ‘what a belly is mine!" When | swear
‘twer the brewster made his belly fair."

Following this Mrs. Curran seemed to be more interested in scratching her head
with her left hand than she was in whirling the board with her right. Mr. Curran made
some remark on concentration and Patience said:

"A louse and a beggar, egad, each would lone athout the tother."

Dr. W. was uncommonly quiet.

P. W.: | war not with wits like him who warreth with broadaxe. Nay, man may not
meet wits with silence and not feel dull.

Dr. W. protested that this remark was made by Mrs. C. herself.

P. W.: | neednay jaw within which to hang my tongue. Y e may not stop a flood
by willin' o' it. Nay, it taketh timber, aye and the timber which stoppeth this flood is
wits.

About this time Patience was having her ownway as usual and went on with this
dry remark:

P. W.: | may pluck the stars and roll them about, set the sun spinning, yea, or
make the moon to drag the tides like a culprit, aye, or | may set me up monstrous
words making free with wisdom like afool maketh free with an apple, aye, or I might
for to stride in seven strides the earth's girdle, but I'd rather for to make a fool
laugh!...Laughter isthe flint that kindleth mirth, and no man is worth a whit without
the spark.
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Dr. W. complained that Patience was rough and Patience said to him:

"Lor', sirrah, wouldst thou that thy sage dame pluck but lollypops? E'en thou art
dull at times."

Some one remarked that Patience had been rather hard on Dr. W. and Dr. W. said:
"Patience must be patient with me, or | cannot be patient with her." Patience
answered:

"l gild nae arod."

Dr. W. dtill contending that this must be a product of Mrs. Curran's own
individuality, several mentioned things in the work which in their estimation could
not possibly be the product of a human mind and Patience said:

"Let man be at thistrick! | shall set hiswits at such a spin that he shall feel that he
hath mounted the West wind and wert chasing the Last."

Then turning to the Doctor she gave him this admonition: "Man, stand before God
at the end of thy wisdom and bow."

P. W.: Meet not the tides, rather lieidly and wait them.... Haste is a cheap tinder,
and produceth not the flame....

| anwholly thine; athin thy hand have | delivered me like a whit o' dust. Lovest
thou me, hold thy hand close upon me. | may not raise my voice against thee, for in
so doing | become less, inasmuch as | have declared doubt o' thee, that that thou doest
becometh me. Shouldst thou betray me then have | betrayed Earth; the words thou
utterest from thy lips become mine. | would not cry out for hearkeners. Rather would
| sing lone, like the pipe of Panda 'pon the hill.

Here be my hands. Lead me forth, but should the path depart from the low spots
leading thee forth upon highways, apart from the path o' words | ha'e gi‘ed unto thee,
thou shalt find thyself alone....

Love hath nae purse; he is naked, and who followeth him is a beggar.

These and similar expressions showed that P. W. was gently chiding somebody.
Only gradually it dawned upon those present that she did not want them to be
concerned whether publishers accepted her literature or not, nor to have the least taint
of wishing to make money by it. Mr. Curran at length remarked:

"I guess she wants us to stay poor."

P. W.: | need nay prate, laddie. Let thy heart bathe athin this fount. 'Tis free gi'ed
unto al who love me. Y e shalt not hope 'pon love for love is not created o' matter and
may not be barted for the clatter o' metal. Save that ye deal without a thorn's pressin’
aneath thy flesh, deal not. | say meloveisfree; free given, free
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born, free flung. Look not for one shadow of returnin’. Take love from thy purse and
put it athin thy heart, 'tis safer keepin'!*

1919

P. W.: Man, he be a jester, wi' a crown o' bells. When he deemeth he be wise, he
carrieth such an pack o' words that his back breaketh. Aye, and when he deemeth he
be afool, did he but know it, he oft walketh with a staff which iswisdom!

We spoke of the joy of certainty of the hereafter and Patience said:

"There be little difference between 'is and if'—yet eternity hangs between them."

DR. P.: Arethese stories real happenings?

P. W.: Within the land of Here he packed the days adead of earth, and thy day
hath its sister day ahere, and thy neighbor's day and thy neighbor's neighbor's day.
And | tell thee, didst thou afashion tale, thou could'st ne'er afashion lig; for al thou
hast athin this day, that thy put might show from see of thee, hath been, at not thy
time, yea, but it hath been."

DR. L.: "How does it happen that in the poetry you write there are echoes of
poets who wrote since you lived?”

P. W.: "There be aneath the every stone a hidden voice. | but loose the stone, and
lo, the voice!™

Dr. L.: "Do you feel the things you write now as if they were your own
experience?’

P. W.: "Yea, and thine, and thy neighbors.”

P. W.: "What fay listeth unto the bray o' an ass, or what ass would harken unto a
fairy's lay? Yet who knoweth, mayhap within an ass's ear a fay doth sit, and what
betides causeth him to wag his ear in listing?’

MR. V.: "Patience, where am | going when | die?

P. W.: Lor', where thy feet track!

[Further questioning of this sort brought:]

| may roll about the sun as a pebble and draw down the sky for thee to play upon
or send thee a song awise 'un might envy, but I'm danged, and it be not primmed, if |
be the keeper of thee!

Mrs. Curran had been all afternoon rudely reminding Mr. Curran, and indirectly
Mrs. Smith, of their slight leaning toward embonpoint.

* From my study of the history of the case | should say that it has been as free
from mercenary taint asisthe work of artists, writers and clergymen generally. And
P. W. desired that it should be exceptionally so.—Ed.
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Patience remarked: "In the time 0" me they measured a man's mirth by the folds
upon his belly."

Thinking that Patience was helping her in the fun, Mrs. Curran gave the villain's
laugh in the play and Patience turned on her thus:

"Aye, and they measured a wench's tongue by the length of her neck.”

After the laugh she went on:

"When | choose a companion | would have him plump as afriar. Yea, for his spirit
must be soothed within such a casket!"

Patience began a poem about a bird and Mr. Curran humorously remarked that his
wife was a bird.

MRS. P.: "Don't make ajoke of it."

P. W.: "It mattereth not; a troubadour sang while the fool shook his bells."

P. W.: "Youth laughs at the grave clothes of the noble;; and age is twitted for the
rusting of its wits! Many a youth hath choked 'pon the dust on the cup of age and
then declared wisdom dry; for age mourns departures and tinctures its portion with
dole. Y outh seeketh a new cup with a brighter rim. Ah, 'tis mournful that age should
so dispenseits wares! For Youth is trustful, and should age present its cup with an
inviting inclination, Y outh would drink."

Mrs. Smith had come to the board with the remark: "She has been so generous to
me." And Patience said:

"I hale but torn arent in the vell and Heaven poureth through!”

"Did Shakespeare write the works credited to him?', asked Mr. Yost. "l saved the
thistledown wert the skin-shod, buskined one's." "Now about Atlantis?’, asked Mrs.
Smith. "Fetch ye adominie," said Patience.

1920

Here Miss E. mentioned that her life had been rather hard.

P. W.:'Tis but a posey bethorned thou hast plucked. Do then to play a bit in sun
and strip it o' itsthorn.

P. W.: Pin a man's faith up in a petticoat of argument and ye won't know the
wench.

P. W.: Many's the ass who brays and wags long ears who hath an stuff which is
the pith of his being, gentle as a dove and sweet-songed.

There be more evident in the flesh that be ill than there be in spirit.



54 THE CASE OF PATIENCE WORTH
1921

P.W.: That | play parson and bake ye a bannock o' words, aye, and set o'er thee
till thou hast consumed it? Aye, and | ween some 'ld fret and some 'ld sorry sore,
woein' in their innards.

There is no thing which gives thee sorrow like the understanding of earth's hunger.
| mean nay for bread. Ah, my beloved, 'tis & about ye. | hae seen eyes that wert
starvin', aye, they ha'e looked 'pon a bone o' hope and strived for to fatten souls. |
ha'e seen hearts famished, anguished in the gnaw of hunger. | hale seen flesh hungered,
too, but this be naught to the hunger o' the eyes and hearts. See ye unto it then, that
the bread thou dispenseth be rich in the give of thy substance, thy very substance,
the fat o' thy soul. A crust o' this, a crumb o' this wi' feed a multitude. Aye, while a
loaf buyed o' pence brings not comfortful fillin' nor substance.

| may speak o' tongues and faggots, a bit o' soot, a pound o' flesh, a measurin' o'
grain's meal—aye, | may, but look ye! Ah me, sic a sky, sic a morn, sic stars.... and
dream's time!

"We shall have to learn to hold our tongue,” said Dr. W.

P. W.: That lesson be longer than life, and | be the proof of it.

A wench's tongue be like milch; it be sweet until it thunders!

| ken beggarded words that be wrapped o' silk, and silken words that beggars
would...nae clothein!

| kenned a man who wore his breeks lang adoon his knee, and his gude wife spake
her: "Jon, yeer breeks be sagged.”

And he sayed him, sternlike: "l pay nay mind o' saggin' breeks. What wench may
set the fashionin'?"

Mrs. Curran said she wished Patience would write something dainty, that she was
not in amood for heavy stuff.

P. W.: | shall distill adewdrop through a buttercup for thee.

P. W.: There wert not nuff pegsin abootheel for to pin nuff stuff for to cover the
huzzy! [Referring to Mrs. Curran and her visit to New Y ork.—Ed.]

A wench with seven tongues ne'er spilled more!...

Hewho isvain of fleshisvain of spirit. He who decketh his flesh in gaudy raiment
decketh his spirit in gaudy words.

MR. CURRAN: | suppose that she refersto the swallowtail | wore.

P. W.: Every donkey wondereth whether yon lady upon the roadway hath seen
how shineth his rump!
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We told how she had informed on Mrs. Curran in New Y ork by telling of her new
hair switch.

P. W.: "Such a trumpery! There be nay swine that would borrow his brother's
bristles!"

1923

P. W.: He who can contemplate his life with an eve to the whole, setting little
valueupon instant or incident, hath a happy trick. His wisdom is proper tuned. He
may read the script of heaven complacently and catch a gnat while his brother,
forgetting to read the script, isintent upon the catching.

1921

QUERY:: In the child's prayer You wrote you use the phrase "learn Thy wisdom
while | sleep," implying that wisdom is taken during sleep. Will you tell us about it?

P. W.: Sleep is the field within which seeds spurt, beneath the share of waking.
Thefield in anguish receiveth the grain, and sleep bequickensiit.

Many's the wise man who writ his dream and believed his wit wert waked.

QUERY:: You have spoken of other worlds than ours. Will you tell us whether
you have visited them or not and if so whether they are governed by the same laws
and standards as ours?

P. W.: Space be the shadow of material. With material removed there be nay
shadow. Y et space be like to fancy and phantoms. It containeth all and isall.

Removed from dimension one becomes as a wave of sound—a circlet perfected—
neither coming—going—or gone—but arrived at all Time.

OPINIONS AND REVIEWS
OPINION OF PROFESSOR ALLISON

W. T. Allison is a prominent Canadian writer and professor of English literature in
the University of Manitoba. The following is quoted and abstracted from his articles
in the Winnipeg Globe, of September 21 and 29, 1918. He visited the Currans in St.
Louis and personally studied "what must be regarded as the outstanding phenomenon
of our age, and | cannot help thinking of all time." He has never been convinced by
spirit messages though he has not denied. After having read al the Patience Worth
literature to date, "l have not
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found one objectionable sentence, one sentence which | could have wished might have
remained unwritten." After much praise of the thought of The Sorry Tale he declares:

No book outside the Book of books gives such an intimate picture of the earthly
life of Jesus, and no book has ever thrown such a clear light upon the manner of life of
Jaws and Romans in the Palestine of the day of our Lord....

| have been amazed at the rapidity of Mrs. Curran's utterances.... And yet while
the method of communication was so fast that | couldn't begin to keep pace with the
spelling, when 'Mr. Curran read over each paragraph of the novel being composed, it
made not only sense, but beautiful English, such portrayals as were perfect in metre
and rich in imagination.... In one evening fifteen poems were produced in one hour and
aquarter, an average of five minutes for each one. All were poured out with a speed
that Tennyson or Browning could never have hoped to equal, and some of the fifteen
lyrics are so good that either of those great poets might be proud to have written
them. One of the visitors on the night of which | speak happened to mention Shelley,
and without a moment's hesitation Patience composed these beautiful lines on a dead
skylark.... [See page 92.]

Whether she writes in modern English, as in the first two stories, or couches her
words in the speech of a bygone age, she shows the most wonderful command of
local color and of the customs and humors of the past, so that one is tempted to say
that she must have seen the events and characters that she describes. Hope Trueblood
isone of the most gripping stories of English peasant life, one of the most powerful
character novels | have ever read. How can we explain this literary phenomenon on
materialistic grounds?

Suppose awoman of your acquaintance, one who had lived in your town or city
for many years and had never written even a letter or news item for a local paper,
began to dictate to her husband first-class poetry in quaint idiom, novels up to the
George Eliot standard in modern style, to say nothing of witty or profound remarks
brought out in casua conversation with friends or visitors. What would you make of
such aperformance? No words or phrases in story or poem need to be changed. To
me, this is one of the most striking features of this mysterious business, for every
writer, even the most practiced hand, knows how often he has to change words or
phrases, perhaps whole sentences, before his manuscript is smooth enough for
publication.

Professor Allison discusses the secondary personality theory and says that "If
Mrs. Curran is not a perfectly normal woman, independent of possession by a
subconscious self, then | have never seen one." She is "a healthy, happy, every-day
woman." He quotes Professor Slaght as saying:
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If Mrs. Curran is producing this literature out of materials stored up in her
subconscious mind, she must in time past have gathered the raw material in a normal
way. You cannot make bricks out of straw.... Mrs. Curran never finished a high
school education.* She read few novels by Dickens, and the Mill on the Floss by
George Eliot, but was never much given to books."

Professor Allison goes on:

Professor Slaght is obliged to confess himself beaten, therefore, when he gropes in
Mrs. Curran's subconscious for such raw materials as must be necessary for the prose
and poetry of Patience Worth.

She has never studied Seventeenth Century literature. Y et she dictateswords to be
found only in Milton's time. Many such words have no meaning to her until hunted
out by Mr. Yost in dialect dictionaries and old books.

Again, how can she produce the local color of Palestine, England of the past,
France and Spain? Her stories show knowledge of customs, topographical details,”
and their "colors, sights and sounds."

[Many more statements by Professor Allison are sufficiently covered elsewhere.]

In the Free Press Bulletin of Winnipeg, October 6, 1918, be remarks further:

Evenif it be granted that the answers to the questions propounded by myself and
others present on the occasion were the product of Mrs. Curran's subconscious mind,
how wonderful must that submerged intellect be!

OPINION OF ROLAND GREENE USHER

Dr. Usher is a professor of history in Washington University, St. Louis, and the
author of anumber of books dealing with history. The following extracts are from an
article by him printed in Reedy's Mirror, July 16, 1917. They refer to The Sorry Tale.

| am convinced of Mrs. Curran's absolute innocence of any conscious attempt at
authorship or at deception.... Certain adjectives come to me descriptive of the
characters—cameo-like, vivid, dramatic. All are too weak to convey a sense of the
startling definiteness with which a man isinvested with presence and reality in aline
or even aphrase. Thereislocal color totaly unlike that of the encyclopedia-crammed
author of the usual novel of the Holy Land.

* She never began one—Ed.
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One thing impressed me particularly. | have been told by travelers that the most
characteristic thing about the Near East, as about the Orient, isthe smells. From these
oneis never parted in the "Sorry Tale" the reek of the camels, the acrid taste of the
sands, the stink of the kennel are unforgettable because they are a part of the story,
not mere lumber lugged in by the struggling author, trying vainly to make real a scene
which lacks all reality to him and padding a manuscript with enumeration of things he
has read about. Many scenes, indelibly clear cut, beautifully elaborated, whose
relation to the story is not always clear at first, might perhaps have been omitted had
Mrs. Curran or Mr. Casper Y ost pruned the book. Personally |1 am glad they printed
it in extenso. Much of the tremendous drive of the last quarter is due to the reader's
knowledge of the principal characters and the clarity with which he sees the mise en
scene....

The sheer beauty of the chapter on the Sermon on the Mount; the spirituality of
the passage descriptive of the Last Supper and the evening a Gethsemane; the
moving narrative of the last days, and the terrific climax of the Crucifixion, | shall not
soon forget.

Unquestionably this is the greatest story penned of the life and times of Christ
since the Gospels were finished. One leaves it with a sense of understanding much
previously dark and vague.

That is avery difficult thing to do, to make divinity seem divine.... Certainly | am
myself practical and finite enough, brought up in the Doubting Thomas attitude of the
modern school of historians; my own imagination is, | fear, none too sensitive and
agile and that may be the explanation of my feeling that somehow she has contrived
to make divinity plausible, convincing, adequate. Jesus as she depicts him seems
divine to me, seemsto act and speak as | feel He should....

Historically the book seems to me accurate enough. There, to be sure, are no dates
given; no historical characters of known personality and pedigree are more than
alluded to; no places about which we have detailed information (except Jerusalem) are
described; indeed, Patience Worth's method is to hint rather than to enumerate, to
alude in stately phrase rather than to employ the sort of specific statement which
historians could check. None were demanded by the tale itself and the tone of the
story would make them as much out of place as a joke in "Paradise Lost." Truth to
tell, historians do not know a great deal about those events, and upon that little they
are not well agreed.... | cannot claim more than a cousinly acquaintance derived from a
pretty thorough study of the controversia literature of the later Reformation which
mainly dealt with the history of first Christian origins. But this story seems to me
historically well enough. There is little plain ordinary history in it, but the
background is, for all | can see, accurate. | did not notice any anachronisms and | do
know that Mr. Y ost has verified a good many little points. The best of it is that the
accuracy (if we may use such aword to denote any
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thing so feeble as our real information must be in comparison to the truth) is not in
little things but in the "feel” of the story as awhole. These are not nineteenth century
Americans masguerading as Jews and Romans, falling off their camels and hobbling
round on their bare feet as if walking upon the ten million sword's points of one of
the Hindu hells. They seem to be, inside as well as outside, men and women of the
years when Christ was on earth. Here again the story is convincing to me, though |
must again add, to me in my ignorance. The only anachronism, if it be one.. might be
the term Jesus Christus applied to Him while he was yet alive. How definite our
information is upon the use of that term | cannot say, but my impression is that
students have regarded it as subsequent to the Crucifixion. [See pages 387-389.]

OPINION OF WILLIAM MARION REEDY

The late 'Mr. Reedy was aman of brilliant intellect, who became famous as editor
of "Reedy's Mirror." A biography of him has been in preparation, if it has not already
issued.

The poems have been printed in the Globe-Democrat in goodly number. They are
poetry—no question of that. They have not rhyme but they have rhythm, decidedly.
They are more likeblank verse than anything else, but they are not quite that. They
are something like the much-discussed "free verse" but they are not that either. In a
way they are of Biblical quality....

In the novel Telka, about 60,000 words, the longest word | found was
"reasoning.”...

There are hundreds of words of strictly Anglo-Saxon origin, indeed more Anglo
than Saxon. The speech is ssimpler than Chaucer, much simpler. It is as innocent of
the elaborate words found in Piers "Ploughman.” It isas near anything | know to the
very essence of folk speech. Philologists find in the language words from the dialect
of different counties in England, words now of an earlier, now of alater date, in the
dictionaries and glossaries. Thereis a sort of shorthand in the language too, a sort of
condensation, as if to save time, a turning of nouns into verbs and vice versa, and a
peculiar, persistent use of the prefix a. The word of is never used, aways "0'." The
language is very figurative, abounds in similes, many very beautiful metaphors....

The realism of the soil in Telka is something incalculably more veritistic than
anything one knowsin Zola....

| think I know literature. Some people who know it have said | do. | say that these
communications are literature, and literature of no mean order. They are wonderful,
aside from their origin, for content and for form. They are thoroughly consistent in
form, too. There runs through them all a sort of musical fugue, and a fugue of spiritual
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suggestion. They contain passages of bewitching beauty, of rare high spirits, of
pathos—and all in language of an indescribable simplicity and felicity, though
strange....

| am no Spiritist. | do not believethat the souls of the dead set free come back to
the soulsthat stay.... The cases set forth by the Society for Psychical Research mean
nothing to me. Crookes and Lodge and all the rest of the necromancers have talked
twaddle, as| thought, and still think....

When | read the Patience Worth poems in the Globe-Democrat | was inclined to
think that they were abit of clever literary fakery, even as| believed, and still believe,
that such isthe character of Elsa Barker's "Letters of aLiving Dead Man."...

| do not think this poetry so great as Mr. Casper Yost thinks it. It does not equal
Shakespeare or Spenser. It is not so great as Chaucer. But if there be any intelligences
communicating poems by ouija board or otherwise, it does not follow that they must
be Shakespeares, Spensers, Tennysons, or Sapphos or Mrs. Brownings. But it is
good poetry, better poetry than we find in our magazines as a rule—poetry with a
quality utterly its own.

Mr. Reedy states the limitations of Mrs. Curran's education and reading, which
are even greater than he knew, and then continues.

A well-known professor of English literature, an authority, indeed, upon the
growth and use of the language, has read all, has seen and heard delivered much of the
matter purporting to come from Patience Worth. He has studied it carefully in the
light of all his knowledge. He has looked up the language used, in al the glossaries.
Thereis no man, not even W. W. Skeat, whose opinion upon a point of early English
linguistics | would more unhestitatingly accept than this professor's. He finds the
language wonderful. He finds words used in senses to our tongue, and mind and time
most recondite. All the words are not of a given period, nor are they al from one
early English locality. They are from almost al the counties and shires and many of
them peculiar locutions to those subdivisions of England. They are always used in
their exact original sense. The language, asawhole, is of such a consistency of word-
texture as no mere student could usethrough hundreds and hundreds of thousands of
words without an occasional break into the speech of today. He says the speech of
Patience Worth has no modernisms* and that is a miracle, for not the

* Thisis probably precisely true of Telka, and nearly always true of the works not
professedly in modern language, but there are a few exceptions, such as "shack” and
"knickerbockers." Since Patience Worth has never laid any claim to purism, there was
nothing to forbid her employing a neologism if it struck her fancy, but it is
nevertheless extraordinary how seldom she has done so. She told me that she adopted
some terms she saw in Mrs. Curran's mind. And calling attention to a neologism had
no effect in causing her thereafter to shun it.—Ed.
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most practiced writer of the speech of any special period can keep out of his writing
the words in which he does his ordinary thinking. Patience Worth's language is no
special speech like that invented by Chatterton, the marvellous boy in those
inimitable forgeries, the Rowley poems. It isa speech that isliving, and living only in
such use asismade of it in, on and by Mrs. Curran's ouija board. Mrs. Curran herself
is no more mistress of this speech than | am of the forms of speech of, let us say, the
writings of Walter Scott....

She [Mrs. Curran] never tried to write anything of her own initiative in any early
English forms. She knows nothing of that literature....

A later article by Wm. Reedy in Reedy's Mirror says:

The remarkable thing about her "puttings" is the quality of the language in its
simplicity of word and phrase. It requires the very highest form of intelligence and
literary skill to put things simply in the ordinary speech of one's own day.... She
speaks with an antique, an archaic figurativeness and about' the subtlest concepts of
the human mind....

| suspected, somehow, a literary trick, a clever imposture.... | had written a
disdainfully negational paragraph about the validity, and verity of the Patience Worth
experiences. | had written so hastily that | had hurt Mrs. Curran, whom | did not
know. [He was invited to go and witness.] | went with more of doubt than of hope
and faith, with possibly alittle contempt for myself for wasting an afternoon.

Mr. Reedy discussed The Sorry Tale in the St. Louis Globe, April 1, 1917.

There are one hundred characters in it—real characters expressed in action, not
superficially described. It is full of incidents of passion, humor, tragedy, meanness
and moral splendor—aside from the personality of Christ that forms its focus.... The
plot is worked out with the precision of a Sardou, and its culmination is not
discovered until the very end.... The conversations of Christ are beautiful in form and
orthodox in spirit even where and when they depart farthest from the recorded words
of Matthew, Mark, Luke and John. The scene in the garden of Gethsemane is an
exquisite piece of writing, while the version of the trial and the crucifixion of Jesus is
of amarvellous meticulosity of strange detail. The very last scene on the last pageis a
piece of anguishing irony.... The book is full of writing that biblical scholars call
wisdom. It is beautiful and deep when one has mastered the difficulties of its form.

Mrs. Curran, the medium of Patience Worth's writings, does not recall ever having
heard any one speak or read such a language as she spells out for Patience Worth.
Many of the words and terms of
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phrases in those communications were spelled out and written down without any
accurate idea of their meaning. It was only after philological experts had brought their
knowledge to bear that the thought in the words became clear to Mrs. Curran or those
who wrote out the words she spelled off the ouija board. Now Mrs. Curran
understands better, just as | understand Chaucer better when | have read him for three
or four evenings than | did when | first began to read him....

Her language never varies. It is consistent ever.... You read and read and read, and
Patience Worth is ever Patience Worth in the texture of her speech, the tinge and tang
of thought. She has her "style," as clearly marked, as strongly individualized as the
style of Dr. Johnson or Carlyle or Browning.

Thereis nothing in the conversation of Mrs. Curran that has the peculiar sapidity
of Patience Worth though Mrs. Curran talks well. If Patience Worth is a subconscious
personality of Mrs. Curran, there are no outcroppings of Patience Worth in Mrs.
Curran's manner or language.

On another date Mr. Reedy saysin his Mirror:

For high-class diaectic resourcefulness in debate | have never seen or heard
anything like that of Patience Worth, ranging from poetry and piety to clever wit and
often scalding sarcasm. Her novels The Sorry Tale and Hope Trueblood are works of
genuine literary art—theformer the most wonderful piece of historical fiction | have
ever read.

OPINION OF EDGAR LEE MASTERS

It need hardly be said that Mr. Masters is an American poet and prose writer, of
high rank and established reputation. | find from a newspaper clipping whose title
was not preserved, that Edgar Lee Masters was interviewed when Mrs. Curran was
in New York. | am not prepared to give an opinion whether her stuff comes from
Patience Worth or not. Thereis no doubt, however, that she is producing remarkable
literature. How she doesit, | cannot say.

He was present at a Patience Worth dictation November 9th, 1916, when Mrs.
Curran wasin New Y ork. The record says:

Edgar Lee Masters had come in and as he came to the board Mrs. Curran asked
him to tell the company if anyone could write poetry in the way the Patience Worth
matter was coming.

Thereisonly one answer to that, said Mr. Masters, It simply can't be done.
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Mr. Masters writes that he is quite willing that this should be quoted, with the
understanding that he meant (which should be obvious) under the circumstances—
instant dictation, subjects given by others, etc.

OPINION OF LAWRENCE GILMAN

This gentleman is amusician, composer and painter, but best known as an author,
editor and critic of literature, dramaand music. He has written a number of books on
musical biography and criticism; was associate editor of Harper's Weekly for eight
years, and has been literary, musical and dramatic critic for the North American
Review for nine years, etc. He is now musical critic for the New York Herald
Tribune, and a contributor on musical and literary topics to leading magazines.

In the North American Review he speaks of the poems, alegories, conversations,
epigrams, apothegms, novels, short plays and a long mediaeval drama exhibiting
uncommon intellectual and literary quality.

Neither the "subconscious mind," that glib resort of the amateur psychologist, nor
"telepathy,” that amiable, sturdy and most serviceable pack horse of the near-
materialist, provides asatisfying explanation.... [Mr. Yost] makes no excessive claim
when be affirms that the outstanding characteristic of these communications is their
marked intellectual quality.... Its medium is an archaic speech whose prevailing
characteristics seem to be those of seventeenth century English, but containing
elements of ausage till older, and occasionally employing words and phrases that are
strange to the English of any period, and to any known English dialect. Most of the
words [in the dialectical style] are of Anglo-Saxon origin, with scarcely ever any of
Greek or Latin derivation. The references are almost without exception to conditions
that come into being not later than the seventeenth century.

A mind, whatsoever it may be, that has retained abundant vigor, distinction and
individual savor.

Beyond dispute, aremarkable mind and personality, whatever its habitation or its
day.

However, Mr. Gilman thinks that Mr. Yost goes too far in comparing Patience
Worth with Shelley.

OPINION OF HENRY HOLT

Like some others whose views | present, it is hardly necessary to explain who
this eminent man, who died last year at an advanced age, was.
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A graduate of Yale, hetook alaw course, with the degree LL.B., at Columbia, and
was made LL.D. by the University of Vermont. He became president of Henry Holt
& Co., one of the leading publishing houses in America, in 1873, and so remained
until his death. He was critical in hisliterary tastes and fastidious regarding the hooks
which he selected to publish. In 1914, he founded and became editor of The
Unpopular Review, afterwards renamed The Unpartizan Review. He was author of
severa books, the chief of which, probably, was the two-volume "Cosmic Relations.”

| cite passages from The Unpopular Review for January-March, 1906. Speaking of
the Patience Worth literature up to that time he says:

Very little of this matter is the frequent trash of involuntary writing. Nearly al of
it is to be taken seriously as literature. ‘Much of it is literature of a high order.
Authorities are always shy, and wisely so, of publicly endorsing guestionable
matters, so we are not yet free to quote some conclusive confirmation of this opinion
which has cometo us.

The last sentence is one which should be astonishing, but | have reason to echo it.
| heard one man, a professor of literature of high standing in a university, talk for
perhaps fifteen minutes in terms of high eulogy of what Patience Worth has
produced, yet when | asked him to reduce to writing a part of what he had said so
enthusiastically to alocal audience he looked at me doubtfully, nor did he answer the
letter echoing the request. Several other literary experts who | know admire these
same productions did not answer my letters, even though | offered, if necessary, to
conceal their names. One of them wrote praises in a newspaper of hiscity, and | have
included part of that statement in this book.

Mr. Holt, it seems, received "conclusive testimony” from "authorities* that much
of the literature "is of a high order," but was denied the privilege of quoting it. Why?
Because they are "shy...of publicly endorsing questionable matters." What were the
guestionable matters? The matters of the ouija board and the claims of Patience
Worth regarding herself. But these matters have nothing to do with the quality of the
literature. That would be the same, even if one stood on his head to write it—an
undignified position. Yet because of the extraneous matters these authorities were
unwilling to give Mr. Holt permission to tell the world their real opinion that the
literature, or at the least much of it, was of highquality! Here is ground for my belief
that if nothing had ever been said about Patience Worth and the ouijaa
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board, the literature would have produced a much profounder effect than even it has
done. If thisis so, it will takeitsrightful rank some day, if it hasto wait aslong as
Moby Dick for due recognition.

Of course the output varies as does that of Shakespeare himself....

It has of course been suggested that she [Mrs. Curran] plays the Patience Worth
trick for the sake of notoriety, but how utterly unsupposable it is that a woman
capable of composing work of which some specimens are declared by competent
critics to be very close to masterpieces, should, loving notoriety, try to throw upon
another intelligence the credit of her work, and smother it under a language which
nobody uses, and that it requires some effort to understand.

Henry Holt, in The Unpopular Review, January-March, 1916, says.

In the middle of November, Mrs. Curran submitted her phenomena to the
examination of a very eminent psychotherapist, not that she felt the need of any
therapy, but purely in the interests of science. Some ten days before, we had had a
long talk with this gentleman, who happens to be a valued personal friend. We said,
"Of course you'll promptly send us anything you find?' He replied, "l don't expect to
find anything,” and we answered, "Then you won't." And he didn't. Considerable
familiarity with the records concerning involuntary writers, long ago led us to say that
persons approaching them in an unsympathetic spirit seldom get interesting results....
A specia reason why Mrs. Curran's sittings indicated brought only negative results
was unwillingness on her part to be hypnotized, lest the experience would in some
way interfere with later manifestation of the Patience Worth phenomena. This
reluctance would of course be called by the very skeptical fear of the exposure of
fraud. We don't think it was.

And | don't think it was, and Mr. Y ost doesn't think it was, and Reedy who first
approached the phenomena with skepticism and dislike said he would stake his head
on the honesty of the Currans, so he didn't think it was, and | have yet to learn of
anyone who knows Mrs. Curran well who would believe any such thing.

We expected the result of Mrs. Curran's recent pilgrimage to the font of science, to
be purely negative, and so it was. Our friend who attempted the examination writes
us that he does not know whether the phenomena are genuine or not.

Mr. Holt was inclined to posit an inflow from the "cosmic soul."
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But if there is inflow from that, why not perhaps, he speculates, from
"personalities—strings of them—postcarnate ones if there are such. And if
everything you and | and those who have gone before us, have ever thought, becomes
part of the cosmic soul, we are all virtually postcarnate already."

Mr. Holt published three of the Patience Worth books.

OPINION OF DR. SULLIVAN

The Rev. Dr. William L. Sullivan, one of the most impressive pulpit oratorswhom
| have heard, master of afastidious prose style, and aripe scholar, writes me:

| heard Mrs. Curran give out a lot of "psychic" material last night. She shoots it
forth with quite astounding rapidity. The stenographer twice begged for mercy, and |
could not blame her. What struck me most was the extraordinary beauty of some of
the figures of speech thus hurled out, e.g., "Argument is only the dust from the rock
of wisdom." And, speaking of the ceasing of a nightingal€'s song:

His silver urn is dry." Probably a dozen such figures were given. Mrs. Sullivan
asked "Patience," if when she lived on earth she had an ambition to write, since she is
writing so much now. The instantaneous answer was. "Dame, what wench that has a
tongue anda mind to wag it €er itched for a quill?'" We are dl in the dark, but Mrs.
Curran, who went only through the eighth grade of schooal, is, | make no scruple in
saying, aremarkable subject.

OPINION OF CLEMENT WOOD

Mr. Wood, agraduate of the University of Alabama and of the Yale Law School,
is the author of many novels and volumes of verse, aso a short story writer for
various magazines.

In the New York Call, August 26, 1917, he names The Sorry Tale "The Gospel
According to Patience,” and declares that "it is worthy to be called this" He
pronounces the passage "Unto thee do | deliver the watchword of the Kingdom—
Mercy. Unto thee do | deliver the Key—Faith. Unto thee do | deliver the Kingdom—
Love' as"alittle gem" and adds: "Thisis as exquisite as Corinthians 13, the loveliest
part of the New Testament.” While in his opinion the book would be improved if
much shortened, still he says: "But it is awonderful book."

OPINION OF HENRY W. BOYNTON

Mr. Boynton was head of the department of English literature in Phillips
Academy, Andover, Mass., from 1892 to 1901, and has since
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been a professional writer. He was the chief reviewer for Atlantic Monthly for four
years, has been on the editorial staffs of the New York Evening Post, the Nation, the
Bookman, the Review and the Outlook. He is the author of a number of books,
including a history of American literature, and one entitted The World's Leading
Poets. He has edited a number of poetical masterpieces. The following estimate of
The Sorry Tale was printed in The Bookman:

The Oriental detail of the narrative is amazingly lavish and vivid throughout, and
its general accuracy |, who am ignorant, am not disposed to question.

Initslarger aspects, the story is of broad scope, and of solid structure, exception
being taken to the inordinate length of many of the dialogues which have a merely
cumulative value, and often fairly overweight and smother the action. This is true
particularly of the earlier portions of the narrative, toward the close the method is far
more rapid, and for the mortal reader, more effective. The substance of the tale need
not be rehearsed here. It is built upon a striking conception which makes one of the
thieves on the cross a son of the Emperor Tiberius by a Greek slave girl. Cast aside
by Rome, she bears her son near Bethlehem at the time of Jesus' birth—a spirit of
bate, representing the sins of ancient humanity which Christ, the spirit of love, isto
expiate and, in the end, to drive from the world. By means of this conception Rome,
the incarnation of wrong, is made a living actor in the Christ-story. The chapter
describing the crucifixion—a chapter of five thousand words which Mr. Yost says
was dictated in a single evening—is a composition of appalling force and vividness,
and interpretation upon a high and sincere plane. |, for one, own myself converted by
this story from amood of languid curiosity about an odd "psychic" phenomenon, to a
state of lively interest in the future published work of the powerful writer who,
whether in or out of the flesh, goes by the name and speaks with the voice of
"Patience Worth."

OPINION OF THE REV. JOSEPH FORT NEWTON

This distinguished clergyman was formerly pastor of The City Temple (and thus
asuccessor of Spurgeon), London, and is now rector of the Memoria Church of St.
Paul (Episcopal), in Philadelphia. He is the author of a number of books.

In a letter to me, dated January 27, 1927, Dr. Newton comments on The Sorry
Tale and the Patience Worth literature in general.

In al the stories and poems of Patience Worth there is a singular spiritual beauty,
moral insight and literary grace. They speak a quaint, antique language of their own in
the style of atime gone by. Almost never does she use a distinctively modern word.
The poems and
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stories giveme a very decided impression of a personality as winsome as it is wise,
full of bright humor and afriendly charm. Her story entitled The Sorry Tale is simply
tremendous in its dramatic grasp and power. As a story of the time of Christ | do not
know anything quite like it for sheer tragedy and spiritual beauty. The whole
conception is striking and its execution is extraordinary. If it could be put into modern
English without any loss of its unique atmosphere, it would be, in my judgment, one
of the greatest books of our generation. The pages, in particular, which tell of the
Sermon on the Mount are not to be matched anywhere. As to how these books were
written, | make no question; I simply do not know. But | do bear testimony to their
spiritual depth and their literary value. In these respects they are surely authentic.

OPINION OF FRANCISHACKETT

This writer, author of books about Ireland and a novel, editorial writer with
several leading newspapers, and at the time associate editor of the New Republic, said
in that periodical:

What makes the problem significant is the quality of Patience Worth's utterance....
Sensitive, witty, keenly metaphysical. Whoever or whatever sheis, she meets the test
that human beings meet.

OPINION OF MRS. H. H. A. BEACH.

Among the many visitors of Patience Worth is numbered Mrs. Amy M. Beach, of
Boston, one of Americas greatest pianists and composers. In her letter to Mrs.
Curran, permitting the publication of the record of that evening, Mrs. Beach says:

It gives me great pleasure to comply with your request as to the printing of your
record of my visit to you. You are quite at liberty to use all of it, if you wish to do
so. | would like to repeat that | was most deeply impressed by all that occurred on
that memorable evening. The prayer which Patience was good enough to give to me
has helped me more than | can express in words, but the part of her work that evening
which lingers most definitely in my mind is the installment of The Sorry Tale. The
deep reverence and rare beauty of that chapter was most inspiring.

On the occasion of Mrs. Beach's visit the eminent St. Louis composer, F. R.
Kroeger,* was present with Mrs. Kroeger, and Judge and

* |n January, 1918, an entertainment for the benefit of the Red Cross was given in
St. Louis at which Mr. Kroeger (composer, director of Kroeger School of Music,
lecturer in severa universities, etc.) rendered piano compositions on the basis of
compositions by Patience Worth.
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Mrs. Charles Claflin Allen, of St. Louis.... Patience Worth's Magazine, January,
1918.

OPINION OF HAMLIN GARLAND

Itisfair toinfer that Mr. Garland, among the leading writers of fiction in America,
has a favorable opinion of The Sorry Tale, since the Joint Committee of Literary Arts
of New York, of which he was chairman, in 1918, placed it with its exhibit of the
important books of the year at the National Arts Club. The authors were tendered a
reception at which Miss Amy Lowell, Rupert Hughes.. Professor AV. L. Phelps and
others spoke, but "Patience Worth" sent her polite regrets.

OPINION OF DR. WILLIAM E. SLAGHT

Dr. Slaght, possessor of many learned degrees, was professor of philosophy ten
years in Baker University, and has been professor of psychology in Cornell College
since 1921.

For a considerable number of years | have been interested in al forms of
subconscious phenomena, and can appreciate your attention to the work of Patience
Worth. Some years ago it was my privilege to spend a summer in St. Louis and make
frequent visitsto Mrs. Curran's home. | remember on my first visit | was with a well-
known psychologist; on our way home we were discussing the evening's program and
he remarked: "Whatever conclusion you may come to, one thing is certain, that this
evening you have been in the presence of one of the greatest minds you will ever
meet." My interest grew during the weeks of my stay there, and | have often wished
for the chance to make further study of the mystery.

| feel that any explanation yet given of the phenomena is quite inadequate. | agree
with you that Professor Cory did no more than scratch the surface. It requires as
much blind faith to accept hisview asthat of Mrs. Curran herself. The subconscious,
as we know it, contains nothing that has not come in through the channels of the
consciousness. A fair-minded investigation will not allow me to accept any adequate
basis in Mrs. Curran's experiences for all the wide variety of facts presented in
Patience's literature. Dr. Cory, of course, based his investigation on the precedent set
by Flournoy in his From India to the Planet Mars. The explanation of that case is
very satisfactory, but Dr. Cory's explanation does not have the adequate basis of this
other investigation.

My tentative conclusion regarding this case (and it was confirmed by a brief,
study of Dr. Elizabeth Cantrell,* who also presents baffling

* Dr. Elizabeth Cantrell is a woman of high character who appears to have the power of psychic
healing. | spent three weeks in Wichita, Kansas, studying her and
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phenomena yet denies any form of spirit control) is that we have here EL
manifestation of subconscious phenomena but in such unusual form that it differs
entirely from the ordinary types. In afew personalities, such as that of Mrs. Curran,
it has been able to reach out beyond the ordinary boundaries of knowledge and come
in touch with the springs of some cosmic consciousness that gives deeper insight than
any which comes through the ordinary channels of knowledge.

OPINION OF REV. D. C. GARRETT

The Rev. David C. Garrett Las long been prominent among the Episcopalian
clergy and has served as rector of a number of important parishes.

Many ministers have found new inspiration from these records. The wonder is
that more have not been drawn to this fount of wisdom. The words of Patience
Worth are the most loving penned since St. Paul wrote thefamous chapter in his first
letter to the Corinthians.

Asto the source of causation of what William Marion Reedy, ordinarily a caustic
critic, called "the world's literary marvel,” | am convinced that it is just what it
purports to be, the personality of Patience Worth. It is the simplest and most
credible explanation for all who believe that the soul survives death, and is immortal.
"Cosmic Consciousness,” whatever that may mean, is too vague an invention to
satisfy the reverent mind that revolts at the suggestion of trickery and falsehood
behind so remarkable a revelation. The convergence of the argument seen in the
recurring evidence of communications from the unseen universe by discarnate spirits
with similarity of phenomena, to my mind, clinches the case. The facts apart from
cause have been tested and accepted by many notable scientists.

EXTRACTS FROM LETTERS RECEIVED PRIOR TO AUGUST, 1918

| had long thirsted "as the hart after the water brooks' for such a draught as
Patience so simply offers from her cup. It is what might be called a renaissance of
golden English.

But aside from all the beauty and literary value of her work Patience

interviewing her patients. When | resigned from the position of Research Officer of the American
Saciety for Psychical Research the papersin the case were necessarily left with that Society. But Dr.
Cantrell also possessed the power—and it is this to which Professor Slaght refers—of getting a
variety of evidentia facts relating to strangers by some undetermined process. The most of these
would be explainable on the theory of telepathy from persons present, and therefore the case differs
very widely from that of Mrs. Curran, though the doctrine of access to Cosmic Consciousness would
be applicable to both. It is true that Dr. Cantrell does not hold to the spiritistic theory, and even
seems prejudiced against it, but avery evidential incident took place identifying a deceased relative of
mine, and it took the spiritistic form, in that Dr. Cantrell sensed my relative as being present and
described his appearance—Ed.
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seems to me to have come on a mission, somewhat in keeping with that of Jeanne, the
visible maid of Orleans, who, instructed by her voices, brought the crown of temporal
power to aking, while Patience, the invisible maid, brings the crown of immortality to
aworld.

A clergyman wrote: | am going to feel my way to reading and interpreting'
"Patience Worth" to many, as | have aready done to afew groups. It is the best thing
| could give them. For the present "preaching the Gospel" has become a detailed
phrase to most people. No books now appeal to me as do Patience Worth's words. |
love to read the poems aloud and interpret. | wish | could tell you al | get out of
them. | appreciate the hidden thought | understand.

| am sure the religion set forth is a fine repetition of the gospel | have been
preaching weekly and at funerals for twenty-five years.

Wonderful Patience Worth! Such wit, sarcasm, and repartee! The whole matter
possesses such vigor and freshness, such spontaneity and charm that one cannot but
feet the personality living through it. Also, the impossibility of it being the
personality of Mrs. Curran that we know, charming as her own personality is, is too
evident to need discussion.

That little talk with Patience will live in my memory always. It has added to my
courage and will stem the impatience that reels against me at times.

| began studying the dialect of Patience Worth in my English course, but | have
forgotten the language in the message itself.

When the Patience Worth articles first appeared | felt at once the truthfulness and
genuineness. Then we all got the message and since then all her words have thrilled us
with agreat uplift.

The wonderful book has helped us al through the valley of bereavement. We feel
that the new light has given us a greater trust and that in the remaining "handful of
days," as Patience says, we can rest content and sure of meeting our boys in the great
"Where."

Rarely have | beard a combination of such meaty thoughts in such exquisite
language. Y es, what is the agency?

FROM REVIEWS OF PATIENCE WORTH: A PSYCHIC MY STERY
The New York Times of July 8, 1917, said:

The poems showed nobility of thought, exquisite fancy, beauty of expression.
The extracts from stories and plays had the fire of passion,
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dramatic movement and situation, the sense of character, literary beauty. The
reported conversations revealed a striking personality, interesting, entertaining, with a
mind alert and keen and a strong sense of humor.

Anent the same book the New Republic said:

Besides spicy conversations Mr. Yost has included bits of plays and stories,
oracular savings, and many long and short poems, most of them metaphysical in
character and some of them with much beauty.

Speaking of Patience Worth generally, the London Times said:

She converses freely and she reveals a familiarity with nature as it is found in
England, and with the manners of English life of an older time, and her personality,
which hasmany individua features, remains consistent throughout. The whole thing
is unquestionably a"psychic mystery" of avery remarkable kind.

New York Sun:
The unusual distinction about this Patience Worth is her exceptional and unusual
intelligence. She shows in all her messages every sign of avigorous, keen mentality.

In Unity, the Rev. Joseph Fort Newton says:

Never once do these messages sink to the commonplace, but always show high
intelligence, and sometimes the token of real genius. There is nothing spooky about
the book, no hint of the weird, no trace of the uncanny; instead a sweet and gracious
spirit breathes through it, wise withal and winning.

FROM REVIEWS OF THE SORRY TALE

Washington Sar, August 5, 1917.

The story is too long for general reading and at times too archaic for pleasant
reading. But, aside from these minor barriers, it is a work of great beauty, a finely
noble composition.

The Bookman, August 1, 1917.

Somewhat reminiscent of Marie Corelli's "Barabbas' The story is written in a
curious and even involved language, so that the meaning is often obscure, requiring
patient effort to understand it. But if one can maintain his interest through the three
hundred odd thousand words he will discover a well-constructed plot, a sense of the
dramatic, a beauty of thought and style, and an excellent picture of the Roman world
when the Empire was at its height.

Columbus Dispatch, September 2, 1917.
It isan artist, indeed, who can write such a story with absolutely no reference to
anything, person or phrase of the Old Testament, and
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confining herself so strictly to gospel knowledge only, insofar as there is any
quotation. Probably no book written gives one so clear a view of customs, manners
and character of the peoples of that time and place. The reader sees and hears and
smells the people and views the sea and landscape as clearly as if on the spot. It not
only describes those peoples we read of in the New Testament but interesting
Arabian characters. Those interested in the gospels should read thisbook for the way
it more firmly impresses the teachings of Jesus and describes the kind of people fie
lived among. Many persons won't read it through prejudice because of its means of
production.

A review in the New York Tribune, September 30, 1917, quotes a writer in the
Los Angeles Times as out of sympathy with psychic literature yet pronouncing The
Sorry Tale "perfectly astounding as to style and even more remarkable as to
construction;" and quotes The Bookman as saying:

The interest in the story is almost obliterated by the difficulties of the cryptic
style. With exasperating slowness the tale unravels itself.... There are pages of dull
dialect and al this perplexes and bores the reader.

The Tribune writer says that the Outlook agrees, with the foregoing as shown by:
"We will admit that Patience has better qualifications as a writer of fiction than most
‘controls,’ but we find her writing feverish, high-flown and terribly prolix."

However, so far as the present investigation has been carried, The Sorry Tale
appears, upon the whole, to have more friends than opponents.

Philadel phia Book News Monthly.

The peculiar effects of the writer's style, the languid, tropical opulence,
unrestrained jumble of sentences which for all their violation of the rules of forceful
language exercise a very potent spell.... There are moments in The Sorry Tale—many
of them, even considering its 640 pages—of sensitive recording, memorable
description and vivid emotional registry. They are the best thingsin it.

New York Times, July 8, 1917.

Invested thus with the mystery of its origin, this second book increases the marvel
of the first. Merely as afeat of literary composition it is remarkable, for the novel
fills 640 closely printed pages and must contain well over 300,000 words. And it was
all spelled out through the ouija board during part of the evenings of the last two
years.... She invents new miracles, she retells the old ones, she fills out with incidents
the lives of Christ and his disciples, but the touching beauty and
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simple dignity of the figure of Christ are 