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When | firgt saw the copy of The Memoairs of Dr. Manauduc, the Mesmerist (bound in fleking leather,
the spinein shreds, and hdf the title page missing: which is why | was able to buy it cheap), | assumed it
to be awork of fiction. There is something extremey Gothick about "Manauduc, the Mesmeris." It sets
oneinmind a once of Memoth, the Wanderer. No one today would venture to invent such a name for
such a person. (Unless, of course, he were writing for tdevison or the movies, in which case he migjit
venture anything.) But the times bring forth the man, and the man bears the name. Congder, for example,
"the Jesuit Hell." Thisis not a theologica conception, it was a man, a Jesuit, whose family name was Hell.
Father Hel devised a system or theory of heding based on "metdlic magnetiam”; he passed it on to Franz
Anton Mesmer, who admog at once quarreled with him, produced the countertheory of "anime
magnetigm.” Mesmer begat (so to speak) DT2don, D'Edon begat Manauduc. Rl of enthusiasm,
Manauduc came to England, and settled in, of dl places, Brigal All this | admit, sounds most
improbable. Truth so often does. Who is not familiar with the bewildered cry of the novice writer, "But
that's the way it happened!"? Not dtogether trusting to my own ability to convince the reader that there
redly was such a person as the Jesuit Hell or such a person as Manauduc, the Mesmerig, | refer him to
Mackay's Extraordinary Popular Delusons and the Madness of Crowds; but should he (the reader) not
be able to credit that this work exigts ether, then | mus throw up my hands. Mackay, in my opinion, was
redly too hard on "The Magnetisers,” as he called them. Himsaf so great a sceptic, he could have little
cause for complaint if other, later, sceptics should not care to believe that any book bearing such atitle
ever exiged. In away, it would serve im right....

In Brigtal Dr. Manauduc flourished to the degree tha his reputation went on ahead of him to London.
In a short time London was coming to him; he cured dukes of the dropsy and generds of the gout, he
magnetized countesses into convulsons and they emerged from them free of the phthysc, while
vicountesses |eft their vapors behind them or so he says. At any rate he determined upon going to
London and setting up practice there. He recounts in detall his plans for setting up something caled “the
Hygienickd Society... for Femaes of high Pogtion... the fees, Fifteen Guiness' a his house in the capitd
And he describes, anongst many other cases, one where he cured a longseated complaint ("pronounced
beyond hep") entirdy by proxy.

It may be that Dr. Manauduc's success in Brigtol was perhaps not quite so dazzling as his memory in
later years led him to fancy. He had come up to London, to discuss his setting up practice there, a the
invitation of a Mr. Wentworth, "a Bachelor of Physick,” who lived in Rosemary Lane, and despite its
pretty name, Rosemary Lane was not located iri a pretty district We might consider it a depressed area.
And Mr. Wentworth had arranged to meet him, not in his own quarters, but a an inn cdled the Mulberry
Tree, where they were to dine. Mr. Wentworth had made the necessary arrangements, but Mr.
Wentworth was late.

"Dr. Manauduc? To meet Mr. Wentworth? Certainly, gr," the waiter said. "If the Doctor will only
please to step in here, Mr. Wentworth will be dong presently.” And he led him dong to a medium-sized
room, with paneled wals, and afire which seemed to beckon pleasantly from the grate, for it was the firgt
of October, and the ar was chill. He had scarcely had the time to give his full atention to the flames
licking greedily at the greasy black dabs of coad when he noticed that there was someone dready in the
room. This person came forward from his corner, where he had been engaged in softening the nether end
of one candle in the flame of another so that it might hold fast in its sconce and not wobble, with his hand
extended.

"Havel, dr," he asked, with the dightest of amiles, and an ar of deference and courtesy, "the honor of



beholding the author of the great treatise on the magneticd fluid?'

"You are too kind, gr," said Manauduc, indicating to the waiter with but a flick of his eye that there
was no objection taken to the stranger's presence and that the waiter might leave. "1 am sensble of the
complant you pay me merdly by having heard of my little pamphlet.” And he bowed.

"Heard of it, Doctor?" cries the other, a amdlish, dender man, clad in dark garments. He holds up his
finger asif to command attention, and begins to speak.

" The magnet attracts iron, iron is found everywhere, everything is therefore under the influence of
magnetism. It is only a modification of the generd principle, which establishes harmony or foments
discord. It is the same agent that gives rise to sympathy, antipathy, and the passons’ Have | not the
passage right, Sr? My nameis Blee, 9r: James Blee"

" am enchanted to meet you, Mr. Blee. | commend your memory. However " he seated himsdf at right
angles to thefire "you will doubtless recdl that the passage you quote is not mine. | was quoting from the
Spaniard, Bdthazar Graciano." He spread hislong fingers to the blaze. "Are you a physcian, Sr?'

Mr. Blee perhaps did not hear the question.

"Then try my memory on this, Doctor," he said. "There is aflux and reflux, not only in the sea, but in the
atmosphere, which affects in a amilar manner dl organized bodies through the medium of a subtile and
mobile fluid, which pervades the universe, and associates dl things together in mutud intercourse and
harmony.' Were you... dare we hope... isit that... 7'

Dr. Manauduc raised his dark brows.

"What is your question, Mr. Bleg?"

"Can it be that London is destined to enjoy the great fortune which has hithertofore been Brigtol's
adone, Dr. Manauduc? The rdluctant tones of my voice mus discover to you that | know | have no right
to enquire, but..."

The mesmerig amiled. "It may be" he began; but at this moment the door was thrown open and two
gentlemen entered, one nervoudy, the other laughing.

"Oh, pray, pray forgive me, Dr. Mainauduc how d'ye do, Mr, Blee? for my lateness” said the nervous
gentleman, taking off hishat so hurriedly hiswig came with it He struggled to replace it, and, a the same
time, gestured towards his companion, who rubbed his hands as he looked about the room and laughed.
"Thisis Mr. Fanner, dr; Mr. Farmer Dr. Mainauduc, Mr. Blee" He amiled faintly. His face was pale.

"Dr. Manauduc, Mainauduc, very pleased. Mr. Bleg, | hope you do wdl, wel, wel. Farmer by name,
gentlemen,” the other man said, "and fanner by profession, farmer by professon. What, what?' He then
laughed once more at length and proceeded to repeat his remarks dl over again. His face was ruddy.

Mr. Blee courteoudy asked if he had had good crops, and while Mr. Farmer was marrily discussng
corn, hay, and wdlfruit with his questioner, Mr. Wentworth drew Dr. Manauduc to one side, and spoke
closdy to hisear.

"Thefact of the matter is that | never saw this gentleman in my life before, till just above an hour ago,
when he came into the barber's where | was having my har attended to, and desired to be shaved. Tis
my belief, gr, that he is some country squire unused to London ways™ Mr. Wentworth said; "for when
the man was finished, the gentleman said, oh, as blandly as you please, tha he had no money. | presume
he'd had his pocket picked, for one can see by his clothes that heis-"

"Oh, quite 0," murmured Dr. Manauduc.

"Have you not often wondered,” Mr. Fanner chattered to Mr. Blee, "how the people do? How they
live? What ther lives are like? What they think, redly think? Hey, Sr? What, what?'
"Oh, frequently, Mr. Farmer!"

Wentworth murmured, "And so | thought best to pay for the barber, and then | redly did not know
how to get rid of him."



Dr. Mainauduc saw that his fdlow physcian was consderably embarrassed at the introduction of two
extramen to what was intended for a private meeting. He assured him that he did not mind, and said that,
indeed, it was just as well, for they might get alay opinion on the subject of introducing to London the
practice of the Mesmeric thergpy. And o they dl four sat down to supper. There was beef and brawn
and game pie and goose.

"I little thought to have this honor, Doctor,” Mr. Blee said; "but, chancing to hear from Mr. Wentworth,
of whose professond parts | bear the highest opinion, that you were to be here, | fdt | mus hazard it,
and come to see the prophet of the newfound philosophy.”

Wentworth, who had treated Blee for an amorous distemper, kept slence, but his principa guest
gmiled.

"Newly re-found philosophy, | should rather term it," Mainauduc said. "What was the laying on of
hands but anima magnetism, andiently practiced? And in what other way did Eltsha bring to life the dead
child, but by conveyance of the magneticd fluid?' Wentworth nodded gravely.

Mr. Fanner, who had been taking with his mouth full, and amiling happily, suddenly threw down his
knife. His face fdl.

"Suppose dye see, gentlemen suppose a man makes midtakes eh? bad ones, very bad, bad, bad.
Terible losses. What? Now, now, oughtn't he have the chance, the chance, | say, to do better? Better?
What, what? Well, so he mus see for himsdf how things go. See for himsdf. Eh? How things go.
Tarible losses. Was it not athing to break your heart? It broke my heart | never meant it to happen s0

"Ganing!" Wentworth whispered to Mainauduc.

"To what losses do you refer, Mr. Farmer?' Blee asked, in a solicitous tone. "Did | not understand you
to say the harvest was good this year?”'

"The Mesmeric method " Wentworth began, rather loudly. Abashed, he lowered his voice. "Dr.
Mainauduc is desirous of opening in London an inditute for the practice of the Mesmeric method of
heding. In this it is contemplated, | am to assst him." The faintest shadow of color came and went in his
face. "What thinlc you of the scheme, gentlemen? We, that is he, should like to know."

Blee rose from the table and gave the fire a poke. The gray pyramid collapsed and the cods blazed up
again, making the shadows dance. Mr. Farmer laughed.

"Isnot this pleasant?' he cried. "l an so very much obliged to you for the pleasure. Pleasure. We dine
amply & home. At home ek? we dine very Smply. But there is such a degree of diffness. Strain. Stiffness
and drain.”

Mr. Blee tapped the poker on the iron dogs, "Such an inditution, if headed by such a man as Dr.
Mainauduc, can not possibly do otherwise than succeed.” The two phydcians looked a one another,
pleased. Ther faces quickened.

"Youwill make aded of money,” Bleetold the fire.

Wentworth looked hedtily a a darned place on his hose, and crossed hislegs. "It isthe science, not the

money. The money is not of any consequence to us."
"Not of the least consequence” Mainauduc sad eedly. His coat and waistcoat were of French
flowered slk. Blee turned from the fire. He drew up his chak and sat, facing Dr. Mainauduc.

"Gentlemen,” he said in low tones, "pray give me leave to speak openly. The dchymids strove for
centuries to make gold; that they succeeded, no one can say with certainty. But magnetiam is the new
achymy. It will make gold, | know it Already London is atremble with the reports of its success. People
who would never go so far as Hackney to consult the best physician of the old school ever known, have
gone dl the way to Brigtal to be magnetized by Dr. Mainauduc. Y ou have only to throw open your doors
in London, gr, to have your chambers thronged with the richest... and the wedthiest..." His voice hissed
upon the ghilants. He brought his dark, clever face nearer. "You will need a man of busness. May |
serve you?'



The two physicians looked at one another. Dr. Mainauduc's lips parted. Mr. Wentworth indined his
head to the Sde. And, then, as abrupt as the burding of a bubble, the mood or spdl was shattered: Mr.
Farmer, ssemingjy from nowhere, had produced a grubby child, and was petting its head and stroking its
cheeks and asking what its name was and if it would like a glass of wine dl in a tone of boisterous good
cheer, his eyes popping with joy.

"Now, damme, gr!" cries Bleg, jumping to hisfeet in arage and overturning the chak. The child begins
to weep.

"Oh, pray, don't" Farmer implores. "I love children. Don't fret, poppet.”

"Take care, Mr. Farmer,” Wentworth warns him. "Do you not see the child is diseased? See the lesons
it is certainly scrofulous. Have done, Mr. Fanner!”

Then the waiter came, with many apologies, for it was his child, begged their pardon, took the boy
away.

"Wdl, we shdl think of your proposal, Mr. Blee" Dr. Manauduc sat back, languid from food and fire,
tired from hisjourney. "What, Wentworth, was the child with scrofulas?’

"Assuredly, gr. Shdl | cdl it back? Perhaps you wish to examine, or treat it?" But the Doctor waved
his hand. "King's Evil, is what the common people cdl it, you know. Scrofula, | mean to say. Some of
them profess to regard it as beyond medicd ad. They dill remember that the monarchs of the former
dynadty, as late as Queen Anne, used to ‘touch’ for it. An interesting ceremony it must have been. The
touch of an anointed king, the common people say, is the only cure for it. Now what think you, Doctor,
of sympatheticad mummy, or capons fed with vipers?'

Dr. Mainauduc, who had been ligening with a trace of impatience, cleared his throat Blee stood once
more by the fire,

"You mentioned, sr, my pamphlet, earlier in the evening my pamphlet entituled, A Treatise on the
Magnetickadl Huid, Whilst | wasin Paris | met the eminent American sage, Mr. Franklin, and | presented
him a copy, for it seems to me evident that what he cdls the positive and negetive of dectricity is none
other than the intendon and remisson of which that great giant of naturd philosophy, Franz Anton
Mesmer, writes. Mr. Blee Mr. Bleg?' But that gentleman was daring, his lower lip caught up beneeth his
teeth, at Mr. Farmer; and Mr. Farmer was weeping.

"Directly you mentioned Franklin, Doctor, he began to shed tears” whigpered Wentworth. Do you
know, Doctor, | commence to think that heis an American himsdf a Loydist and that the loss he spoke
of was his property or perhaps his son in the Rebdlion there. What think you, Sr?'

"I commence to think, gr, that heis aman whom | am shortly to megnetize, for it is plan he isin need
of it"

Dr. Manauduc rose and blew out dl but one of the candles. Wentworth's eyes gligened and he
stepped nearer, but Blee retreated further into the gloom. Only a dull red glow now came from the fire.
Dr. Manauduc seated himsdf facing Mr. Fanner, touching him knee to knee. He took his handsin his.

"Attend to me now, gr," Dr. Mainauduc said.
"My head does ache," Mr. Fanner murmured.
"It shdl presently ache no more... Attend"

He gently placed Farmer's hands so they rested, padms up, on his knees, and dowly began to stroke
them with the palms of his own hands. He did this for some time, then drew his hands dong Mr. Fanner's
ams, leening forward, urtil they rested with the fingers touching the neck. Sowly his hands passed up the
sdes of the man's face, then withdrew till they were opposite his eyes. Again and again he repeated these
passes. The candl€'s lighnt glittered on the Sngle ring he wore, and Wentworth saw the glitter reflected in
Mr. Farmer's wide-open eyes. Mr. Farmer was motionless, and the noise of his heavy bregthing died
away. It seemed to Wentworth, as he watched, that a smoke or vapor, like athin mig, or the plume from
a tobacco-pipe, was exuded from the mesmerist's face and hands. It moved dowly and duggishly and



hungin the air about Mr. Farmer's head.

And as Wentworth watched, he fancied that he saw strange scenes take form for flegting moments in
thismiaamic suspiration: a procession of people in heavy robes and men with miters, a phantasm of dlent
men in violent riot, and noiseless battles on land and sea. Then dl vanished, ghosts and migts dike. He
heard once more the sound of Mr. Farmer's breathing, and Dr. Mainauduc had lit the candles and the
light was reflected on the paneled wdls.

Wentworth cleared his throat Mainauduc looked at him, and there was terror in his eyes. He started to
gpeak, and his voice caught in his throat.

"We had better leave, you and 1," he sad, at last. "Do you know who your country squire is, your
Loydig?'

"I know," sad Blees voice from the door. He stood there, his sdlow skin gone pder than
Wentworth's, but a look of determination fixed upon his face. Behind hm were two broadshouldered,
shifty-looking men. "We will take charge of Mr. Farmer, if you plesse.”

"No, | think nat," Mr. Fanner said. He stood up, an ar of dignity upon him. "There has been enough
taking charge of Mr. Farmer, and Mr. Farmer has a task to do."

"Oh, dr, you are unwel," Blee said, in a fawvning tone, and he sdled forward, followed by his minions
And then, without warning, the room was filled with men: constables with their staves in their hands,
soldiersin red coats, Mr. Martinson, the magidrate, atdl young man looking very much like Mr. Farmer
himsdf, and others.

"You had better come with us, gr, | think," said the tdl young man. Mr. Farmer dumped. The ar of
dignity fdl from him. Then he laughed vacantly.

"Vey wdl, Fred, very wdl," he sad. "Vey wdl, very wel. You tfrinV it best, what, what?' He
shambled forward, stopped, looked over his shoulder. "Thee two gentlemen " he indicated Dr.
Mainauduc and Mr. Wentworth, "treated me with great consideration. They are not to be bothered, dye
hear?" The magidrate bowed. Mr. Farmer went out dowly, leening on the am of the tdl man, and
muttering, "Bothered, bothered, bothered..."

Let us return to the Memoairs.

"On this occasion [Manauduc writes] the entire Atmosphere was s0 saturated with the Magnetickd
Huid that there was cured in another part of the House a Child suffering from a Complant long-seated
and pronounced beyond help, vfe,, Scrofula, or King's Evil. There was not a Leson or Scar or Mark
left, and dl this without my even having touched him."

As to the identity of Mr. Farmer, Dr. Mainauduc is coy. He says only that he was "a Gentleman of
exceedingly high Station, exceedingly afflicted. Had | been dlowed to treat him further, a Privilege denied
me, he might have been spared the terrible Maady which had dready begun its Ravages, and which,
save for afew brief periods, never entirdy left him.

Thusfar, on this subject, The Memoirs of Dr. Mainauduc, the Mesmerist, a man of his time or behind
histime, if you prefer; or, conddering that mesmerism was the forerunner of hypnotism and that the study
of hypnotism led Freud on to psychoandysis, perhaps a man ahead of histime. Could he, perchance or
could anyone redly have cured Mr. Farmer"? It is impossble to say. If certain private papers of
Frederick, Duke of York, dill sealed to public ingpection, could be opened, we might learn what truth
there was if any to a curious legend concerning his father. Is it redly so that he evaded dl who
surrounded him, and for 9x hours one day in early October 1788 wandered unrecognized through
London on some strange and unsuccessful quest of his own, in the month when it was findly deemed
impossible to doubt any longer that he was mad that longest-lived and most unfortunate of British Kings,
George I11?
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