
OUT AT HASLETT PARK 

 

ASTONISHING EXHIBITION MEDEAMISTIC POWER 

 

Mrs. Proctor Turns Soap into Oil and Mrs. Brown is lifted Bodily out of a Circle and 

Carried to a Lunch Table. 

 

 

The Spiritualist campmeeting at Haslett Park is booming along with quiet vigor. The number is 

constantly increasing. Thursday there were 76 tents upon the grounds. Mrs. S. Thomas, a colored 

medium of Chicago arrived Wednesday, and next week Mr. And Mrs. Cobb, 

TWO MATERALIZING MEDIUMS 

from Ohio, are expected. Excursions and band concerts are given every afternoon on the steamer 

Lincoln. 

 

In talking with a reporter Thursday, Manager John Potter illustrated some of the test which are 

being put out there: “One of the medium, Mrs. Proctor,” he said” in the presence of 100 people 

took a basin of water and a bar of soap and  

 

BEGAN TO WASH HER HANDS. 

After removing some of the well, after washing her hands thoroughly, she held one hand in the 

air and immediately an oily looking liquid to the amount of a teaspoon appeared in the palm of 

her hands. This she did several times. The act known as  

 

THE OIL TEST. 

“Why,” said the genial Potter, as he gesticulated with his strong right arm, “You don’t know the 

wonderful power of that women” it is said that the other night when they came to light up they 

found there was no oil, and in no time or quicker, Mrs. Proctor had evolved enough oil to  

 

FILL ALL THE LAMPS 

and had changed what was left of eth soap into wicks, thus discounting the changing of water into 

wine told of in the Scriptures. When the manager had refreshed himself with a glass of ginger ale 

he proceeded to relate another: “The other evening,” he said “Mrs. Brown, while in a circle, was  

LIFTED FROM THE SIDE OF THE TABLE 

 

where she was sitting and carried a distance of ten feet and put down in front of the lunch stand. 

This, however,” he continued, “I am inclined to doubt. They have told me since Mrs. Brown was 

nearly famished and you know hunger knows no bounds.” 

 

In the evening the camp is 

A VERITABLE TENTED CITY. 

Hammocks are swinging from the trees, and so are lights, but the hammocks and lights don’t go 

in pairs. There are any number of young people present, and from their general appearance it 

would seem they are happy as the day is long. 
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