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There was a séance  in town a few nights since. 

As I was making for it, in company with the reporter of 

an evening paper, he said he had seen a gambler named 

Gus Graham shot down in a town in Illinois years ago 

by a mob, and as he was probably the only person in 

San Francisco who knew of the circumstance, he 

thought he would "give the spirits Graham to chaw on 

awhile." [N.B.-This young creature is a Democrat, and 

speaks with the native strength and inelegance of his 

tribe.] In the course of the show he wrote his old pal's 

name on a slip of paper, and folded it up tightly and put 

it in a hat which was passed around, and which already 

had about five hundred similar documents in it. The 

pile was dumped on the table, and the medium began to 

take them up one by one and lay them aside, asking, "Is 

this spirit present? or this? or this?" About one in fifty 

would rap, and the person who sent up the name would 

rise in his place and question the defunct. At last a spirit 

seized the medium's hand and wrote "Gus Graham" 

backward. Then, the medium went skirmishing through 

the papers for the corresponding name. And that old 

sport knew his card by the back. When the medium 

came to it, after picking up fifty others, he rapped! A 

committeeman unfolded the paper, and it was the right 
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