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' FOREWORD .. 'I 

BY 

ARTHUR CONAN DOYLE 

TaE world may be divided into two classes, those who have 
psychic experiences but cannot write, and those who can write 
but have no psychic experiences. Every now and again it 
happens, however, that the two qualities are united in the same 
individual, as in the case of Mrs. Violet Tweedale. Whether 
as a result of her Northern blood, or from some inborn in
di-vidual gift of her own, Mrs. Tweedale has the rare and 
wonderful power of clairvoyance. As to her narrative, if 
there is a better told story anywhere than her transcription 
of the clergyman's experience beginning with page 14 of 
this book, I should be good to know where I could find it. 
There are many most excellent narratives, but this one seems 
to me supreme in its atmosphere of romance and wonder. 

Those who have read the previous book of the authoress, 
"Ghosts I have seen," will need no reassurance as to her 
powers of interesting the reader. There is no writer upon 
psychic subjects who excels her in this, and the reason probably 
is that there is no writer on psychic subjects who has herself, 
in her own person, got so near to the heart of the subject. 
It is a curious example of a hereditary independence of mind 
and moral courage for, as is well known, Mrs. Tweedale's 
grandfather was that Robert Chambers of Edinburgh who 
was famed in his day as a writer, and who was one of the 
little band of high-minded men who supported the great 
medium D. D. Home through all the persecutions of his 
latter years. The constant friendship of such men as 
Chambers, Carter Hall and a score of others is a sufficient 
refutation of the popular slanders upon Home's memory. 
It is time that the dirt was finally cleared from his grave, 
even if some of it has to be placed upon those of the men 
who persecuted him in life. 

Mrs. Tweedale's present book differs from her former one 
in that the philosophic aspect of the subject obtains much 
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8 FOREWORD 

more attention. One may differ from her conclusions, but 
no one can fail to appreciate the reverence with which they 
are advanced or the wealth of reading and illustration with 
which they are supported. All of us who have concerned 
ourselves in the pyschic movement must ask often, "Quo 
Vadimus ? " and must, if we are honest, admit that we get 
an imperfect answer, for we are clearly in the early stages of 
that which has an enormous development in front of it-a 
development which far exceeds the grasp of our minds. I 
believe myself that by the time that development is com
pleted the present theological views will be as extinct as the 
worship of Jupiter or Saturn, and yet that we shall find our
selves at the end nearer to the real Christ spirit than mankind 
has ever been since the first simple beautiful dawn of the new 
Faith. My own information, on which I may not at present 
enlarge, is that a great period of chastening trial awaits 
humanity, and that when this h;is passed it will be shewn 
that what we have done in our day and generation was to 
familiarise the world with those ideas which were to be the 
seeds of the universal simple undogmatic and practical religion 
of the millenia! future. 

Mrs. Tweedale has, I observe, given some account of a 
seance at which my wife and I had the privilege of being 
present. That account is a plain statement of fact· which I 
fully substantiate, and I would endorse all that she says 
as to the character and powers of the medium Evan Powell. 
It was through him that I first came into contact both with 
my son and with my brother. Such powers as Mr. Powell 
possesses are the most precious things which the world con
tains, and it is a scandal that our medizval laws stand in 
the way of the free exercise of such gifts which resemble 
in type if not in degree those which illuminated the early 
days of Christianity. It is to be hoped that an earnest effort 
will soon be made to eliminate the vile "Witchcraft Act" 
with its hypocritical pretended widows who are disguised 
police women and agents provocateurs, from that statute 
book to which it is a disgrace. There are many ways by 
which the public can be guarded against fraud without a law 
which tries to extinguish that which is the most precious of 
all things-direct evidence of eternal life. 

One point in this Powell seance is worth noting. Mrs. 
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Tweedale has recounted how the medium insisted upon being 
bound, saying, "This is far too serious a matter to be trifled 
with, and there is no knowing what I might do whilst under 
control if I were not securely fastened." I have known 
him say the same words to me in my own house at an ex
perimental sitting. Does not this precaution of an experienced 
and most genuine medium throw a clear light upon those 
cases where famous sensitives who had proved their true 
qualities on hundreds of occasions, have had their whole 
life's work discounted by shallow critics because they have 
once been found wandering outside the cabinet or away 
from their chair l Such was the case with Madame 
d'Esperance, with Mrs. Corner and with many others. Had 
they had the wisdom, or had their audience had the wisdom 
to insist upon control, the phenomena would not have been 
interfered with and scandal would have been averted, since 
it would no longer have been possible for the medium whilst 
in a trance condition to have unconsciously placed himself 
in so equivocal a position. 

There are points in which Mrs. Tweedale is not to be taken 
too literally-nor, I am sure, would she desire to be. When 
she speaks of the surface of the earth being possibly the 
sce-ne of the hereafter, she refers no doubt to the immediate 
hereafter of those souls which are so heavily weighted with 
matter-it can really be expressed in terms of gravity-that 
they cannot rise, and are earth-bound pending their spiritual 
development. It is true that the other higher ones come 
quickly at our call, but we who know the speed of a wireless 
message nee-d not wonder that our loving thought can reach 
them, and their visit follow upon it, in a period which can be 
m.easured in seconds. 

So too when she speaks of our want of knowledge of the 
how of physical phenomena, she is speaking of course of the 
ultimate forces at work. Of the immediate forces, the 
emission of ectoplasm and the way it is used we have learned 
much from the labours of Professor Crawford, Dr. Geley 
and others. As to the ultimate forces, we know so little 
of the real nature of gravity, electricity, magnetism and 
other great agents of Nature that it is hardly fair to demand 
that the youngest of the sciences should be clear where the 
older ones are obscure. 
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Mrs. Tweedale says many wise things about our own sub
conscious selves and the powers which may exist within 
us quite unknown to ourselves. Her story in Chapter IV. 
of her experience with Mr. Hill is a remarkable example of 
it, and presents a complex study for the Psychic student. 
But admitting the truth of the existence of this vague but 
powerful force, we must not push it too far, or use it with 
slovenly reasoning as an explanation for facts which · are 
really quite outside its boundaries. Catch phrases such as 
telepathy, subconscious, cryptrerthesia and others have 
been used too freely and too indiscriminately as a camouflage 
of our own ignorance, and as an excuse for not admitting 
the true explanation upon which all these lines of evidence 
converge. 

Let me illustrate what I mean by an example. Suppose 
that I receive an intuition that some line of conduct will 
lead me into danger, and that thereby I escape that danger. 
I think that this may quite fairly be put down to the prevision 
of my own subconscious powers. The other day, as I stood 
in a gully waiting for my opponent at golf to play his ball, 
I moved my position by a couple of feet without any reason. 
Almost 'at the same instant his ball thudded up against the 
bank immediately behind my head. I would claim no 
spiritual interposition in such a case. I should consider 
that it came well within the range of those intuitive warnings 
which arise· from our own extended personalities. 

But now let us take another case. Last week I sat with 
my wife upon the borders of a l~ke in the Trossachs. 
Suddenly her hand became strongly agitated, and upon my 
asking who was there (we are in the habit of receiving auto
matic communications) her forefinger inscribed "Os" upon 
the stone beside us. " Is it Oscar l " I asked. Three 
affirmative taps came from her fingers. Oscar was a nephew, 
killed in the war, who has often manifested to us since. I 
took out paper and pencil and hal}ded them to my wife. 
"I love this place. I have stayed here" wrote Oscar, and 
then proceeded to tell us of the condition of his mother who 
had just passed over, together with other intimate details. 
When I returned to the hotel I searched the register but 
could not find Oscar. So far as I or my wife knew he had 
never been in Scotland in his life. I made inquiry in the 
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family however, and I learn from his aunt that he had actually 
been in the Trossachs. If he was there he must have stayed 
at this, the only hotel. Now I claim that to put such a case 
as this down to the subconscious is not logical or honest. 
Even if the extended personalities of my wife and self could 
know that which we had no means of knowing, how can one 
suppose that one's unconscious self would proceed to 
dramatise itself as someone else and tell a series of thundering 
lies, mixed up with communications which, if not true, were 
to the last degree blasphemous. Such a supposition is opposed 
to all reason, while the spiritual explanation flows quite 
easily into the general stream of psychic evidence. 

Mrs. Tweedale's remarkable book will of course receive 
the usual scornful denials from those who have never troubled 
to acquaint themselves with the facts. To all such she can 
answer with the retort of Schopenhauer : " Your denial does 
not argue that you have superior intelligence. It simply 
proves you to be ignorant of the latest acquisitions of know
ledge." Year by year, however, this knowledge is permeating 
the various strata of society, and as the old obdurate 
materialists of the bad old Nineteenth Century type die away 
the new psychic teaching finds a less prejudiced audience 
among the younger generation. I am glad to note the severity 
with which Mrs. Tweedale speaks of the aristocratic portion 
of our population. Their record in spiritual matters has 
been deplorable and they will assuredly get their reward. 
Save the ladies whom she has mentioned, and the whole
hearted work of Lord and Lady Molesworth, one can hardly 
recall any who have aided the great psychic movement. 
The case of our rich men is even worse. We are straitened 
on every side for want of funds for propaganda, and the same 
small group of men and women are at the present moment 
finding all the money and doing all the work. When I find 
our poor workers mortgaging their houses to build a corrugated 
iron meeting house, and our old mediums starving on the dole, 
I read with some indignation of the luxuries and ex
travagances in the empty lives of those who misuse the power 
of wealth. There is need of some great readjustment-and 
it will come. 

ARTHUR CoNAN DoYLE 
Crow borough, July 7th. 





PHANTOMS OF THE DAWN 

CHAPTER I 

THE SuPREME AnvENTURE 

" STILL the years roll by. Before the last of them 
in this phase· of endless life is unrolled and we pass 
'to where beyond these voices there is peace,' 
we seem to hear, if we do not heed, a voice that . 
cnes: 

' Hearest thou this great voice that shakes the world 
And beats upon the faces of the dead ? '-TENNYSON. 

"'The voice that beats upon the faces of the dead' triumphs 
all along the line in the beating down of obstacles and in the 
winning of acceptance for that which has been rejected and 
despised.' "-M. A. OxoN. 

As the year I 92 3 dawns I feel the urge to begin 
another ghost book, and as I take up my pencil I 
am conscious that my ghosts df to-day and to
morrow will be different from those with which I 
formerly dealt.* They are more elusive. The 
psychic phenomena of to-day requires a language 
which psychologists are but slowly coining. 

I am inspired to deal with the queer things that 
happen to me as reverently as with the soft 

• ' ' Ghosts I have seen."-Herbert Jenkins. 
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14 PHANTOMS OF THE DAWN 

shadows that drift about me. The shadows we 
still call ghosts. 

A friend said to me lately: "I am not so in
terested in seeing things. What interests me much 
more are the queer things that happen to me. 
What do they mean ? " 

The words set me thinking; and the conclusion I 
have come· to is that those queer things are the 
things that really matter in life. They are mile
stones marking our spiritual development. They 
do more than hint of a divinity that shapes our 
ends, rough-hew them how we will. 

But we treat those queer things that happen to. us 
with such thoughtless indifference in place of care
fully recording and thinking them out. Yet in 
spite of the aimless drifting existence we lead, we 
do cherish the conviction of their reality. At mo
ments we get glimpses of solar systems of mind, 
matching the sublime constellations of the heavens. 

How numerous are the considerations that suggest 
hidden, transcendent realms of being! 

Incredulity, involving great loss of valuable 
information is still rampant, but luckily it is mainly 
confined to the old. Youth is ready for the new 
revelation. Everywhere it is on the watch. 

Lately, in talking over with a well-known digni
tary of the Church some of the queer things that 
happen to one in life, he told me the following story. 
He vouches for the truth, but desires his name to .. be 
suppressed as he has no time for the correspondence 
its disclosure would entail. 

"My old mother and I walked straight out to
wards the sunset, which was painting the heavens 
with a glorious blazonry of gold, and ruby, and 
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orange. We left our little bungalow nestling in the 
sand dunes, and its tiny, sandy garden fragrant 
with the bitter sweet herbs that flourish under the 
salt spray, and stepped out on the firm golden 
sands that the receding tide had left in exquisite 
purity. 

"It was a lonely spot, that wide estuary through 
which the leaping tides rushed in and out with equal 
rapidity. Dangerous for those who took no thought 
for natural phenomena, but safe enough for those 
who knew the land and wisely chose their time. 

''-For several miles on either side of us lay the 
vast expanse of level golden shore, without stain or 
blemish-a glorious stretch of yellow sands, pure 
and untrodden by human foot. 

" So far as the eye could reach no human being 
was in sight. Before us lay a firm mile or more of 
hard sand, . at the extreme edge of which shone a 
tranquil ocean, no breath stirring its surface that . warm summer evenmg. 

" We walked on briskly towards the sea, not talk
ing much, but both enjoying the quiet peace of the 
scene, which was only broken at intervals by the 
cry of a gull. Perhaps we were somewhat awed 
by the glory of the heavens, as moment by moment 
fresh banners of flaming colour were unroll~d upon 
sky and land and sea. 

" The place had a great fascination for me. 
There is something entrancing in walking upon 
virgin soil, in standing on a spot untrodden by the 
foot of man or beast. Though that walk towards 
the sunset was one I often took during tny holiday, 
it never lost its charm, or the sensation of primeval 
loneliness. I never failed instinctively to note 
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that the only sign of life around me was my own 
foot-prints, running back behind me, so far as my 
eye could reach. 

"To-night there were two foot-prints, and it was 
natural, somehow, that once or twice as we walked 
we should stop instinctively, and without speaking, 
look back at the track we had 'made, then resume 
our walk, our eyes looking wide out on the smooth 
glittering surface stretching in front of us for the 
half-mile that still lay betwixt us and the water. 

"Su<4!enly my mother stopped dead with a 
queer little cry, and at the same moment I saw 
that which instantly arrested my own footsteps. 

" In a petrified silence that held bewilderment 
and something more, we stared a few yards ahead. 
Rapidly we were questioning, doubting, analysing 
something we both knew to lie outside the bounds 
of the possible~ 

" On the unbroken surface there was a firm, 
clear mark-marks-coming from nowhere-from 
out the void. They had no connection with the 
earth-yet they were human. 

"Graven deep into the hard sand was a naked 
human footstep. . 

"I remember clutching ·my mother's arm to 
hold her still, though it was unnecessary. Neither 
of us had any desire to move a step onwatds at that 
moment. 

"There lay the mysterious human foot-print, 
perfectly impressed · upon the smooth surface. 
Running the eye onwards that foot-print, which 
had come from nowhere, pursued a straight un
deviating course, so far as our vision could trace it 
to the edge of the water. 
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" My mother was the first to speak, and her 
utterance sounded thick and unnatural. Glancing 
at her I saw that her cheeks had blanche·d milk 
white. 

"'Boy! Are we mad l What's the meaning 
of it r Where has it come from l It's human! 
human ! It's neither bird nor beast ! It's human ! 
It's got no fellow and it's a left {)ne I ' 

"Again I strained my eyes upon it, and an awful, 
nameless panic, the mortal horror 'that guards 
the confines of the world we see not nor know as 
we know this world, stirred the hair on my head. 
I could feel it creeping on my scalp. 

" The foot-mark was the imprint of a left foot 
and there was no sign of a right foot. The naked 
left foot that had come out of the void walked on 
and on towards the sea, so far as the eye could reach, 
and it walked alone. 

" Were we going mad ? I did not answer the 
question. I felt strangely ·shaken, and surely what 
we gazed upon would have startled anyone. I 
did not reason with myself for I was certain that I 
looked on the unearthly, and no argument could 
have destroyed that belief. Even had there been 
the track of a left and right foot, and I had sug
gested that the man had dropped from a passing 
aeroplane, I should still have known intellectually 
th.a t the suggestion was nonsense. 

"Not a human being in sight. Not a sail upon 
the glassy mirror of the ocean that faded on the 
horizon into a gauze of pearly vapour. 

" We glanced fearfully around us. . There was 
no mark of any description on the sands to right 
or left of us-only pure, virgin surface, and behind, 

B 
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stretching back on the way that we had come, the 
clear engraving of our shod feet on the golden track. 
Before us, distant about seven feet, lay ' it '-that 
weird imprint of a naked human foot. There was 
silence for a few minutes, during which my mind 
worked rapidly but ineffectually. The evening 
was windless and serene, and only the low chanting 
of the still receding tide woke faint, hollow echoes 
amongst the distant sand dunes. 

" My mother turned to me. Through the armour 
of ordinary commonsense had crept the question. 

"'Does the impossible sometimes happen?' 
"'Let us go home. I cannot bear the atmos

phere. I feel as if we were in another dimension. 
On another plane of being,' she whispered. 

" ' Stand where you are and wait for me. I must 
look closer,' I answered. 

"Then I walked deliberately forward and stood 
beside the first footprint. Deliberately I tried to 
assure myself that here was a pretty case of halluci
nation. Such a preposterous freak of imagination 
simply could not materialise into reality. I closed 
my eyes telling myself that when I opened them 
again there w.ould be no horror such as we had 
imagined. There would be noth(ng but my own 
footprints. 

" All in vain ! I w~s once more staring down on 
the impossible. The clear imprint of a naked, 
human, left foot-simply beginning-coming from 
nowhere-with no companio~right foot or mark of 
crutch to help it on its way, as it moved westward 
to the red blaze of the setting sun. 

"What explanation is there ? None! I turned 
to my mother. 
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" ' Walk back slowly, and I will follow after. I 
must see where this ends,' I said, 'then I will join 
you again. I will walk fast.' 

"I saw her make the sign of the cross, then she 
turned her face landwards without a word. 

" Swiftly I walked, al~ays alongside that un
earthly footprint, so clear, so undeviating, that ran 
straight to the water's edge. 

" In another ten minutes I had reached the con
fines of the empty, and deserted shore, where the 
tiny wavelets were leaving a waving ribbon of 
creamy foam. 

"Then I stood still and looked long and shudder
ingly at the naked footprint that had walked 
straight into the ocean and passed for ever out of 
sight into the breast of the retreating tide." 

No man can really believe a truth until he has 
grown to the extent which enables him to see it as 
truth for himself. The one final test of psychic phe
nomena lies in the psychic experiences of seers 
themselves. 

This is why investigations into the realms of the 
spirit world prove unsatisfactory. 

This is the cause of the apparent failure of the 
Society for Psychic Research. During the many 
years of its existence, it was founded in 1882, it has 
collected, and most carefully sifted, a vast mass of 
evidence proving super normal powers in the living, 
proving the return of the so-called dead. It can. 
now be stated that the great scientists who have 
studied these matters are convinced believers, but 
this carries the general public no farther, nor can it 
carry the Society farther. 

The abnormal occurrences in a haunted house are 
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studied by the most competent observers, but all 
they can do is to relat~ what they have seen or heard. 
They cannot lay hold of what they see. They 
cannot account for what they hear. Yet all this 
accumulation of evidence must not be allowed to 
stop and be forgotten. The essential need of a 
satisfactory philosophy of life is some understanding 
of what we caU death, and it is only by a grim deter
mination to keep up continuity that new facts will 
get rooted. Varied interpretations, and refusal to 
see in them sufficient grounds for belief in survival 
must be expected. 

Knowing certain facts to be true, let us learn " to 
labour and to wait," and leave others to frame their 
own theories. In this life it is unlikely that we will 
gain clear theory or understanding. For our reward 
let us be grateful for continual evidence, a~d a 
heightened apprehension of the ineffable mystery 
of life in all its complexity, unity and worth. 

The elusiveness of spirit life was brought pro~i-
nently before me only a few months ago. , 

I was spending ten days in one of my London 
Clubs, and on the second night of my arrival I went 
to bed at half-past nine, intending to read for an 
hour or two before I slept. I arranged the pillows 
high behind my head, t~rned on my reading lamp, 
and sitting up I looked down the bed to the brightly 
burning fire beyond. r 

. In the armchair, drawn up to the cheerful blaze, 
in the chair I had just vacated, sat an old lady. 
Her eyes were turned away from me towards the 
fire, and she gave me the impression of complete 
indifference to my presence. Her period was the 
present. There was nothing of the good old-
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fashioned creepy, crawly, shivery, look over your 
shoulder ghost about this perfectly composed old 
woman. Here:was a contemporary ghost who one 
could imagine looking with cold disdain upon the 
eighteenth and nineteenth century apparition carry
ing its own head, or the lachrymose lady wrapped 
in a winding sheet who wailed adown the draughty 
corridors at .full moon. 

My old lady ghost inspired no physical fear, and I 
began a long and leisurely study of her appearance. 
White hair parted above a wrinkled brow. A small 
shawl thrown over the back of her head, as a protec
tion against draught, I concluded. Thin ·. hands 
with gnarled fingers, clasped on a black stuff dress. 
Insignificant features and a pale, sallow skin. Could 
anyone look more uninteresting, and yet simply 
because .she had passed through a door which I, 
in common with all humanity, must also enter 
sooner or later. I was thrilling with interest ·about 
her. 

I wondered if she was conscious of my presence, 
and I coughed rather loudly to attract her attention. 
There was no response. She sat on, quite quietly 
meditating by the fire. She was so obviously 
thinking that I began to speculate upon the subject 
of her thoughts. Then it came to me that she had 
died very lately in this room, probably in this very 
bed upon which I lay, and she had not yet realised 
that she had passed over. She was resentful over 
something, possibly my presence in her bed, possibly 
because her own people had left her. · 

I often think it is rather hard upon those who have 
passed over to be treated as if they had vanished for 
all eternity to another world. Why. not accept 
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what has been practically proved, and what is 
preached by the Bishop of London, and many 
others that the real man has only cast off his old 
coat and is as vitally alive as ever, and even more 
so; having been relieved of the physical body; and 
that he probably remains for long in, or in the 
vicinity of his old home. 

But to return to my old lady ghost, As I lay 
contemplating her a·great longing came over me to 
touch her. It would be so satisfactory to touch as 
well as see a ghost. Here was an excellent oppor
tunity of making all sorts of tests, for this ghost was 
in no hurry, and the most pronounced sceptic would 
have scoffed at anyone so obvious being called an 
optical delusion. .If she resented my familiarity I 
could apologise. In vain I told myself that it was 
out of the question to treat a total stranger in so 
unceremonious a manner, the longing became too 
strong for me, and I found myself slipping softly out 
of bed. I approached her very diffidently, creeping 
~owards her on bare feet. I gained her side, and just' 
as I was ~bout to stretch out my hand to lay it on 
her shoulder she disappeared. The chair was empty. 
Then I did wonder for a moment if I had been the 
victim of an optical delusion, and I stalked back to 
bed feeling distinctly annoyed. But no sooner di<;l 
I survey again the chair by the fire than I saw quite 
,plainly that its former occupant had returned. Her 
position was slightly different, but there she sat 
as large as life and as plain as a pike staff. Sly 
old ghost J No tests were to be obtained through 
her. 

I suppose that for over an hour I tried to fix my 
attention on my book, but I failed. The fire was 
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beginning to die down, and I began to feel sleepy, so 
finally, with a long, last scrutinizing stare I settled 
down on the pillows and switched off the lights. 
One last peep. In the dyiqg, fitful firelight she was 
almost invisible. Only her face and hands shone 
pale against the surrounding darkness. 

I looked for her again the following night, but she 
never returned whilst I occupied the room. I 
learned that she had passed over ten days previously 
seated in her chair. 

A ghost of this sort would provide no ·evidence 
. worth having for the general public, even had a 

dozen accredited psychical researchers gazed upon 
her for an hour. Of course, I am quite aware how 
many of the greatest in~ellectuals now give testi
mony to the truth of psychic phenomena. Were 
I a disbeliever I should be profoundly impressed by 
the results of their investigations. I would be 
aware that they are the last men to be deluded, but 
the general public is not scientific, and knows little 
or nothing of scientific discovery, therefore I am 
certain personal experience is worth more than all 
else as a means to conviction. The whole trouble is 
that the ghost invariably commands the situation. 
No number of scientists could have hauled my old 
lady ghost before the club committee as evidence of 
survival after death. She would have slipped 
through their fingers as she slipped from under my 
hand. A ghost is a free spirit, free, certainly under 
very wide restrictions. A ghost laughs at lock
smiths, and is at liberty to roam the King's palace 
or the wind-swept street at will. 

Knowledge which seeks to penetrate beyond the 
limits of normal consciousness can only hope to add 
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to its store. by what may be termed Revelation. 
Such revelation is of no value whatever to anyone 
but the recipient. Not only because he has no 
evidence to :;tdduce but his own, but because there 
is no language as yet which is in any way descriptive 
of the finer and higher experiences of super normal . 
conSCIOUSness. 

Lord Herschell said, "The perfect observer will 
have his eyes, as it were, opened that they may be 
struck at once with any occurrence which, according 
to received theories, ought not to happen, for those 
are the facts which serve as clues to new dis~ 
coveries." 

The last fifteen years has brought about a tre
mendous change in the outlook of empirical science. 
That which was once rejected and despised as 
unworthy of serious consideration is now quietly 
accepted. Science has crossed the border and 
entered the. world of spirit. It has been forced over 
by its discoveries, and is now in such a position that 
it must (to be logical), doubt the existence of ether, 
atoms, electrical energy and stay doubting, or it 
must accept the existence of transcendental or 
super-sensible realities. 

The other day I had an interesting experience 
during ~leep. I found myself on the other side 
discuss~ng the structure of the atom with a short, 
dark young man. In the course of conversation 
he remarked: "I was the only chap on earth 
who ever counted the electrons of an atom." 

I expressed the honour I felt at coming across 
so eminent a personage, and soon after woke up 
in bed. I remembered with great vividness my 
interview, I also remembered that 1 ~ had known 
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previously that the electrons of tlie atom had been 
counted just before the war by a young man who 
fell in Gallipoli. So great a genius was far too 
precious to be risked in war, and the Royal Society 
moved to get him back, but too late-a Turkish 
bullet had laid him low. 

Such experiences are far too fragmentary to be of 
any value. The connection or bridge between the 
two planes is wanting. Atoms have to be taken by 
us on trust. It is an underestimate to say there 
are as many atoms in a tumblerful of water as there 
are tumblerfuls of water in the Atlantic. Even 
smaller than the atom is the electron, which, as 
compared in size to the atom is as an inch to the 
mile, yet they have been counted by a man who 
thought it incumbent upon him to fight for his 
country. Such an achievement as this scientific 
discovery makes trivial all psychic phe~omena we 
know of. · 

Scientists have been driven to the certainty that 
in the psychic phenomena brought under their 
notice there is something to be explained and 
investigated. 

The attitude now adopted by those who are keen 
to disprove survival is to attribute to the human 
being powers so stupendous that they stagger the 
most vivid · imagination and stretch credulity to 
breaking point. ' 

Some psychologists tell us that all the evidence 
there is for survival is due to powers eontained in 
the living. Upon the source of those powers, or 
the why or wherefore of those powers, science is 
dumb. It is unaware, or purpos,ely blind to the 
fact that it has succumbed to the power of the 



26 PHANTOMS OF THE DAWN 

Second Coming now upon us, and which may be 
quite simply stated to be the dawning realisation 
of the primitive words : " The Kingdom of Heaven 
is within. Know ye not that your body is the 
temple of the living God.'' 

This new attitude of science has brought about 
a curious alliance with orthodox religion. The 
Church is not yet disposed to ad~it the possibility 
of communion betwixt the quick and the dead. 
Though survival is the foundation of all great 
religions the Church is strongly against any attempt 
to prove it. All psychic phenomena are still, in its 
belief, the work of the evil one, not of" the.Father 
within.'' 

Even those clergy who accept the stat~ment that 
the physical body is the abode of" the living God" 
are indisposed to permit that God to manifest in 
any manner suggestive of unfoldment. Many of 
them therefore stretch out willing hands to those 
scientists who assure us that what man imagines 
to be a Divine unfoldment within him of eternal life 
is nothing higher than his own sub-conscious mind. 

The many whose religious experiences have 
proved to them the living reality of the indwelling 
Presence are quite unmoved by such efforts. An 
enduring and transcendental reality is at work 
within, actively breaking down obstacles, and in 
personal relation with man is aiding the unfold
ment within him of the Divine. 

What is that reality at work within every soul ? 
The Cosmic Christ. 

The indwelling Christ, Who, according to the 
New Testament and the human experience of man 
produces Christian life. 
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Christ in you, the hope of glory. 
I live, and yet no longer I but Christ liveth in me. 
I am again in travail until Christ be formed in you. 
It is God Who worketh in you both to will and to work for 

His good pleasure. 
I am in My Father, and ye in Me and I in you. 
Greater is He that is in you than he that is in the world. 

What is the meaning of those words. The 
Church virtually ignores them. 

Surely we have here the Cosmic Christ as the 
immanent life and truth of all things. 

He has a cosmic significance which goes far be
yond His creative operation in human lives. The 
entire Universe, organic and inorganic, has its 
source in the Cosmic Christ, " Who is the image 
of the invisible God, the first-born of all Creation ; 
for in Him were all things created, in the heavens 
and upon the earth, things visible and things in
visible, whether thrones or dominions or princi
palities or powers; all things have been created 
through Him, and unto Him; and He is before 
all things, and in Him all things consist." 

And what of the physical body ? 
Is it not embosomed in the elements? Is it not 

cast back to them as to a sepulchre ? 
Its environment is the material, and its work to 

present us with experiences, not to experience 
them itself. " Search for Me hidden in your heart," 
says the Mahabharata," the final echo of the great 
doctrine" Brahma, the True God, is you yourself." 

Meanwhile the Mystic, the diligent searcher after 
truth, is content to discard Being for Becoming, 
to remember that St. Paul entreats us to grow up 
into the fulness of His stature and respond to every 
level of human nature. 
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"Be not conformed "to this world; but be ye 
transformed by the renewing of your minds." 

This resounding command gives the everlasting 
lie to the view that a spiritual life is so much gas 
and water laid on to be tapped at convenience. 
One cannot tame or domesticate the super normal. 
The spiritual life is a tremendous adventure, but if 
you prefer, as so many do, to live under an ances
thetic, well, the Church is a very comfortable burial 
ground. 

Growth is a terribly disruptive agency, and the 
unification of body with spirit must have proceeded 
far before it is possible for the body to endure the 
play of the vast Cosmic Life and consciousness of 
the Supreme Eternal God. If we are not yet ready 
for this high and last endeavour 

" . . - . . . . . • If thy thought 
Droops from such a height ; if thou be'st weak to set 

' Body and soul upon Me constantly, 
Despair not 1 Give Me lower service! Seek 
To reach Me_. worshipping with steadfast will." 

To do this is to throw off the lethargic spell of 
habit, to realise that spiritual sustenance can be 
found outside the pale of the churches, to seek 
wherever and whenever one can for some mani
festation of God in dream and~ in vision, and to 
strive to understand the meaning of· what men call 
the Super-normal, the Super-natural. The track 
of the war storm is a blazed trail of blasted hopes. 
The holiest sanctions have been consu.-med, but 
war and peace belong to the eternal _rhythm of 
existence, and evolution with its upward trend, 
is the Master principle of man's nature. He cannot 

I . 
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evade it if he would. He is a pilgrim of the In
finite, and he must be ready in dealing with great 
problems to keep his mind fluid, not fixed. 

Even to those whose minds are fast set in con
crete creeds there is dawning the knowledge, uneasy 
though it be, that 

" Just when we are safest, there's a sunset-touch, 
A fancy from a flower-bell, someone'a death, 
A chorus ending from Euripides-, 
And that's enough for fifty hopes and fears 
As old and new at once aa Nature's self, 
To rap. and knock and enter in our soul." 



CHAPTER II 

INVISIBLE CuRRENTS 

IN this lovely, sleepy Devonshire town strange 
happenings are taking place. An underground 
spiritual swell is heaving, and unknown airs are 
blown from unseen, far off shores. The . earth is 
starred with primro~es, the exquisite scent of the 
white violet fills the lanes. Few echoes from the 
restless war-racked world l trouble this fair and 
serene place ; whose magic of colour remembrance 
brings ever back in dreams. · 

We look upon a land-locked bay, but the great 
ocean is very near. The limitless ocean of infinite 
force emanating from eternal thought is moving 
over the face of life's waters. Invisible currents 
are flowing strong, and bearing on their breast a 
human burden. 

Countless people are seeking a way out of the 
fretful fever of their external life. Their hectic; 
feverish course has failed to satisfy them. 

They realise that they have been living on the 
frothy surface. Now they long to harmonise the 
thought life, and seek truth for truth's sake at the 
call of spirit. 

Scarce a day passes without some communication; 
either by visit or letter, telling us of startling and 
wonderful happenings. What is so profoundly 
interesting is this. The phenomena are taking 

30 
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place in the business community of the town. 
Amongst hard-headed, practical business men, to 
whom such occurrences are stunning and amazing 
beyond ·words. 

We feel that those glimpses into the unseen are 
very so,emn and awe-inspiring events. It is not 
strange to us that for a time the seer is thrown off 
his balance. Though lip service is freely given to 
human survival we have always realised, through 
our intercourse with others, that actual belief in 
the immortality of the soul is confined to the very 
few. 

Suddenly to know that it is true is a shattering 
experience. Suddenly to discover that we are not 
walled off from other realms, that no unspanable 
chasm separates us from the higher spheres of being 
which exist in the unseen, that an immortal soul 
can communicate with mortal man! 

What a revelation is this to the ordinary, respect
able citizen who fills a seat every Sunday in church, 
and sums up his weekly business in that peaceful 
interlude. 

The man who touches Reality is filled with an 
awe that solemnises and liberalises all his being, 
for no matter , who the experient is he has now 
material for religious certitude more valuable than 
any intellectual reasoning can afford. 

Sometimes I am rung up and asked by a business 
man who is unknown to me if I would kindly grant 
him half-an-hour's private conversation. Some
times the request comes by letter. I know what 
this means before his arrival, and I also know 
exactly how he will begin and what he has come 
to say. 
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" I hope you'll forgive my ttoubling you, but I've 
always heard, and I gather by your books, that 
you know about the queer things that happen to 
some people. I felt I must tell someone of the 
extraordinary experience I haye had. It has quite 
unhinged :qte, but I felt that you -would under
stand.'' 

The speaker is generally very nervous and agi
tated, but on being assured that both I and my 
husband know the reality of those queer things far 
too well to laugh, or treat them lightly, he begins 
his recital in profound earnestness. 

He throws off. the protective mask in which he 
entered, and proceeds to lay bare very sacred 
moments of his life. He sees the force of a great 
event-for, indeed, incarnate spirit to meet with 
discarnate spirit is a very great event-a spiritual 
thing he believed to be, but imagination has come 
to expression. . 

We listen iri absolute sympathy and gladness, 
for we recognise that he has f-ound a path leading 
to that spiritual atmosphere of the world which 
breathes Itself through any door ajar. 

Oh ! the _wide diversity of those phsychic haf,
penings, and the wonder of them ; and the unlike y 
people who experience them ! 

I am the South Devon repository, and into my 
ear they are all poured in a most confusing 
jumble. 

It often occurs to me how interesting the situation 
would become in this town and district if I were at 
liberty to give away all the secrets I possess. How 
absolutely amazed many of the leading citizens 
would be if they could only know how many seers 

. .. 
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there are amongst them, with whom they rub 
shoulders daily. 

Last week I overheard, in a large shop, the part
owner warning a customer against spiritualism. I 
asked him afterwards why he did so. He was a 
man who, quite alone, had gone through wonderful 
experiences. His reply was, 

" If she had experiences like I have had her brain 
wouldn't stand it. Spiritualism might break her." 

Who knows ? Perhaps he was right. 
Of course this mass of revelation is not confined 

to Devonshire, it is to be found everywhere now. 
The people need a recognised centre to which they 
can come, for many need guidance and explanations. 
I know some confide in the leaders of the spiritualist 
church. I know none who confide in their parsons. 
Several times I have suggested that they should do 
so. The answer is always the same. 

" It would be no use. They wouldn't under
stand." 

Is there not something wrong here? Why is it 
that the clergy stand right outside this great wave 
of spiritual revelation ? It is bound to react 
tremendously on the religious id~as of the time, 
and surely those revelations of a life lived beyond 
the grave would be of interest to them. 

It is one of the hardest tasks for the thinker to 
hold on to the church. Its indifference seems so 
cruel. 

Everyone is agreed that at the present time a 
wave of cruelty is' sweeping over the world. The 
magistrates are blamed for their miserably inade
quate sentences. The church is silent. Yet this 
moral hideousness surely concerns it ? 

c 



34 PHANTOMS OF THE DAWN 

With such a magnificent organisation, and the 
means of reaching millions of ears, it does nothing. 
It is terrible to think what it might do to form 
public opinion upon the horrors of cruelty. It 
remains silent. 

I know that there are a few splendid men who, 
in defiance of their bishops, do wonders. But 
think what it would mean if the Church en masse 
suddenly became alive for even one week, and from 
every pulpit in the kingdom thundered forth 
denunciations against those who cruelly ill-use 
defenceless little children and animals. 

A man standing for Parliament can ensure his 
message reaching every house in a great con
stituency. Think what it would mean if every 
church would copy for one week an electioneering 
campaign, hold outdoor and indoor meetings and 
carry its message into every home. 

I attended a great meeting in London organised 
by the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty 
to Animals, and a man in the audience sug
gested seeking help from the Church. The reply 
was: 

"Quite useless. Once a year they put up a dud 
in the pulpit to preach kindness to animals to a 
congregation that wouldn't hurt a fly." 

Nothing will make me believe that any clergyman 
holds that the Almighty is indifferent to the cruelty 
practised in vivisection upon His helpless creatures. 
This abomination is said to be in the cause of 
science. What a travesty on what is called faith! 
The Duchess of Hamilton in one of her books says: 
"It is really amazing that any human being claim
ing to be a Christian should, through indifference 

·. 
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or doubt, hesitate to condemn an organised system 
of torture on whatever plea it is instituted.'' 

What horrible hypocrisy to preach faith i_n God 
whilst supporting or failing to denounce vivisection ! 

How can any clergyman pray for the sick knowing 
what is being done in the laboratories ? 

Upon whom does the faith of the Church really 
rest ? 

Upon The Almighty, or upon the vivisectors ? 
I am quite sure that the church knows quite 

clearly that cruelty to God's creatures, in any cause, 
is a deadly sin. Then why does it not, as one man, 

·denounce it ? 
Many times, when working in the cause of ani

mals, I have been met with the retort : 
"The church doesn't denounce vivisection, why 

should you ? " 
I reply: " Because the Church is a miserable, 

contemptible coward, is that a reason why I should 
be the same ? " 

I always feel afterwards how th~nkful I ought 
to be that I am not a bishop. I have numerous 
undischarged duties on my own shoulders. I should 
sink, crushed under the burden of the many ig~ored 
responsibilities resting upon the shoulders of the 
" lawn sleeves." 

The appalling moral cowardice of the Church 
turns the thinker sick with a profound regret. 

The most glorious opportunity in the whole world 
is utterly thrown away. 

I am constantly asked by young mothers what 
religion they ought to teach their children. They 
will have nothing to do with the Old Testament or 
the Church. 
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The reason they give is that the Church is useless 
for the formation of character and the big things of 
life. They say the boy scouts get a better moral 
training. They are taught kindness, helpfulness 
and God in nature. 

The silence of the clergy upon the crying evils of 
this world is alienating all the young parents, and 
naturally so. I sometimes wonder who is to fill 
the churches when this generation passes away. 

Wandering from one reformer to another, from 
one lecture hall to another, one is struck by the 
hopeless attitude adopted towards the Church. 

"They won't touch it. No use asking the 
clergy," is the cynical, invariable retort, yet these 
reformers are struggling against crying sins ! If 
sin be not the subject the Church ought to deal with, 
then what is their subject ? I suppose it is a vain 
question. 

I always remind those young mothers that the 
Church holds one priceless tradition. 

The Sacrament of The Eucharist. 
However dead to this world the Church may be, 

there is life there. Outside the precincts men strive 
after the living Christ they cannot find within, but 
" Do this in remembrance of Me " is an admonition 
never to be forgotten. 

One day a man came to me to discuss his mental 
condition. He was very much disturbed and had 
no one but me-a total stranger-. to turn to. 

He told me that every night before sleeping he 
sat up in bed to say his prayers. Beside the bed 
stood a table with various articles upon it. Books, 
a clock, pencils, a pipe and tobacco, etc. His 
attention was attracted by movement on the table. 
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At first he thought it was a mouse wandering about, 
but an electric lamp stood on the table, and there 
were no signs of mice to be seen in the bright light. 

Whilst he watched the table he saw a newspaper 
partially open out, and" tings" came on the metal 
column of the lamp, as if someone flicked it with the 
finger nail. Once he heard a sound and glanced 
round just in time to see a pencil moving. 

An ignorant person would have laughed at this, 
and bidden him go home and consult a doctor. 
Ignorant as I am, I was not so ignorant as that. I 
told him that in my humble opinion someone on 
the other side wished to say something to him of 
importance. Could he think of anyone lately dead 
who might desire to communicate with him. 

He smiled wryly. Certainly there was someone 
lately dead, but he would be the last to wish to 
speak to him. They were enemies. 

I replied that probably that was the very reason 
why communication was desired, and the spirit 
ought to be given a chance to sf,eak. 

My distressed friend went sad y away saying he 
did not believe in spiritualism. 

I saw nothing of him for three weeks, then he 
returned. The bedside disturbances were worse 
than ever. What should he do. He was willing 
to try anything. I showed him how to use au to
rna tic writing, and explained the attitude of mind 
he must try to maintain. Once more he departed. 

I had forgotten all about him when he turned 
up again. The world was revolutionised for him. 

He had discovered by automatic writing, the 
means by which he had been defrauded out of a sum 
of money, and better still, he had been told how he 
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could regain this money. He had succeeded all 
along the line. His dead enemy was sufficiently 
alive on the other side to repent, and persevere till 
he gained the attention of the man he had injured. 
Luckily I was at hand to erect the bridge. 

I ~o not even know this man's name, and I never 
questioned him. He invariably approached me 
whilst I was on public work. 

This incident gave me a lesson others might 
benefit by. The most trivial little unaccountable 
sounds and signs ought to be noted, and not treated 
as negligible. They may lead to big results. 

Psychic experiences come to the most unexpect
ant people like a thief in the night. There is a story 
told by the present Earl of Warwick in his " mem
ories of Sixty Years," which I think exemplifies 
this fact better than any I have ever read. He has 
kindly given me permission to reproduce it. • 

" Like many other very old houses, Warwick 
Castle is said to be haunted, but for reasons that 
are doubtless perfectly satisfactory, no ghost has 
ever honoured me with a visit. My mother used to 
hear strange and uncanny noises ; I never succeeded 
in doing as much as that. Archdeacon Colley, who 
was so well known in Africa, came to the Castle 
several tim<ts, and held seances in the oak bedroom, 
a dark and rather gloomy chamber in the same 
corridor as my own room. H~ brought a medium 
from Birmingham, and I believe they raised, or saw, 
a little girl carrying flowers. I can only hope they 
were satisfied. The Archdeacon was by way of 
being on intimate terms with spirits, and would 
show me photographs of people with vague and 
shadowy forms in the background. I, ~ke the 

•-Since these lines were written Lord Warwick has passed over. 
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sacristan in the 'lngoldsby Legends,' 'spoke no 
word to indicate a doubt.' Indeed, I have often 
thought how interesting it would be to invite Sir 
Oliver Lodge over, or other sympathiser of equal 
eminence, if such there be, and ask him if he could 
establish communion with some of the great figures 
that have stayed in the Castle in the intervals of 
making English history. 

" The Castle, though the town of Warwick lies 
by its side, is very quiet at night. No sounds were 
audible until, in the past few years, express trains 
passed in the distance over the Great Western and 
North Western lines. Every sound seems to have 
something akin to the quality of surprise, and 
undoubtedly some that are due to perfectly natural 
causes have been misinterpreted. I remember the 
mysterious rapping in Guy's Tower that was attri
buted to ghosts, until somebody had a brain-wave 
and discovered that it was due to the rapping of the 
halyard cord against the flagstaff ! They say that 
at midnight a lady rides through the State Rooms 
on a white horse, while in the courtyard may be seen 
the ghost of the Dun Cow that Guy, Earl of War
wick, killed on Dunsmore Heath. There is an old 
book dealing with his many adventures, but I have 
been unable to learn from it why the ghost of the 
cow should still parade the courtyard. There is 
said to be another apparition in the form of an old 
woman who walks along the corridors by day. My 
wife has seen her twice. She moves slowly and 
with averted face, silent and intangible-she is 
gone almost as soon as seen. 

"A couple of monkeys which my parents kept 
by the side gates increased the rumours of ghosts. 
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One used to drag his chain at all hours of the day 
and night. Finally he broke it, and made his way 
into the town, to slip down the chimney of an old 
schoolmaster's hous~and appear in the sitting-room 
before the greatly startled pedagogue and his still 
more frightened wife. 

"My father, though a very delicate man and 
much confined to the Castle when his health per
mitted him to stay there, never saw any apparitions 
of any kind and was decidedly sceptical. But once 
when he was away from Warwick, staying for his 
health in furnished rooms at St. Leonards-on-Sea, 
he had a very curious experience, and one that 
affected him considerably. He had gone to sleep 
one night rather early, and awakened at midnight 
to find a soft mysterious light in the room; a per
vasive glow that seemed to come from nowhere, 
and to embrace everything. It lit the end of his 
bed, where there was a skeleton figure partly draped 
with· a red scarf and holding what looked like a 
javelin. As my father gazed, the figure poised and 
threw the javelin. It passed through the wall 
above my father's head. Then the glow faded, and 
he fell at once into a deep sleep until his valet 
arrived to draw his blind and bring his hot water. 
He noticed at once that the man was looking very 
perturbed, and asked him what was the matter. 
' Something very sad, my Lord,' was the reply. 
'The landlady's daughter, a young girl who sleeps 
in the room next to this, died suddenly in the 
night.' To me the special interest of this strange 
story, which I had from my father's lips, lies in his 
eminently practical nature and mind. He had no 
fancies, he would not have permitted himself to 
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indulge in any; sane, sober and serious, the super
natural had no hold on him, and yet, while the 
haunted Castle could tell him nothing, he had this 
strange and inexplicable experience in rooms at 
the seaside. I have learned to believe that if you 
are susceptible to influences and manifestations 
Warwick Castle can supply all you need, while 
if you are not responsive, you can pass the quietest 
of days and nights even in the oak bedroom that 
spirits are said to favour. My own inability to see 
things has occasioned me no regret." · 

What must have been Lord Warwick's amaze
ment that night when he looked upon his grim 
visitor ? 

I, who have lived all my life in touch with the 
spirit world, can imagine and enter in to the stunning 
revelation it must be to the normal man of the world 
to have his first psychic experience. To learn that 
what he has formerly laughed at and declared to be 
-nonsense happens to be actually a fact in nature 
that has come to him in such a guise that he is 
forced to look upon it full in the face. · 

" I thought all that sort of thing was only 
imagination," many of my confidants say. 

" Imagination." No other word has passed 
through such a complete metamorphosis in my time. 
Formerly, and still to a certain extent, it was used 
as descriptive of delusion, or as a polite substitute 
for the word falsehood. 

The place of imagination in the history of the 
human race has still to be written. It will not be 
an easy essay to write, since, like the air we breathe 
it supports the whole structure of our mental being. 
A beginning has, however, been made, and imag-
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ination is now given a high place amongst the 
creative and interpretative functions of the mind. 
Some scientists speak of it as" The creative princi
ple in nature," and Douglas Fawcett claims for it 
the whole work of creative activity throughout 
cosmos. Most of the great discoveries, before they 
saw objective reality, were imagined, and did not 
Ruskin say: "The power of imagination ... 
is not a morbid faculty to be played with, but the 
healthiest and highest of all human faculties, to be 
most solemnly cultivated." 

" They would only say I imagined it. Don't 
tell anyone," is a common remark I very often 
hear. 

Then I try to explain the real meaning of the word 
according to science. 

Those recipients of abnormal manifestations take 
them very differently. This morning I have been 
listening to the previous night's experiences of two 
prominent, practical business men. They both 
said to me: I 

"I am ready to go before a magistrate and swear 
upon the Bible, and before Almighty God that those 
happenings had nothing to do with human 
agency." 

They are filled with moral courage, and speak 
everywhere of their experiences. They are tre
mendously uplifted and deeply serious. They 
are masters of the situation because 

They know. 

It will be some days before business gets hold of 
them again, and I try to exert a calming influence. 
Business must be carried on. They must learn, 
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as I have, to lead the two lives. It can be 
done. 

If a man leads a clean, decent life of hard work 
his psychic life can be a great help to him. It will 
assist him to realise the immanence of the Divine 
Presence, and live in tune with the Infinite. He 
will henceforth know that God is and that material 
man is not all there is. 

Another business man who has been receiving 
visits from a brother who passed over a year ago 
is full of fear lest others may discover his secret. 
He dreads ridicule. He cannot grasp the fact that 
countless others have had a like experience. He 
was half dead with fear when his brother first stood 
before him. 

I asked him if he was afraid of his brother in this 
life ? 

He stared in amazement. 
"Why! we were the greatest friends," he cried. 
" Then," I quietly asked, " what has your 

brother done since to cause you to fear him now ? " 
He thought a moment then said: . "I suppose 

it is because I ~now it is his spirit that now appears." 
'' But," I insistently argued, " what was it but 

this self-same spirit that appeared to you during 
his earthly life ? What are we all ? Simply spirit 
robed in flesh and clothes. The real breathing, 
thinking, speaking man is neither the flesh, nor the 
outer garments. That surely became obvious to 
you at the hour of his passing. What was left on 
the bed ? The flesh and clothes could neither 
breathe, think or speak, because the spirit, the real 
man, had abandoned the body. Why fear this self
same spirit now l Try to believe that St. Paul's 
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words were true when he said : ' There is but one 
body and one spirit ... one God and Father of all, 
Who rules over all, acts through all, and dwells in 
all.' (Weymouth's translation.) Try to realise 
that death is nothing more than the passing through 
a doorway into another sphere, interpenetrating 
ours and resembling it very closely. You never 
barred the door against your brother in this life. 
Why shut him out now ? " 

One hopes that such simple arguments sink in 
and that they give confidence and relief, and some
times my husband comes in to add assurance, and 
the weight of his old experience. In reality it is 
all so very simple, so very natural, that one tries 
to divest such happenings of the abnormal atmos
phere the seer wraps around them. 

Women are less apt to come in contact with the 
unseen, and I attribute this to the severe hardening 
process they went through during the war. I do 
not mean that women are less interested than men 
in psychic phenomena, but they have far fewer 
expenences. 

Women are distinctly more revengeful towards 
our former enemies than are the men who fought 
against them, and a lingering desire for revenge is, of 
course, fatal to spiritual development. 

The sudden leap of women into liberty, with no 
previous preparation, has produced a crude mater
ialism, which for the time being has eclipsed much 
of their former spirituality. Were another war to 
threaten the opposition to it would be more male 
than female. 

Despite all women lost in the war they are not 
yet sufficiently attuned to their new position, nor 
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balanced enough to realise war's barbarities. Many 
of them are ready for what Herbert Spencer called 
" rcbarbarisation." They have imbibed too much 
German Kultur. Time will evolve in them higher 
instincts, meanwhile the van of spiritual develop
ment carries mainly the male sex. 

Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, the great apostle of 
spiritualism has just been lecturing here to a massed 
and profoundly interested audience. I had heard 
that he had become absurdly credulous. I did 
not find him so. I found him convinced of sur
vival, and the possibility of communication with the 
discarnate, but fully alive to the frequent existence 
of fraud. The Mayor of Torquay, Mr. Iredale, took 
the chair, though he is not a spiritualist. It was 
a tribute to Sir Arthur's literary career, and a fine 
demonstration of the true civic spirit all prominent 
public men ought to display in their dealings with 
the People. 

On the following day we held a Seance in our 
house, and I much regretted that all present were 
convinced believers, and no one was present to 
convert. 

The medium, unpaid, was a Welshman named 
Evan Powell, who is said to be the greatest material
ising medium in Great Britain. He began life as a 
pit boy in his native town of Merthyr, and a year 
ago, at the age of forty-one he established himself 
with his wife in Paignton and opened a coal busi
ness. Health necessitated this change, and he is 
still delicate. 

His personality is extremely sympathetic and 
absolutely simple. One only realises his depth 
when he stands up to address an audience with a 
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flow of picturesque and mystic eloquence which is 
beautiful. Instinctively one feels his honesty, it is 
very transparent. His boyish figure and fair face 
cause him to look younger than his years. It is 
always a great pleasure to us to welcome him to our 
house, even if our conversation rises to no higher 
plane than coal. He has known poverty, and it has 
softened him towards those in trouble now. There 
is a beautiful quality of soul in him that we gladly 
recognise and honour. 

Our little party consisted of my husband and 
myself, Sir Arthur and Lady Conan Doyle, and a 
friend of ours whom I will call Mr. Clark. A man 
who has travelled widely, is a great classical scholar, 
and a churchman. Six persons in all. 

During tea the medium began to give evidence 
of his powers. He was seated on my left at the 
dining-room table, and began a conversation with 
a spirit, unsfen by us, who hovered in the back
ground. 

Evan Powell described him as an old man clad 
in a dressing gown, and wearing a white muffier 
round his . neck. His face was long and pale, and 
his hair white and straggling. 

He stated that he was American, that he had 
passed over many years ago, but aad developed a 
strong interest in me. 

We tried to find out something more definite, 
but all we at first gathered was that he had been 
connected with literature and the name" Horace." 

We could not place him at all, but as tea pro
ceeded this spirit became more insistent, and con
veyed to us through the medium that he had 
founded a weekly newspaper, a copy of which was 
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actually in the house, and that his portrait and full 
name would be found within it. 

The size of the paper was somewhat similar to 
The Graphic. 

At first this absolutely puzzled me, but later on, 
I suddenly thought of The Saturday Evening Post, 
an American paper with a huge circulation, to which 
we subscribe, but of its founder I knew nothing and 
perhaps cared less. I was aware that. the last issue 
was in the drawing-room. I had not yet opened it, 
but I knew exactly where it lay under a pile of other 
papers on a stool behind a chair. 

It is quite certain that the medium had no per
sonal knowledge of this newspaper being in the 
house. He had no chance of going near the spot 
where it lay, and we were having tea in the dining
room. However, I said nothing regarding its 
existence at the moment, and we adjourned to the 
billiard-room, where we proposed to "sit." 

I then went alone to the drawing-room and hunted 
up The Saturday Evening Post, carrying it straight 
to Evan Powell. We turned over its pages of 
advertisements until we came to the beginning of 
the subject matter, and there on the top of page 
twenty-two was a small engraving, about the size 
of half~a-crown, of an old man with a long white 
face and wearing a muffier. Below was written 

" Founded A.D. 1728." 

Printed beneath was the name, 

"George Horace Lorimer, present editor." 

An extremely interesting seance then took place, 
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and lasted about an hour and a half. We left the 
arrangements entirely to Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, 
and he deputed my husband and Mr. Clark to tie 
up the medium. Evan Powell insisted upon this 
work being thoroughly done, saying: 

"This is far too serious a matter to trifle with, and 
there is no knowing what I might do whilst under 
control if I were not securely fastened." 

After being bound, arms and legs to a chair, and 
cotton thread stretched between his thumbs, the 
chair was securely fastened to a pillar against which 
it was placed. The curtains were then drawn and 
we sat round in a circle holding hands. 

The details were very similar to those met with 
in other genuine seances, the "control" was Evan 
Powell's own familiar" Black Hawk"; the spirits 
who came to converse with us would have no interest 
for the general public. There were, however, two 
points of great interest to me and Mr. Clark, as they 
were different from all our former experiences. We 
both very distinctly saw a dark human form pass 
several times across the light of the evening sky; 
it was nearly full moon above the drawn curtains. 
They were drawn across, not round a wide bay 
window, and above the pole there was a strip of sky 
visible about a foot deep and twelve feet wide. This 
window lay about ten feet to the rear of the 
medium's chair. 

This human figure moved right up under the 
ceiling, it was not on the floor. 

Another interesting detail was that whilst some 
bells were ringing, and touching Mr. Clark, who sat 
far out of reach of the medium, some spirit got 
behind my chair in a position no human being could 
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have reached, and whilst whispering in my ear kept 
patting my back as if to tranquilise me. 

Whilst this was going on in the circle the deep 
heavy breathing of the medium could plainly be 
heard from the chair tied to the pillar, and Sir Arthur 
began a quiet conversation with his son, who after
wards came and thanked us for permitting him to 
meet his father. Lady Doyle also held converse 
with someone unknown to us, and we all heard a 
kiss exchanged. 

The value of this seance lay in the fact, to which 
we all adhere, that certain phenomena took place 
which were outside the possibility of human agency. 
It is extremely satisfactory to me, a humble student 
and investigator, to be backed up by Professor 
Richet, a French scientist of European reputation. 
In his new great book, " Thirty Years of Psychical 
Research," the great physiologist emphatically 
pronounces to be proven fact the three leading 
phenomena for whose reality Spiritualists have 
stood for seventy years. Clairvoyance and Mater
ialisations. 

Professor Richet declares that he has seen a 
woman appear as an actual reality from the body of 
a seated medium. That limbs and bodies are 
shaped from the mysterious emanation or exudation 
that scientists term" ectoplasm "-a "stuff" that 
is actually seen coming out of the medium's body. 
Richet has been through the same experience I have 
just described as happening to myself. He has felt 
a hand stroke his face and his shoulders when no 
hand was visible. 

He says "an immense step forward has been 
made. It has been proved that a whole world of 

D 
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powers, sometimes accessible, vibrates around us. 
We cannot even suspect the nature of these powers. 
We can only see their effects. These effects are, 
however, so real that we can assert the reality of 
the forces." 

Richet goes on to suggest the boundless world 
awaiting exploration. 

"That a mechanical energy of an unknown kind 
should emanate from the human body and move a 
table or shake a piece of board is not entirely incom
prehensible, but that this force should produce 
word-making sound, lights, and living human 
forms-this, indeed, goes beyond all our concep
tions of the possible ! A warm and living hand, a 
mouth that speaks, eyes that see, and thought that 
thrills like those of a human being, these are 
phenomena that put us to utter confusion." 

They are indeed confusing, and whilst affirming 
these phenomena to be proven facts, Richet does 
not attempt to ·explain them. 

In our present ·state of ignorance they are 
inexplicable. 

Spiritualism is in its infancy. It is crude and 
embryonic as the beginnings of all great movements 
must necessarily be, but one could not feel towards 
this seance of ours as Hume felt fowards the 
theories of Berkeley when he said: "They admit 
of no answer but produce no conviction." How 
is it all done, even if one is forced to affirm that the 
agency is spiritual? How can a spirit carry about 
a bunch of bells and produce floating lights, and 
stroke our knees, hands and shoulders ? We don't 
know. There is no subject upon which we are more 
ignorant. 

../ 
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We are quite aware that clever conjurers can 
produce like phenomena, provided that they are 
equipped with their own paraphernalia. In this 
case there was no paraphernalia. 

We were in our own room. Our feet rested on a 
parquet floor, over which no human being could 
have moved without sound. The medium wore 
stout walking boots. From first to last there was 
not the faintest echo of a footfall. My feet were 
stretched out in front of me. Nothing touched 
them, though my knees were often patted. A being 
came to my side and behind me, touched me firmly, 
and whispered in a space not wider than two inches, 
where no human body could possibly be. Invisible 
hands, and utterly silent feet, carried a bunch of 
ringing bells far out of the medium's, reach, and 
lights about the size of sunflowers floated above us, 
drifted away out of the circle, and vanished in a 
spot we, who knew the room, could clearly locate. 
Attached to one of those lights we saw a mass of 
ectoplasm. 

Ectoplasm is substance of materialisation which 
exudes from the body of the medium. It has been 
so called by the French scientists. Gustave Geley 
says : "We have seen these representations dis
appear, melt into the original substance, and be 
re-absorbed into the body of the medium." 

I am of the opinion that true revelation comes 
interiorly, and that no outward signs and wonders 
can provide that certainty which comes to the 
inspired mind. Plotinus says: "To attempt to 
grasp the Infinite by reason is futile, it can only be 
known in immediate presence." 

What constitutes a medium l I doubt if anyone 
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can answer that question satisfactorily. What 
is the real nature of the "control ? " who uses the 
medium's body to speak through him .and bring 
together living persons and their friends who have 
passed over? We do not know. 

A priest is a medium, an interpreter of divine 
things, yet his office cannot be said to be a pro
fessional monopoly. Like genius it evades defin
ition and is not transmissible, or coercible by 
ceremonial means, for it is certainly true that the 
spirit moveth where it listeth. 

When the medium is entranced the "control" 
acts and speaks as an entity quite separate and 
distinct from him. All well-known mediums have 
their own "controls" as permanent companions, 
and it seems probable that such entities during 
earth life were deeply immersed in furthering com
munication betwixt the quick and the dead, and on 
passing over hastened to establish a fresh con
nection. Those interested in spiritualism who are 
now on earth are ever in search of mediums. 
Probably those of a like mind on the other side are 
engaged in a similar quest. 

A good medium is very hard to find, as the scien
tists retain them all. Evan Powell could make a 
very substantial income if money was his object 
in life. 

Many years ago a well-known writer discussing 
the evidence for spiritualism, said : 

" If religion is to depend on external evidence, 
then there can never be a religion for the most 
educated men." 

I had not met Lady Conan Doyle before. I 
found ~er a most charming woman. Very attrac-
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tive to look upon, perfectly simple, despite unusual 
intelligence, and obviously an ideal mate for her 
illustrious husband. 

They both believe that the paramount need of 
the world to-day is a clear demonstration of survival 
after death and the persistence of individuality. 
To this noble objective they propose to dedicate 
their lives. Travelling far and wide over the earth 
they carry the light and the truth to all who have 
ears to hear and eyes to see. 

There are numberless avenues leading up to the 
one truth and doubtless spiritualism is one of them. 

"On whatsoever road a man approaches Me, on 
that road do I welcome him, for all roads are 
Mine." 

Up this avenue an ever increasing throng is 
wending its way. The largest body of Spiritualists 
in Great Britain is the Spiritualists' National Union, 
operating mainly in the Midlands and Northern 
counties of England. It unifies and concentrates 
the working of some three hundred and seventy 
societies throughout the country, with a member
ship in round numbers of thirty thousand. This 
is excluding a vast number of independent societies, 
and investigating groups, also the countless private 
circles that, having established perfect conditions, 
keep religiously to themselves. For the younger 
generation there is a Lyceum Union. It represents 
two hundred and forty Lyceums with a membership 
of some thirty thousand young people. In London, 
Spiritualism is represented by the London Spirit
ualist Alliance Limited, founded in 1884. 

Further, distinguished men have popularized 
Spiritualism. It is no longer mainly a trade pur-
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sued by the charlatan; it is the creed of honest 
men and women, taught by responsible scientists. 

It was inevitable that the presence in their midst 
of so powerful a medium as Evan Powell should give 
Spiritualism a great impetus in Paignton, but it was 
something of a stronghold before his arrival. A 
very pretty church has been erected on the high 
road, and very shortly it will have to be consider
ably enlarged as a crowd fails to gain admittance on 
Sunday evenings. 

The teaching given is the Christianity of the 
Living Christ. The prayers are beautiful, and 
touch human life at all points, and the atmosphere 
is deeply reverent. ., 

I know that there is a belief in some minds that 
Spiritualists are not Christians. A greater mistake 
was never made. The same delusion exists regard
ing Theosophy, yet no one can be a real Theosophist 
who fails to accept the divinity of Christ. 

Opponents of Spiritualism invariably state that 
all communicating entities are evil and ought not 
to be encouraged. 

As" evil communication corrupts good manners," 
it would be well if such objectors were as careful 
to avoid evil spirits here as in the hereafter. 

The Bible warns us to "try the spirits," and 
certainly there must be numerous evil and hostile 
spirits on the other side who have passed over from 
this earth. 

I have always held that the powers of good are 
immeasurably stronger than the powers of evil, 
and I have never turned away from any spirit, good 
or bad, whether in the flesh, or out of the flesh. 
Certainly there are quite as many silly, trivial spirits 
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on the other side as there are on this, but that is 
simply in the nature of things. How could it be 
otherwise ? A vast number of imposters have 
left this earth to go elsewhere, and we are probably 
more easily imposed upon than their new acquaint
ances. 

The early Christians believed that they and their 
contemporaries lived amid a teeming mass of in
visible spirits, mostly evil. Those malignant powers 
were held responsible for the various ills of human 
life. Now, we do realise more clearly that our 
troubles are mostly of our own making, and that 
to .walk "in tune with the Infinite" is to be happy, 
prosperous .and well. We see that 

" There is so much good in the worst of us, 
And so much bad in the best of us, 
That it ill becomes anyone of us 
To look down on the rest of us." 

If there is any truth in the statement that" there 
is a spirit in man which inhabits eternity, and death 
doth not touch it at all," then, surely the sooner 
humanity here and humanity over the border come 
together and co-operate for the benefit of mankind 
the better. It is dawning upon us that all mankind 
is really one. All the Scriptures of the world have 
but one meaning, and one service to bring to man
the Law of Immortal Life. 

"There is one body, and one spirit, even as ye 
are called in one hope of your calling ; one Lord, 
one faith, one baptism, one God and Father of all, 
Who is a hove all, and through all, and in you all." 
The people know this now, and they claim the 
religion of the spirit-of inwardness and freedom-
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in opposition to the religion of authority. Nothing 
but this spirit of freedom and vital co-operation 
of man in God and God in man will ever solve the 
unsolved problems of crime, vice, poverty, prosti
tution, sleep and death. 

We have all a common task. What finally rules ? 
The answer which a man gives to this challenge will 
depend upon the extent of his confidence in the 
vitality of goodness, upon the measure in which he 
himself is good or eviL As he shapes his response 
he further shapes himself. 

Spiritualism can never be repressed or sup
pressed, for love was its discoverer, and love will 
keep it alive. 

All great discov~ries arise through the passionate 
concentration of the whole life upon one particular 
flame that has kindled the imagination. The 
fervent love of the one left behind seeks to bridge 
the gulf, believing that beyond there is a reciprocal 
watching, waiting, longing to find some mode of 
communicating, to discover some rent in the 
thinning veil. 

A friend who has just lost wife and mother in the 
space of a fortnight told me that his wife's death 
was kept most carefully from his mother. Yet, just 
as she was passing over the old lady cried out," Ah! 
Dora, you have come to fetch me." Does that not 
look as if the wife on the other side had been 
watching and waiting ? 

Such incidents are very, very common; too 
common and well authenticated to be any longer 
relegated to " superstitious nonsense." 

Who shall now deny that the quick and' the dead 
can communicate if thev choose? The church 

~ 
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may condemn, and brand the Spiritualist with the 
heretic, but all one can say-in pity-is-so much 
the worse for the Church. No one who hears will 
care. The time is passed for that. 

Who shall set a limit to that holiest passion 
betwixt souls-love ? 

"For love is of God and everyone that loveth 
is born of God and knoweth God." 



CHAPTER III 

SPIRITUALISM. To WHAT END? 

" Those who know the Voice of the Living God in the Living 
Son of present Revelation can never more become the followers 
of any Man." 

To what end is all this vast wave of Spiritualism 
tending? 

There is one stupendous result which is rapidly 
approaching, which may be said to be practically 
in sight. 

Spiritualism is now the only means by which 
men and women, who have not the power to 
develop the Manifest through the U nmanifest, and 
who are anxious to prove survival after death, can 
do so to their own personal satisfaction. 

It cannot be denied that religious teaching has 
absolutely failed to accomplish this prodigious 
result. Eternal life cannot be expressed in any 
teaching concerning it. If one could gain eternity 
through any one man then that man would be to 
us as God. 

"And this is life eternal, that they might know 
Thee, the only true God, and Jesus Christ Whom 
Thou hast sent." 

How are we to gain this knowledge ? How can 
we arrive at the realisation of the Unmanifest
the Very God ? 
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It can be done, but not through another, nor 
through any teaching. It must be gained through 
personal experience, and knowledge in the self. 
Not in one vision, nor in scattered experiences can 
one know it, but through much patient, continuous 
seeking to know, and then comes another hard task 
-to form the perfect fellowship of the heavenly 
and earthly life. 

At our present stage of evolution this cannot be 
the way for all. The way of interior unfoldment is 
too suede for the mass of men. Why seek to debar 
them from drawing inspiration from dear com
rades left behind in Flanders, in Artois, and in 
Picardy? 

We can see quite clearly that the failure to fill 
the churches arises from the fact that the majority 
learn nothing in them, and find no satisfaction in 
public worship. 

One cannot draw any. satisfaction from the 
few clergy who attract vast congregations. 
They accomplish this feat easily by their unique 
persona1i ties. 

Men like Studdert Kennedy, Vale Owen, and 
Fielding Ould have no trouble in filling churches, 
and in listening to them .one understands why. 
Their strong moral courage, and their absolute 
fearlessness is immensely attractive to the vast 
majority who entirely lack those qualifications. 
There is envy mixed with admiration· in the minds 
of their congregation, the secret longing to be the 
true self, and free from the chains of convention 
and the herd instinct. The crowd perceives that 
these men are filled with a luminous spirituality 
which has severed their bonds and set them free 
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from that ossification of the letter which kills the 
spirit of Christ. 

I heard Kennedy speak on the living, imminent 
Christ and the brotherhood of man, without which 
the Fatherhood of God is pure nonsense. He 
pointed out in his own vigorous fashion that, until 
we can feel the need of brotherhood with all, it is 
obviously nonsense to speak of the Almighty as 
Our Father. Here was teaching to which the 
people could respond. One could see on every 
rapt face the silent entreaty, " Oh ! please don't 
stop." 

Alas! the great majority of the clergy have no 
sense of progressive Christianity, and so they are 
left to a lingering death. 

It is here that Spiritualism steps in and calls to 
the disheartened to try the great experiment. It 
can but fail to convince. We soon learn to dis
count apparent untruthfulness, not, by ·the way, 
confined to spirit communications, but abounding 
in the law courts, Parliament, anti-spiritualistic 
circles and social life in general. 

It may succeed in establishing a connection 
between the quick and the dead which will in
stantly banish doubt, and afford firm conviction 
in the goodness of God and the immortality of the 
soul. 

It is true that Spiritualism is in a state of crude 
infancy. We have had only the merest glimpses 
of that which is possible, but to-day there is actually 
nothing else by which survival after death can be 
proved to mankind. A moral government of the 
world is unintelligible without a future life, and 
only this imperfectly developed movement called 
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Spiritualism bases its religious teaching directly 
upon the fact of living communication betwixt the 
world of Matter and of Spirit. 

The Rev. R. J. Campbell has just publicly stated: 
"I hope I may fairly claim to know something of 

what I am talking about when I say that I am 
entirely convinced of the fact that communication 
between the living and the so-called dead, between 
incarnate and discarnate beings does occasionally 
take place. It is too late in the day for uninformed 
persons to scoff at the evidence for this, and write 
down as fools all those distinguished men who 
regard the evidence as sufficient. 

"Unfortunately, by its very nature, it is not 
evidence which can be produced on demand, and 
therefore it is liable to be discounted by those un
acquainted with its nature and cumulative force." 

If I were a searcher into th~ truth of the spirit
ualists' claims, this statement, coming from such a 
source, would deeply impress me. I cannot con
ceive of any spiritual experience possible to man that 
R. J. Campbell has not probed. All his life he has 
been a most ardent seeker. 

Was it actual knowledge, or merely a desire to 
ride in the van of progress that prompted the Arch
bishop of York, whilst officiating at the Duke of 
York's marriage, to observe, " Before this host of 
witnesses, seen and unseen, you have offered your 
love to one another and God." 

After this, wtty ban as heretics those who seek to 
recognise the presence of the Unseen ? Or is the 
Archbishop also now a heretic ? 

It is all very silly and childish at this time of day, 
this fierce opposition by a section of the Church to 
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truths their more advanced colleagues f~nkly 
acknowledge. The keeping of spiritual experiences 
in one cramped compartment is daily becoming 
less possible. The wide diversity of psychic life 
leads us away from any fixed point. We, who are 
seekers after the secret of the spirit are convinced 
now that God does not desire us to stand still. 

"The whole of the puzzle (to sum up the matter 
Is, while 

Thou livest, to take what life lays on thy platter 
And smile." 

Spiritualism has another great work to its credit. 
It teaches men that the entrance to the spirit

world is here-in life. 
Before birth-at birth-here-now-in the here

after we are immortal dwellers in eternity, and 
eternity is here and now. 

It is teaching men to realize and vitalise that 
belief in the unseen world; that communication 
oetween the two lives of which the Bible furnishes 
so many illustrations. 

Massey says : 
" Spiritualism apprehends Him (God) as the 

innermost soul of all existence, the living will, the 
spiritual involution that makes the physical evolu
tion-the immediate and personal causation of 
dynamic force, no matter by what swift transmuta
tions the creative energy is present, penetrating 
every point of space at each moment of time, 
effectuating His intentions and fulfilling His creative 
being." 

Orthodoxy teaches belief in a far-off spirit-world 
only to be reached through the portals of death. 

Should a ray of light reach this earth the orthodox 
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draw down the blinds. Yet surely the work of 
religion is to help man to unfold his spiritual powers 
in order that he may become master upon all planes 
of being. 

Spiritualism, when definitely established has 
another mighty work to accomplish. It will thrust 
the condition of being we call death one stage 
farther back. 

The time is coming when the death of a dear one 
will no longer suggest loss and separation, but much 
brighter and closer intercourse than is possible on 
earth. 

Let us suppose your son is in India. You do not 
think of him as dead. You communicate with him 
by letter or cable, and you look forward to meeting 
again when he returns. 

Behind your mind is, however, always the fear 
that death may intervene. Something may happen, 
either to you or to him. You may never meet on 
earth again. 

Spiritualism, scientifically established, as it most 
undoubtedly will be before many years have passed, 
will utterly banish this haunting fear. You will 
then know that if, during his absence, your boy 
passes over you will he able at one~ to establish 
much easier and closer companionship with him 
than was possible, whilst both of you were dwellers 
upon earth. 

Should you be the first to depart you will be able 
to reach him immediately and take up your abode 
with him. Under present circumstances he is 
cumbered by his physical body, and can only reach 
you by taking a long voyage. His letters take as 
long to reach you as his material body does. 
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Under the new conditions that are rapidly being 
created by Spiritualism, should he pass over first, 
he can be with you as quick as thought, and he can 
remain by you until the day comes for you to join 
him on the other side. 

That is briefly the prospect offered to the dwellers 
on earth by Spiritualism, and I regard it as a very 
big step onwards in evolution which will have 
prodigious consequences. 

When the science of Spiritualism is generally 
accepted the undertaker's task will be simplified. 
We will cease to behave as if the passing over of our 
dear ones was a dire catastrophe. We will cease to 
wear mourning in token of our unwillingness to 
relinquish our friends to what we pretend is a sure 
and certain hope. Those who have gone before 
will not permit this blasphemy against the survival 
of the soul. They will force us to understand that 
if there is any mourning in question it should surely 
be for those left behind, and not for those who have 
attained freedom, rest, light, and the unspeakable 
happiness of being rid of the physical body. We 
take a curious way of showing our belief in im
mortality and the Divine Fatherhood when we 
exhibit every sign of grief and mourning for the 
departed. 

Our old-fashioned custom of shutting away our 
dead and mentally placing them out of reach 
and beyond our ken was possibly a wise provision 
for a time when we were not ready for anything else. 
It practically nullified intercours'e between the two 
worlds. A strong pull from the other side was hard 
to exert in the old days. It beat against a closed 
door, which, moreover was held fast. If by any 
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chance it stood ajar, and a spirit sought to peep 
through, it was angrily and fearfully banged close 
and bolted once more. 

The War wrenched open this door and never 
more can it be closed. The barrier is swept away 
for ever, though much wreckage still remains from 
the violence of the assault. All about us we hear 
echoes from the unseen, and there is every reason 
to believe that the spirit-world rejoices at the 
coming re-union and is working hard to clear the 
road. 

Our memorial services for the dead are the 
seances held by the Church. Who can doubt that 
they draw the discarnate very near? Once a year, 
on the 1 Ith November, a massed seance is held for 
the people. For a few moments Great Britain 
stands still whilst we call upon our beloved dead 
and re-establish communion with them. 

Sir Arthur Conan Doyle throws upon the screen, 
during his public lectures, two wonderful photo
graphs of the Cenotaph taken on November I Ith, 
1922, by Mrs. Deane. 

The first photograph was taken a few minutes 
before the Silence, and gives a very good idea of the 
crowd; also it shows a bright light over the group 
of Spiritualists who were gathered, at the request 
of the late W. T. Stead, in front of the lodge, from 
the ro9f of which the photographs were taken. 

The second photograph, taken during the Silence, 
was secured from the same position, and is one of 
the most remarkable psychic photographs ever 
obtained. Many spirit faces are plainly recogniz
able amongst the crowd. The massed host of 
spirits is clearly shown surging down upon and 

- E 
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around the silent living, who have come to greet 
their silent dead. 

The strong instinct is now to build an enduring 
bridge which we can easily traverse. Henceforth 
the influence for good or evil exercised from the 
other side will be greatly strengthened, for surely 
we see before us a tidal wave of the Eternal now 
breaking -on the everlasting shores of time. 

At the present stage there are immense difficulties 
to be overcome in the science of Spiritualism. After 
years of investigation I am very sure of this, whilst 
convinced of its possibilities. I have sat listening 
to a spirit speaking to me, touching me, and occupy
ing a space of not more than two inches betwixt my 
back and the wall. That convinced me the entity 
was disembodied. He spoke English, used the 
pronoun " he," and was, to all intents and purposes 
a normal human being without a physical body. I 
cannot tell if he was really the man he stated him
self to be. I put no test. I was only out to estab
lish once again to my entire intellectual satisfaction, 
that the disembodied can speak with the embodied. 
I cannot say that I have any desire to set up regu
lar communications with the discarnate. I feel 
that my time is too fully occupied with the incar
nate, but I do feel the powerful necessity to settle 
the truth of " can the dead return " once and for 
all on a personal experience which is purely, in
tellectually convincing. 

I most strongly advise enquirers to begin by 
seeking proof for or against the return of the dis
carnate. Don't trouble at first about identity. 
Be satisfied .. firstly that you really are in com
municatio~ with a disembodied entity. As a 
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beginning such a discovery is surely a tremendous 
0 

experience. 
Having established for yourself this fact the next 

question is : 
How can proof of identity be obtained ? How 

can you prove that the entity seeking to com
municate is the being whon1 he asserts himself 
to be? 

There is a tremendous difference betwixt an 
embodied and a disembodied being. 

The former uses eyes to see with, a tongue to speak 
with, a brain to think with, and limbs to move with. 
The Ia tter is b·ereft of all those familiar possessions. 

How is he to be recognised without them? 
By the evidence of identity he produces-by his 

moral characteristics. 
Here is a stupendous difficulty somewhat akin to 

that of a blind man seeking to pick out his best 
friend in a dense crowd by means of his moral 
characteristics. 

Could it be done ? I doubt it. 
How then is identification ever possible ? I 

will return to this question later. 
It seems to me that the first bit of important 

evidence before us is that the communicant is still 
a human being. The hare evidence suggests 
nothing else. 

You may retort :· " But his body lies in yonder 
tomb. He is dead. He cannot be human without 
a physical body. He has departed and gone to 
another world.'' 

But has he ? All evidence is against this belief. 
Let the evidence speak for itself. 

Firstly, there is the use of language-French, 



68 PHANTOMS OF THE DAWN 

English, or whatever happens to be the national 
tongue of the communicant. 

Through the medium he speaks or writes to us 
in our own tongue. 

If an inhabitant of Venus were to address us in 
English or French we should instantly conclude 
he was human. 

If the evidence we are scrutinising includes a 
rna terialisa tion, the personal appearance of the 
entity corresponds with that of a human being. 
Even the clothes are similar to those worn by the 
flesh. There are many volumes of strongly at
tested evidence of such manifestations in existence. 

Again our communicant retains the distinction of 
sex. He uses the personal pronoun. He speaks 
of " he " or " she." This at once suggests that this 
so-called disembodied spirit stands, with ourselves, 
on a common biological platform. 

The communicating entity emphasises his human
ity by stating that he is in time. He speaks of 
to-day and to-morrow. He makes appointments 
in the future. He refers to the past. 

He states that he feels fatigue and leaves the 
seance room when tired. 

He sees without physical eyes yet recognises 
human beings by their physical appearance. 

He talks of light, what light ? From sun or 
moon, or is it a spiritual light of which science knows 
nothing? I have seen in our own room a medium 
produce lights as large as big sunflowers. We knew 
them to be neither electric light, gas light, candle 
light, or fire light. Can science tell us what they 
are ? I found my smattering of science unequal 
even to form a suggestion. 
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Our spiritual entity evidently possesses the same 
mental equipment as we possess. He visits other 
lands, though he has no physical limbs. 

Our minds have been trained to think of the dis
carnate world as a very different world to ours, but 
is it ? All evidence goes to prove that it is very 
similar. Many readers were shocked by this 
similarity on reading "Raymond." They clung 
to their preconceived opinion that the world of the 
so-called dead is beyond and totally different to 
ours. They neglected the enormous mass of evi
dence which goes to prove the contrary. 

We talk of " the other side," but is there another 
side ? Again, all our evidence is against the term. 
To prove survival after death does not necessarily 
involve another habitat. Our dead may survive 
in this world. Our evidence points to this being 
so. 

Providing another world for the dead is but a 
striving to justify a mental conception we have 
formed. It may be true or false. Keeping strictly 
to evidence, it is false. 

If we adhere to the evidence we at present possess 
we would no longer suppose another world. We 
would simply enlarge the boundaries of this world. 
We would not seek to invest our dead with another 
world nature. We would merely attach far more 
profound importance to this world in which in
carnate and discarnate all dwell together under 
one Divine law. 

There is indeed strong evidence in Spiritualism 
for the unchanged entity. The utter triviality of 
most of the messages is natural in our present stage 
to the vast majority on earth. Do not let us, how-
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ever, under-value the trivial message. It con
stantly brings confirmatory evidence. 

A case came under my notice lately in which 
figured a pair of knitted boots. A mother had died 
unknown to her son, and in seeking to prove her 
identity emphasised the fact that he had brought to 
her in Australia a pair of boots which she minutely 
described. 

The son, believing his mother still to be alive 
and knowing nothing of the boots, rejected the 
evidence, but on returning home his wife assured 
him she herself had knitt~d the boots and sent them 
to her mother-in-law through him. There was 
other equally trivial evidence which she corrobora
ted, and wondering greatly, husband and wife 
retired for the night. 

Next morning the post brought confirmation of 
the mother's death in Australia. 

When we pass on to examine the me~sages 
delivered by men and women who on earth were 
possessed of fine intellects their faculties show no 
signs of deterioration. Their post mortem utter
ances are on the same lofty plane as formerly. They 
exhibit the manner in which trained minds would 
naturally ~ork in a new atmosphere. 

The meaning of the word "dead" in relation to 
the disembodied must soon take on a wholly new 
meaning. In fact, it must in future, mean to us the 
antithesis of the meaning now attributed to it. 
We cann·ot truthfully talk of our dead. The evi
dence that they survive is overwhelming. 

What then are we to do with the word 
"survive" ? Must it also be ·scrapped ? I believe 
it must. We have no evidence for the statement 
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that the disembodied have passed through a door. 
Gone from one country to another, from one port 
to another har hour. 

All we do know is that the body of the man lies 
in yonder tomb. We have no knowledge, no trust
worthy evidence that the soul has gone elsewhere. 
No one saw it depart or arrive in another world. 

All we have evidence of is that it has met with 
others previously known to it, finds itself in con
genial and familiar surroundings, and is often able 
to get into close touch with friends still embodied. 

How then can science reason upon the evidence 
available to it ? 

Firstly, sc~ence has established the fact that no 
fact is isolated. If you find a violet you know that 
it came from a plant which originally was a seed. 
Experience has taught you that the seed contains 
life. Behind that you do not go. You know that 
the violet plant mu~t have grown in the earth, and 
that it must have been nourished by sun and rain. 
Similarly, if you find in the discarnate human 
characteristics ~uch as sight and sex, the whole 
system of Divine laws and the relations in which it 
stands, in fact the whole biological system, naturally 
follows. 

The individual bears with it the world to which 
it belongs. 

Does not Plutinus declare: "All things that are 
yonder are also here below." 

Does not all the new teaching based upon the 
evidence we possess seek to prove that there is no 
magical change at death? What a man is at death 
he will be after death, neither better nor worse, 
and the process of dissolution does nothing to assist 
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him in discovering that the Kingdom of Heaven, 
which transforms the life and the circumstances is 
within. 

Where then are those priceless lessons to be 
learned ? In the here and now. Jesus, the Christ, 
clearly stated the Kingdom of Heaven is in our 
midst, with us now. It is within each one of us, 
~nd when found and grasped, the life is tra~sformed. 

We are told of flowers, of trees, of gardens, and 
running waters in the hereafter. 

We can only conceive of them as possessing roots, 
light, moisture as in this world. 

If this be not so then they are things that bear 
no relation to flowers and trees as we know them. 
They must be re-named. 

So then the eternal world is about us and within 
us whilst we live here. "Heaven is nearer to our 
souls than the earth to our bodies" is but another 
way of saying: "the Kingdom of Heaven is within.' 

I believe that for many years to come there will 
be comparatively few disembodied spirits who are 
desirous of communicating with those left behind. 
Those who disbelieved in the possibility will con
tinue to be of the same opinion in the hereafter. 
The very old will feel that they have had enough 
of the things of earth and they swiftly lose interest 
in those left behind. The very active-minded 
materialists will at once resign themselves to the 
inevitable and plunge into fresh activities. Those 
who will develop the movement will be those 
interested in Spiritualism here and now. The loss 
of the physical body will but accentuate their 
desires for free communication, and they will 
rapidly get into touch with kindred spirits left 
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behind. Those who have only reached the stage 
of enquiry will be guided and aided by those who 
have attained to conviction and proficiency, so far 
as proficiency can be attained at our present stage 
of development. We are witnessing now this 
attitude of mind, these negotiations betwixt the 
"quick and the dead." Numerous Spiritualist 
Churches are arising and rapidly filling up with the 
crude and half-cultured masses. Highly-trained 
scientists, men of high mental culture are devoting 
their attention to the phenomena to be witnessed 
in the London College of Psychic Research, which 
has no connection with the S. P.R. There one can 
meet the greatest mediums from all parts of the 
world, and phenomena of the most amazing type 
and diversity are taking place under the severest 
test conditions. 

I believe that mediumship, that loosely co
ordinated condition that permits itself to be used 
by an extraneous force, will give place gradually to 
Inspiration. Many of us are seeing, still afar, but 
ever drawing nearer, that time when we can be 
consciously under the control of our higher selves, 
the God within. When we can contact the God 
within we will be. filled with Inspiration. Mediums 
will no longer be requir,ed. The truth will be 
revealed to us. 

Some time ago I was glancing over a volume of 
the " Journal of the American Society for Psychic 
Research," and I came upon the record of the 
William James' communications, and that bril
liant group of personalities including Hodgson and 
George Pelham, who were in touch with Dr. 
Hyslop. 
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Here we are in presumable contact with men 
who in life were possessed of brilliant intellects and 
who strove to gain some knowledge of the hereafter 
whilst they were still embodied. 

It is much easier to accept those messages as 
simrly genuine than to strain the point by using 
intrtcate explanations and suggestions. Their com
munications were in complete accord with their 
known conceptiqns of life, and they came through 
a medium of ordinary intelligence whose intellect 
was quite unequal to the fabrication of the 
messages in question. · 

This group of communicators is concerned above 
all to prove identity and the reality of their post
mortem existence. 

" I am a real person with real faculties, and I 
desire to speak as a real man and ~ot as a fleck of 
consciousness floating in space. I want you both to 
feel I am no secondary personality of the mediums. 

" It is the spirit of a man which survives-all 
that makes up his day, his week, his years, tone, 
the quality-! desire to prove, and not to give you a 
sample of deteriorated or disintegrated capacity. 

" I am divided between two desires. First to 
assure my family that I am still part of their human 
existence, to send greetings to my friends and 
speak of my surroundings, and second to ma~e the 
record of identity clear and correct." 

Here we have the assertion that so far as the man 
is concerned he is absolutely human. The loss of 
the physical body has not changed the real man. 
He says to his embodied friends : 

"I am still part of their human existence." 
He goes on: . 
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"The trouble with this work is that so many get 
excited over the fact that they can communicate 
that th~y want to tell all they know at once in
stead of thinking out one word at a time. 

"Recollection of identifying incidents to meet 
an arbitrary command is difficult, unless the 
circumstances are such as naturally to revive 
the associations." 

How well in this life we know this difficulty when 
confronted with the question of evidence: "What 
were you doing at three o'clock the day before 
yesterday ? " 

Ask yourself this question. It is unlikely that the 
reply, if true, will be prompt. When it comes to 
dealing with incidents that occurred months prev
iously your reply will be even more tardy. How 
human is the following : 

" My recollection of the past depen-ds on the 
situation and associations, as everybody's does. 
To sit down and recall events and affairs and 
people that are entirely disassociated with the 
present moment and companionship, is too much 
like gathering pebbles on the shore you visited 
last year. 

"My memory is clear on past events but the 
recollection does not embrace each detail any more 
than yours does. In other words my memory is 
intensified or clarified by death. But neither is 
my memory dimmed. Tl1at is a point you and I 
discussed. 

" It is not the purpose of any group of intelligent 
people on this side of life to spend energy or time 
in recalling small matters of identity, unless through 
that method the attention of the student body of 
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the world would be drawn to the truth of God's love 
made manifest amongst men. 

" The whole purpose of the work is to save the 
world from its woe by letting the light of truth shine 
on its face. It is so dreadful and uncertain a state 
in which men dwell, as if they built their cottages 
on the slopes of Vesuvius and saw death in every 
cloud of smoke. We desire to have them built 
intelligently, and live where no cloud of death 
obscures the clear view of heaven." 

What a lofty purpose is here expressed. Is this 
nothing but sub-conscious fiction ? 

Again this entity speaks: 
" The- moral and ethical development of the 

world hangs on this spiritual knowledge. It be
comes an incentive for righteousness in its best and 
truest sense, and makes the brotherhood of human
ity a real and dominant note in the progress of 
civilisation. Heretofore the world has risen to new 
powers on the neck of its fallen brothers, which at 
best is but volcanic progress. The emerging of one 
peak from the tumultuous sea of distress which 
sinks another portion of the fair land, is not drawing 
the world to God. It can never come until men 
learn the truth of immortality, the struggle for 
present-day power is so tantalisingly universal. 

"Any open door through which a soul may come 
and go is a challenge to us and an invitation to 
service, and it is of little consequence what is said 
and done by those who stand outside our receiving 
line if the one to whom our message is given under
stands and is better equipped for the battle for the 
truth." 

Here, again, are some impressions of life after 



SPIRITUALISM. TO WHAT END? 77 

death given by this group of great intellects. There 
is something very human in them. The real man is 
unchanged and adjusting himself to the loss of the 
physical body. 

" It is not difficult to see or understand you, but 
the power to extract the meaning and composition 
of the present state and make it comprehensible to 
you, is where the difficulty lies. 

"You may wish to know about my place of 
abode. It is more tangible and substantial than I 
thought, I can assure you. 

" I seem to be able to reason whilst at work and 
that pleases me. 

" It seems a little strange to return home and 
have no working power, but another power sup
plants the old so I do not miss it as one might think. 

"We have about the same capacity as when in the 
physical world, only, the psychic power is in
tensified." 

Again James communicates: 
"To tell you that I am happy in renewing old 

acquaintances and expressing the love of family 
associations is simple but important to me. It 
has no bearing on the evidential side of the work, 
I am aware, but those who knew me best know that 
the family ties meant much to me and that the joy 
of meeting my loved one is great and sincere. The 
pang of separation is softened by the joy of re
uniting oneself with the lost of long ago." 

Surely all those on earth who can appreciate the 
brilliance and profound intellect displayed in the 
Gifford lectures delivered in Edinburgh in 1901 and 
produced in book form by William James umder the 
title " The Varieties of Religious Experience," will 
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rejoice to read those words given by him from the 
other side of the grave to his friend Dr. Hyslop. 
Now, that strong and logical critic of Spiritualism 
and its opponents has himself gone to join his 
friends in the great hereafter. · 

Again we. find James writing of his new life as 
"full to overflowing" with interest. 

"I was greatly surprised when I came here to 
find the life so real and concrete. I sometimes for
get that you are not perfectly conscious of all we are 
doing and saying. The whole thing is so natural 
that it is hard to believe that you are outside the 
gates of Paradise and only getting glimpses now 
and again." 

I have merely extracted fragments from the mass 
of carefully sifted evidence contained in one volume 
out of very many. 

What is to be done with the large libraries of 
records now in existence l I have quoted from a 
volume of the American Society for Psychical 
Research, which always interested me and whose 
works I have studied. The aims of the American 
Society are identical with those of the British 
Society. Both are supported by the greatest names 
attached to science in both hemispheres. Above 
all, the enquirer ought to grasp the fact that they 
are not out, as some people think, to prove the 
existence of ghosts and haunted houses. They are 
out to sift the evidence for and against such 
phenomena. 

When investigation takes place no record is kept 
unless the evidence is strong and above suspicion. 
The investigators are trained scientists and persons 
of proved intellectual capacity. 
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The result of this great enquiry has given us a 
vast number of records, representing the patient 
toil for many days of persistent seekers after truth. 
Their labours cannot he contemptuously cast aside. 
Flammarion, the great French astronomer, has 
given to the world three larg~ volumes of startling 
evidence, and " Thirty Years of Psychical Re
search," by Professor Richet, will undoubtedly be 
the first and final authority on the subject for many 
years to come. This book forms the most complete 
summary in analysis ever published of the most 
important and significant facts of psychical research. 
He never enters the realm of speculation. He 
states and analyses certain phenomena known 
beyond doubt to take place. Of such he gives no 
explanation. He honestly says : " I don't know." 
The whole work is, however, vitiated by the 
author's strong dislike to the belief in immortality. 
Mter thirty years of psychical research, he- cannot 
support human survival, and despite all the modern 
contentions to the contrary, Professor Richet still 
maintains that mind is a function of the cerebral 
brain. He clings to the old materialistic theory 
whilst admitting all the facts upon which the new 
science of super-normal psychology exists. 

Outside the S. P. R., all the world over, are vast 
libraries of records. They are steadily growing as 
the years roll by. Here is a prophesy from one of 
them, written before the Great War: 

" I am here to give you peace, and the peace of 
the spirit passes the understanding of men. The 
days of materiality are doomed and will pass away, 
and the life and light of the spirit will supersede the 
merely intellectual authority of the men who strive 
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to lead the world to-day; but the expressions and 
exhibitions of spiritual power will be intellectually 
perceived and comprehended and become the light 
of the world. The intellectual is but the channel 
which leads to the open sea of spiritual truth. 
How, then, is the mind of man the servant of God, 
and the more illumined the mind the brighter the 
glory which encircles the universe. So does in
tellect wait upon knowledge and knowledge serve 
truth, and truth reveal God." 

The last words of this message depict the attitude 
of all genuine psychic researchers. A flippant 
detail of evidence, an obstinate avoidance of what 
happens to be distasteful, the anathemas of the 
Church, the indifference of the multitude, can but 
retard the acknowledgement of truth. It cannot 
abolish it, nor can it stem the steady tide of revela
tion. That will continue until the average man, 
who has no historic perspective, gains a larger view 
of life, and perceives the underlying directivity of 
the evolutionary process. 



CHAPTER IV 

A HEEDED wARNING 

THE Emperor Marcus Aurelius asked of himself: 
"What art thou ? " 

The reply was : " A little soul carrying a corpse." 

" And to know 
Rather consists of opening out a way 
Whence the imprison'd splendour may escape, 
Than in effecting entry for a light 
Suppos'd to be without." 

I will not attempt to offer any personal explana
tion of the following experience. I will simply set 
it down as it happened to me. 

The new Psychology, which is the science of 
mind, has begun to furnish us with suggestions 
that throw a certain amount of light on such abnor
mal occurrences. The old Psychology concerned 
itself almost exclusively with the feelings and 
thoughts of which we are conscious. The new 
Psychology recognises that the numerous mental 
processes of which we are not conscious are by far 
the most important. Their results are being con
stantly thrust upon us, but their actual nature 
remains obscure. The field of future investigation 
is illimitable. 

To go into profound metaphysical speculations 
would not interest the ordinary reader. I will, 
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Sz PHANTOMS OF THE DAWN 

therefore, detail this experience and afterwards 
touch as lightly as I can upon some scientific sug
gestions which bear upon the case. 

On the twenty-eighth of July, 1922, I was resi
dent in my home in Torquay, leading my ordinary, 
very happy, peaceful life. My husband was also at 
home, and we had no guests at the time staying 
with us. 
· I came down to breakfast punctually at the 
usual hour, half-past eight, and from that moment 
until nine o'clock I never left the dining-room, nor 
did anyone enter it. I and my husband sat at a 
small table in the east window, breakfasted, dis
cussed ordinary topics, and . watched the birds 
enjoying their morning feed from the table erected 
for their use. 

I felt nothing in the least unusual, and was, as 
far as I knew, absolutely normal and in excellent 
health and spirits. 

At nine o'clock I left the dining-room and went 
into the kitchen to arrange the meals for the day. 
Afterwards I picked up The Times and going into 
the drawing-room I sat down to read. 

At ten o'clock the telephone rang, and I went to 
it and picked up the receiver. Mr. Hill wished to 
speak to me. He is a well-known business man 
in the town, who has helped me greatly in phil
anthropic endeavours. He has discovered, some
what to his dismay, that he is possessed of strong 
psychic powers, which he has no time to develop 
in a busy business life. The following dialogue 
took place. I give it in the exact words I wrote 
down immediately after I had replaced the receiver: 
" H ullo ! Is that you, Mr. Hill l " 
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"Yes, madam. Might I ask what you were 
doing this morning between half-past eight and 
nine o'clock ? " 

I at once suspected some psychic happening was 
about to be confided to me and I answered his 
question at once. I ended by enquiring : 

"Now tell me why you ask?" 
The reply was as follows : 
"The most extraordinary thing happened to me 

between half-past eight and nine this morning. I 
was shaving in my bath-room when suddenly you 
were present, though I did not see you, and you 
told me quite clearly that my maid-servant had just 
stolen a one-pound treasury note out of a pocket 
in my clothes in my bedroom. 

" I at once jumped up and ran in there and 
found no one. My clothes were hanging over a 
chair, and I felt in my pocket for my money. I 
knew exactly how much I ought to find: four 
pounds, seventeen shillings and sixpence. Last 
night I went to the club with a five pound note, 
which I changed. I spent half-a-crown. I brought 
home four pounds, seventeen shillings and sixpence. 
Of that I am certain. Now I .could only find three 
pounds, seventeen and six. A one pound treasury 
note had certainly disappeared. 

"The whole affair knocked me silly. I got 
dressed, then I boldly charged the girl with theft. 
This she stoutly denied, but the fact remains that 
I have lost a note." 

I told Mr. Hill briefly, remembering we were 
talking through the 'phone, that later on I was sure 
the girl would confess, but I could throw no light 
upon the occurrence. I was quite certain of my 
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movements during the half hour in question, and 
I had no knowledge of having paid him this visit. 
I said I would like time to think over the affair 
before venturing upon an explanation. I did think 
the matter over, in fact it occupied my thoughts 
during the entire day, but as I had nothing to go on, 
no recollection of having left my body, and the 
certainty that I felt quite normal, I could make 
nothing of the mystery. · 

Later on I ascertained from Mr. Hill that when I 
paid him this visit he did not see me, but by some 
tnterior power he became aware of my presence. 
He did not even hear my communication. It was 
dropped clearly into his consciousness. He never 
swerved in his account of the mystery, and I did 
not attempt to enter into the realms of Psychology 
and begin a scientific argument. The treasury note 
was gone. The maid who had been accused denied 
the theft and there the matter rested for three weeks. 

Then Mr. Hill rang me up again. He said: 
" To-day, when I was sitting quietly in the din

ing-room after dinner suddenly I felt that some
thing was about to happen. Something did happen. 
The maid whom you said had stolen my treasury 
note came in and confessed to the theft. I forgave 
her and told her not to do it again." 

There are certain interesting points about this 
story which is absolutely true.. Firstly, I would 
never have become aware ot this visit I paid to 
Mr. Hill had he not told me of it, and all three per
sons concerned in it are alive now and living close 
to one another. I have never, to my knowledge, 
been inside Mr. Hill's private dwelling. I did not 
even know where his house was situated till he told 
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me the story. I have been in his office in the town 
many times on a matter of business, or about affairs 
in which we had a mutual interest, but of his private, 
everyday, family life, I know nothing. Beyond 
the occasional intercourse I have mentioned we see 
nothing of each other. 

I have a great respect for his activities and a 
warm admiration for his qualities of heart and 
head, but he is a very busy man, who earns his own 
living, and is constantly in request by his many 
clients-the last man one would imagine to be the 
recipient of a psychic adventure. 

Now it so happens that this was not the first time 
that I had manifested unconsciously to Mr. Hill, 
but I regret that the former occasion was of too 
delicate and sad a nature to be reproduced in print. 
Also, were I to try to write the former story I know 
I would utterly fail, simply because our language 
does not contain the words by which I would seek 
to detail the event. 

The scientists are only beginning to compile a 
small vocabulary through which they can make 
themselves understood when writing or speaking 
on psychological mysteries, but as yet we have no 
language by which we can express the finer, more 
subtle shades of human experience. We are accus
tomed to deal almost entirely with objective life. 
When it comes to a case of subjective life the 
difficulties at once begin to gather. 

I have no clue to the fervent interest a part. of 
myself takes in Mr. Hill. I can only conclude that 
in a former life there was some very close link bet
ween us. We have been brought together in this 
life under widely different circumstances, but the 
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link in the eternal memory remains, and on another 
plane of existence we maintain our intimacy. 

Where is that other plane of existence ? 
There is no doubt that within us is an individual

ity of which we are not cognizant. There is the 
conscious self, representing the less important part 
of us, and the sub-conscious self, which constitutes 
the principal, and by far the greater part. 

The conscious, everyday self seems to depend 
upon the ordinary functions of the physical body. 
The sub-conscious self is apparently quite in
dependent of the physical organism, and it com
pnses force and intelligence. It is capable of per
ception and of action, and its activities are in
accessible to the immediate knowledge of the normal 
human being. Within its power is com,plete dis
association from the physical body. In other words 
it can function apart. 

I gather, therefore, that it was my sub-conscious 
self that visited Mr. Hill, and it was his sub
conscious self that received my message an~ rushed 
it through to his ordinary wqr king mind. 

This complicated and obscure subject has been 
dealt with by innumerable scientists, and as yet it 
surpasses present analysis. It may be asked: 
" Then why trouble about it." The answer is that 
the evidence for the existence of the sub-conscious 
self is too overwhelming to be neglected by anyone 
who desires even superficial knowledge of himself. 

The concensus of expert opinion is that our 
ordinary consciousness is only a limitation of a far 
deeper, greater consciousness, which is the real self 
-the permanent self in contrast to our apparent 
and transitory personality . . 
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It will astonish some of my readers to be told that 
what they really know of themselves is extremely 
little, and that the greater, and by far the most 
important portion of the mental orga..nism carries 
on an absolutely independent life of its own. This 
is the conclusion that science has come to after 
years of the most elaborate research. It is the 
conclusion of all thoughtful persons. My sub
consciousness, h~ving observed what went on in 
Mr. Hill's house, returned forthwith to its own 
house, and spoke through my lips and the 'phone, 
when it assured him the maid would confess to the 
theft. It knew all about the case. I did not. . I 
was using my very limited ordinary conscio;usness 
which had been engaged in ordering dinner and 
reading The Times, whilst the far more intelligent 
part of me roamed abroad making observations. 

This true story I have told is not a very un
common one. Science recounts many such, and 
to account for them and other phenomena falling 
under much the same category, science has been 
compelled to accept the hypothesis of the sub
conscious self, as a foundation upon which to work. 

Certain it is that one portion of Violet Tweedale 
observed a theft of money in a house a mile distant 
from her home, and warned the man who had been 
robbed, whilst another portion of Violet Tweedale 
was seated at breakfast in _her own dining-room, 
blissfully unco-nscious of the fact that a portion of 
her was missing. 

When did the missing portion return and slip 
into its old home ? I cannot tell. I have no idea 
when it is in residence or when it has gone off" on 
its own." · 
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I believe that premonitions of death are directly 
given by the sub-conscious mind. Facts connected 
with such premonitions remain very clear in the 
memory. 

When quite a young girl I was wintering in 
Cannes, and quite close to my hotel stood a little 
villa owned by Miss Percival. With her was staying 
the late Duke of Albany. One day when speaking of 
the Duke she remarked : 

"He has the most unpleasant belief that his days 
are numbered. Something constantly suggests to 
him that he is about to die." 

In the course of a week or two I found that this 
premonition was no secret. He told several people 
in his immediate circle of acquaintances. One of 
those, my old friend, Miss Hawkins Dempster, 
writes in her memoirs: 

"He did not look ill, but was under a deep im
pression that his days were numbered." He said 
to Miss Percival: "One night my sister Alice 
appeared to me in my sleep. She was smiling. 
She told me not to worry, and that very soon I 
should be where no troubles could reach me. When 
we, of the House of Guelf, see each other out of the 
body, it is a warning that death is near at hand ! '' 

The Duke confided also in the late Lady Gold
smid three days before his fall, and he was evidently 
convinced that his life was soon to terminate. 

I do not doubt that the Princess Alice did appear 
to her brother, why should she not ? Probably 
she received the information that he would shortly 
join her on the other side, and she desired to break 
the news to him. The sub-consciousness, being a 
step in the right direction-nearer the Heaven 
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world than the ordinary consciousness-would be 
greatly stimulated by this intelligence, and would 
be enabled to force its wireless message through to 
the surface of the Prince's mind. 

We all know that at moments, unsolicited by any 
mental action, feelings emerge directly from the 
dark womb of unconsciousness. Some inscrutable 
power throws into the mental presence some long
forgotten incident, some wholly irrelevant and vivid 
thought. The probability is that the scientists have 
hit on the truth. There is very little of us expressed 
in this world. The larger and more important part 
of our life is played behind the veil of normal con
sciousness and beyond our intellectual capacity. 

We are conscious only of our sense impressions
seeing, hearing, tasting, smelling, feeling-and of 
these Lord Balfour says, in his " Foundations of 
Belief " : " Our perceptions regarded as sources of 
information are not merely occasionally inaccurate 
but habitually mendacious." 

We are coming more and more to hold with Plato 
that the ordinary world we think we see is only an 
image of the world of ideas existing in a much higher 
world. The objects that we see have only a bor
rowed existence derived from the eternal realities 
of the unseen. We focus our attention on a very 
few things that interest us. The sum total of our 
impressions never enters into our experience, yet 
all impressions, whether we are conscious of them 
or not, leave some stamp upon our personality. 
They are undoubtedly registered in the unseen 
depths of the hidden life where dwells the immortal 
spirit. 

In good health our bodily otgans carry out their 
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normal functions quite unconsciously to us. Ap
parently mind can also do its work without our 
everyday consciousness being aware of it. Con
sciousness is the light that illumines the activities 
of mind, but it is very significant to note that all 
those processes upon which our lives depend, such 
as the beating of the heart, the circulation of the 
blood, digestion in its chemical and physical process, 
are placed under the control of our sub-conscious
ness. Our normal consciousness has no say what
ever in the maintenance of life. No power pos
sessed by the normal mind can stop the heart from 
beating, or the blood from circulating. 

The muscles that we consciously use very soon 
become tired; the muscles working in connection 
with our sub-conscious life never tire. 

It is well not to permit our sense-immersed minds 
to regard the human body as merely anatomy and 
physiology. The body is spiritual, and has clearly 
been constructed for the use of mind, and to serve 
as the temple of the Holy Ghost. Man has dis
covered certain facts in connection with his organ
ism, but he has not realised the intelligence by which 
he lives and moves and has his being because it is 
primarily related to his sub-consciousness. Take, 
for instance, breathing. In normal health nothing 
seems easier, yet the respiratory muscles do a work 
equal to the lifting of one ton to the height of twenty
one feet in every twenty-four· hours. 

Another example of the marvellous activity go
ing on within us, and of which, in normal health, 
we are unconscious, is the rapidity of circulation. 
It has been demonstrated that the blood starting 
from the left side of the heart, works round through 
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the brain and back to the right side of the heart in 
thirty seconds. Blood makes a complete circuit of 
the whole body within the space of two minutes, 
going at the rate of twenty-five miles an hour. 

If the sub-conscious self can perform in each one 
of us such feats as these, my visit to Mr. Hill 
apparently drops back into utter insignificance, yet 
it has a tremendous significance after all for Mr. Hill. 
I will express it in one word--awareness. 

If we are unaware of them what can it matter to 
us how great are the miracles · being performed 
within? 

We are enmeshed in matter. It masks us, and 
deprives us of that full self-consciousness which is 
the ultimate goal of all humanity. Mr. Hill's mask 
has got a crack in it which he will not seek to mend. 
He knows enough to be aware that he has won a 
long step, and a signal triumph on the long, long 
trail by which we all must pass to ultimate reality. 



.. 

CHAPTER V 

A TERRIBLE ExPERIENCE 

DouBTLESS it is true that " all houses wherein men 
have lived and died are haunted houses"; what 
is so extremely interesting to the investigator is the 
discovery of the vast number there are in possession 
of well-authenticated apparitions. 

Though many of the letters I receive containing 
accounts of hauntings are marked " private," there 
are others where no restrictions are imposed. It 
all depends upon circumstances. Some persons are 
in a position placing them above the fear of public
ity. They own the house, have no desire to sell, 
and they and their domestics have become ghost
proof. They have discovered that an occasional 
apparition does no harm to anyone. It economises 
space as the maids do not insist on having a room 
to themselves, and no one knows enough about the 
subject to attempt liberation for the earth-bound 
haunters. It is quite possible, and the good and 
kind thing to do, to loose them and set them free, 
but few know the way to do it, and fewer still, if 
they did know the way, would care to put it into 
practice. 

The general feeling is to give a ghost a wide berth 
as something unnatural and uncanny. 

Unluckily, the owners of genuine haunted houses 
are very often obliged to hide the fa~t so far as they 

92 
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are able. They fear that in the event of their being 
compelled to sell, the evil reputation will depreciate 
the value of their property. Often the most absurd 
and far-fetched explanations have to be brought 
forward to account for the disturbance or the 
visitation, and I have known cases where men and 
women hung on to the house month after month, 
though in hourly terror, simply because they had 
invested in it their little all, and evacuation would 
mean financial ruin. As there are many such cases 
at the present moment in full operation, let me 
offer a piece of advice to those who are thus affiicted. 

Boldly advertise your house as a genuine haunted 
abode. Such an advertisement will prove far more 
attractive than the sweet inducements offered up 
in the house-agents' batch of slips or catalogue. 

"Genuine haunted house to be let or sold" 
would instantly arrest the eye of the thousands who 
scan the pages of Country Life. I warn you, the 
rush for your house will be torrential. I also warn 
you that you must be prepared to deliver the goods 
to the successful competitor. By which, I mean, 
that you must have sufficient evidence to lay before 
the eager bidder to convince him that the hauntings 
are genuine and not illusory. 

Though you cannot hope to " turn on " the ghost 
for his special edification, you can begin to collect 
signed testimony at once, and you will find that very 
shortly you will be possessed of quite sufficient 
material to enable you to carry through a first
class deal. 

There is no trouble now in disposing of such a 
genuine article. Investigators swarm, and many 
are very rich. The trouble is that the supply of 
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such houses is not equal to the demand. Owners 
who wish to be rid of haunted property behave 
very foolishly in attempting to disguise the truth. 
Rumours get abroad, and those who are nervous 
of hauntings will not come near the place. In
vestigators, who would be likely purchasers, are 
deterred by the owner's angry or sarcastic denials. 
Thus he falls between two stools and his property 
hangs on his hands. 

Fear of ridicule is dying out fast. We have ad
vanced beyond the stage of laughing at what we do 
not understand. Nowadays such a vast number of 
people have "seen things" that the instant recol
lection of some personal experience, utterly in
explicable to normal intelligence, or the remem
brance of that curious story " Brown vouches for 
on oath " forbids ridicule when the subject is 
broached. 

Every day the Press brings the supernatural 
under public notice, and there is one point which 
now makes the subject trebly interesting-the great 
diversity of psychic experiences to-day. Their 
variety is infinite. 

The grey lady and the headless man have appar
ently got tired of their age-long perambulations. 
They have withdrawn, or been withdrawn, into the 
lands to which they rightly belong. They have 
been succeeded by apparitions of a more fearful 
type which cannot be classified under any of the 
well-known categories of the psychic researcher. 

The story which I am about to append is a good 
example of an unclassified apparition, and was 
published by The Weekly Dispatch, (to whom I 
am indebted for kind permission to reproduce) 
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December 24th, 1922, above the signature of Lord 
St. Audries : 

One Sunday in September, 1920, a young Oxford 
friend of mine came to tea, bringing with him his 
brother, a clergyman, and a friend, Lord St. Audries. 

During tea the latter stated that he would very 
much like to visit a certain haunted house in the 
neighbourhood as it was empty at that time, and 
the two men, who were with him, at once volun
teered to conduct him to it. 

What befell them is of a very extraordinary 
character, and they were good enough later on to 
write out for me and sign an account of their 
terrifying experiences. If all men possessed the 
moral courage of Lord St. Audries, psychic research 
would be considerably more advanced than it is 
at present. Luckily it does sometimes happen that 
when at length a man actually knows he becomes 
indifferent to the possibility of ridicule. He is too 
sorry for the scoffer to care what the scoffer thinks 
of him. 

MY MIDNIGHT ADVENTURE WITH A " GHOST" 

Mystery Room of Deserted Devonshire Mansion. 

By Lord St. Andries. 

Do you believe in ghosts ? Or are you one of 
those fortunate persons who have no fear of the 
unseen ? Or, again, do you belong to the great 
majority who keep an open ·mind, but who like to 
feel on Christmas Eve that, after all, just round the 
corner, in the mysterious darkness, something 
might happen ? • • • 

I believe in ghosts, and not only on Christmas 
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Eve, for it was a perfect summer evening, in July, 
1920, tranquil and moonlit, that the astounding 
experience befell me, which the editor of The 
Weekly Dispatch has requested me to relate. 

I was staying in Devonshire with an old Oxford 
friend who had taken orders. I had been living a 
delightful, care-free existence in the open air, bath
ing and playing tennis, in fact, doing everything 
but think of ghosts. 

TESTING THEORIES 

The Haunted House 

Then one night at dinner the conversation turned, 
as it often does, to the psychic, and the usual dis
cussion ·took place. Paul, my Oxford friend, had 
been reading stories by Algernon Blackwood, and 
was still deeply affected by the impression they 
had made on him. His brother Philip, a clever, 
cool-headed young man, who was spending his long 
vacation at home, openly scoffed at his foolishness, 
and a keen argument took place. 

Finally Paul leaned forward and said: "Well, 
we have an opportunity of testing all these theories." 

I asked him what he meant. 
And then he explained. Not a mile away, on the 

farthest side of the hill, standing off the road in a 
desolate and overgrown garden, was a house which 
I had often noticed. We will call it Weir Court 
(not its correct name). This house has been empty 
for years. It had an. evil reputation. Grass had 
grown thick on the deserted drive, bats had built 
their nests in the blank windows, the roof had 
fallen in, making the top floor unapproa~ha ble. 
But no workmen would venture to repair the roof, 
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and, though the house was for sale, no tenant 
could be found for it. 

"Why not go there and see and test for your
selves ? " 

The question came from Philip, who did not 
believe anything he had not thoroughly tested for 
himself. And something in his tone of cool sceptic
ism made me feel that I should like to take him at 
his word. 

PRELUDE 

One of the Trio Collapses 

And so it came that eventually, at about ten 
o'clock, we set out. The night was very still, with 
that luxuriant beauty that one associated with a 
Devonshire midsummer. We must have looked a 
strange trio as we walked along the lonely road
Paul with a candle and matches in his hand and a 
crucifix in his pocket, Philip swinging a stick and 
whistling an air from " Mignpn," myself wondering 
what was in store for us. 

"Here we are," said Paul, after we had been 
walking about twenty minutes. 

I shall never forget the strange and sinister 
appearance of that house. It stood back from 
the roads in a garden tangled with undergrowth, 
the plaster was falling from the walls, and not even 
the moonlight could give any glamour to its gaunt 
nakedness. · 

To enter the house it was necessary to climb a 
high gate, to go down some steep area steps, and to 
skirt the outside until one arrived. at the front. 
It was then possible to enter by means of a window 
giving into the basement. 

G 
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This we accomplished. The window was old and 
without a sash, and I remember that Paul decided 
to prop it up with a stick, " in case anyone wants to 
come out in a hurry." It was lucky that he did so. 

We stepped into the basement, Paul holding the 
candle. Never was there such a scene of desolation. 
Plaster had fallen from the ceiling and the floor was 
littered with rubble, so that it \vas impossible to 
move one's foot even an inch without waking the 
echoes-a point I would ask you to remember. 

'' This way," said Paul, pointing to the stairs. 
We went up the stairs, which were rickety but safe, 
and found ourselves in a large hall. 

Our first plan was to examine the house thor
oughly. It was right at the beginning of this 
examination that what I may term the· prelude to 
the adventure took place. We had been to the 
front room and had looked over every nook and 
cranny, Philip keeping up a running fire of con
versation, which was, in some ways, rather com
forting. And then suddenly he stopped. I looked 
at him. His face was dead white and over part of it 
there seemed to be creeping a shadow. Then he 
spoke, in a blank, expressionless voice : 

" The candle -quick-the candle," and he stag
gered down the stairs. We found him in a state of 
collapse oqtside. 

LIKE AN AN lESTHETIC 

Influence from a Small Room 

This is Philip's account, which he has written for 
me; 

"To tell the honest truth, I was bored with the 
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whole proceeding. I did not believe in psychic 
phenomena, and considered it foolish to waste a 
wonderful evening in tramping round an old house. 
And so when we started to examine the rooms I 
admit that I treated the whole thing as a joke. 

"When we came out into the hall I was thinking, 
to be quite precise, of the foreign policy of Queen 
Elizabeth, in which I was specialising at the mo
ment. Then suddenly I felt what I can only 
describe as an anresthetic. I have had several 
operations for my throat in the pa~t, and each one 
has always affected me in precisely a similar way. 
That is to say, a black film has gradually stolen 
over my brain, from left to right. The right half of 
my brain remains active till the last; the left is 
gradually paralysed. 

" To the smallest detail this was what happened 
then. It was so sudden that it took me completely 
by surprise. I had just enough presence of mind 
to get out before I collapsed. For I knew that the 
whole trouble came from a small room on the right 
down the corridor at the end of the hall. 

" I have no explanations to offer." 
That is the account of Philip, the confirmed 

sceptic. 
Naturally, after what had happened, we felt 

trepidation about leaving Philip. However, he 
affirmed after a few minutes that he felt perfectly 
all right "as long as he remained in the garden." 
Nothing would induce him to go back to the house .. 

Paul and I returned with the candle in order to 
search the house from top to bottom. This we did 
with absolute thoroughness. Not a cupboard, not a 
crack in the wall escaped-us. We paid particular 
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attention to the little room from which Philip said 
the evil influence emanated. It was bare, desolate, 
and unromantic, with a few shreds of dirty green 
paper hanging from the walls. 

We, therefore, went out again, empty-handed. 
Then I determined, by what irresistible force I do 
not know, to return. Something called me. 
Philip's experience had made me feel that, after all, 
there were things to discover in that house. On 
the other hand Paul, I imagined, whether on 
account of his mentality or on account of the 
crucifix which he carried, was not a good" subject." 

Of course they endeavoured to dissuade me. 
However, I persisted, and it was arranged that I 
should whistle from time to time to show that I 
was still alive, and that they should whistle back. 

.: =·-· ·~ 

BLACK FROM HEAD TO FooT 

The Thing that Came at Me 

I took the candle and gingerly climbed back 
through the window. I admit that I felt a little 
creepy as I ascended the silent stairs and heard 
the voices of my friends drift farther and farther 
away. But as I entered the hall, a broken patch of 
moonlight fell on the floor through the cracked roof 
and reminded me of the sane, wholesome world 
outside. ~ 

I should here point out that not only was the 
house empty (our search had been meticulous) but 
t;hat there was no possibility of anybody entering it 
without passing Paul and Philip, and, in any case, 
without making a considerable noise on the rubbled 
floor. 
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I sat down at the bottom of the stairs-it was the 
only place to sit-and waited. There was absolute 
silence. Opposite me were the two large front 
rooms, and to the right of them a corridor on to 
which gave the small room from which I had felt 
all the evil influences coming. The door of the 
room, which was some twenty feet away, I watched 
intently. 

I buried my head in my hands and fell to wonder
ing what type of people had inhabited this strange 
house in the past. Weird tales ran through my 
brain of some of the things which had been seen 
here which Paul had told me as we walked along, 
tales of a strange man who had been the last tenant, 
and who had never ventured outside, but had taken 
in provisions through the door with his white hands 
-long, thin, with fingers pale as death. And how 
those hands had been seen on the wall, tapping
tapping. 

• • • • • • 
I pulled myself together and thought of more 

cheerful things. I whistled again, the echoes 
resounding shrilly against the cold walls. From 
outside came the answering whistle. That re
assured me and I turned my attention again to the 
little room. 

Suddenly I felt that all was not well. Somebody, 
something, was .trying to make me go away. The 
air was charged with a hostile influence. I knew 
I was not wanted. And I knew that the force came 
from the little room with the open door down the 
corridor which I was w;;ttching. 
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I leant forward and looked into the semi-darkness. 
As I looked I felt, as though it were a keen wind, 
this influence growing stronger and stronger. I 
summoned every effort of will power and tried to 
rise to my feet. 

It happened. Out of the door, down the dark 
passage, something rushed, like an immense bat, 
towards me. I say something, because in the few 
seconds in which the episode lasted I had no time 
to see clearly. It was black from head to foot, and 
it seemed to be built in the form of a very powerful 
man. But two things made me know that it was 
no human being that sprang towards me. First, I 
could see no face. There was just a hideous blank, 
that was all. And secondly, though it came with 
huge leaps over the rough, rubbled floor, it made no 
noise. There was absolute silence all the time. 

Now, I am not a small man. As a matter of fact, 
I am six foot two in my socks, and I think I may say 
that I am built in proportion to my size. Moreover, 
I was in the best of condition, and seated as I was 
in a defensive position, I think I may say that it 
would have taken a pretty powerful man to knock 
me over. 

FIGHT ON THE STAIRS 

Sensation of I ncr edible Evil 

But when this thing dashed out I was struck 
backwards with an irresistible force. And as I fell I 
felt a sensation of incredible evil, as though the 
forces of Hell were conspiring against me. And 
with it something warm, not physically warm, but 
with a psychic warmth that cloyed and enveloped. 
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The rest is told in a few words. For a moment 
the whole world was blank, and then I found myself 
fighting, struggling with I know not what, down 
the steep stairs. Who or what it was, if it was one 
or two or a dozen, I do not know. All I know is 
that I saw nothing, and that I just managed to fight 
my way outside, where I sank down on to the grass. 

The rest is best told by Paul, from whose written 
narrative I quote. 

" When Lord St. Audries first went into the house 
we naturally felt somewhat anxious as to what 
would happen. After all, he was our guest, and 
after my brother's experience I did not feel that I 
was justified in letting him go in alone. However, 
when he whistled I felt reassured. I whistled back 
and waited with interest but without fear. 

" I think about a quarter-of-an-hour must have 
passed without anything uncanny happening. I 
was just about to turn to my brother to suggest that 
we should call him back and go home, when some
thing so extraordinary happened that I must narrate 
it in detail. 

A HEAVY CRASH 

What Did the C Yies Mean ? 

~'The night was absolutely windless. That is 
an important point. I noticed that a tall belt of 
poplar trees at the end of the garden were without 
movement of any sort. It therefore follows that 
what we heard and felt was, whatever else it may 
have been, not wind. 

"With absolute suddenness, sweeping over our 
heads, something came. I could not call it a wind, 
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though I felt it. I could not call it a noise, though 
there was in one's ears a sensation of rushing. A 
second afterwards there came from the house one 
of the most terrible cries I have ever imagined, as 
though somebody had been violently stabbed in the 
back. It was Lord St. Au dries' voice and was 
followed by the sound of a heavy crash. 

" Aghast, I turned to my brother. He rushed 
to the entrance. Then we realised that we could 
not get in, for the place was pitch dark, and so 
blocked up that it was quite impossible to force an 
entry. A cloud had drifted over the moon, and it 
was impossible to find our way through the wreckage 
of the basement without a candle. 

INDESCRIBABLE NOISES 

Tragedy of a Bathroom 

" We therefore ran at full speed to the neighbour
ing house, whose tenants I fortunately knew, in 
order to obtain a light. As we vaulted the gate the 
whole house resounded with violent shocks and 
shouts. 

" We secured the candle and tore back. The 
noise in the house was indescribable. And then it 
suddenly ceased and we saw Lord St. Audries 
advancing towards us, covered with dirt and 
plaster." 

That is Paul's narrative. 
I offer no explanation for this story beyond 

$ayin_g that it is true in every detail. However, 
the folldwing points may be of interest:-

(I) It has transpired t4at the small room which 
· was the centre of the trouble was once a 
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bathroom in which some fifty years ago a 
particularly atrocious murder had been 
committed by a semi-insane doctor who had 
afterwards committed suicide. 

(2) No dog will venture into the garden of the 
house, and many refuse even to pass it. 

(3) On the next night to my experience (at mid
night to be precise) the inhabitants of the 
neighbouring house, who are also confirmed 
sceptics, were awakened by the sound of a 
violent report which, they allege, came from 
" Weir Court." 

The house is still standing there and it remains 
without a tenant . 

.PLAN OF THE HAUNTED FLOOR, 

ROOM HALL ROOM 

A CORRIDOR 

~ B-
ROOM ROOM~ ROOM BATH 

St,81r~ase . ~ 
ROOM 

A Is where J.ord St. AudrJes Wllto.hed •• 
HIs dool" from whtc:h .. Rhost •• appeared. . .. . 

Though this authentic and well attested story has 
already appeared in print 1 think it well that it 
should be recorded in something more lasting than 
a weekly paper. 

There are certain points to be noted in this 
experience which differentiates it from the more 
ordinary ghost story. 
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Lord St. Audries described the figure to me as a 
human form, but of heroic size. Its strength was so 
great that, big man as he is, he was utterly powerless 
against it. and it made no sound. At the moment, 
in that violent contact, he felt that it was warm. 
What can an investigator make of those points ? 
They baffie the imagination, yet such was the 
experience of three men who are considerably above 
the average in intelligence, and who through their 
work have proved their capacity in a practical 
manner to the world. They have also proved 
that they possess that exceedingly rare quality, 
moral courage. In physical courage the British 
stand second to none, but the moral variety is 
singularly lacking. These three men have the moral 
courage to proclaim the truth of their statement, 
and to affirm that for several days after they were 
possessed by sheer, unadulterated terror, added to 
which Lord St. Audries suffered physically from · 
the effects of his crashing fall backwards into the 
debris of stones and mortar. 

It would be hard to find three more reliable 
witnesses than the young peer, fully alive to duty 
and the thorny rroblems of life; the young clergy
man, an origina thinker and tireless worker; and 
his younger brother, now a brilliant journalist and 
author, a man endowed with great natural gifts. 
The only better evidence that could be produced 
would be personal evidence, but it is well to ask the 
question. If this experience had come to you what 
would it now amount to ? Conviction for yourself, 
but only hearsay evidence for others. 

One thing is certain. We have reached the stage 
at which such experiences are crowding in upon us 
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thick and fast. Behind us we have an enormous 
mass of evidence, careful observations, attested 
experiences, in a word, of phenomena of which many 
of us find it difficult to form any conception, but 
in which, whilst waiting for direct personal experi
ence we ought to place rather more confidence than 
we have done, and by which we might very con
ceivably benefit by assuaging our fears and learning 
to understand something of the greater life, we live 
in the hereafter. 

In days now past psychic phenomena witnessed 
by many persons collectively received no lasting 
record. Thirty years ago there was no centre for 
recording such incidents. The Society for Psychic 
Research was in its infancy and few realised that 
it existed. 

Here is a case in point. 
A Vicarage in the north of London was reputed 

to be haunted by the spirit of a child, who looked 
to be about the age of seven or eight. She was a 
little, fair-haired thing, dressed always in a white 
nightgown. Her feet were bare, and round her 
neck hung a fine gold chain to which a locket was 
attached. 

She was seen constantly by the Vicar and all his 
household, and her favourite spot was on the landing 
at the top of the stairs. Through the banisters her 
little, pale face could be seen peering, her glance 
directed to the entrance hall below. 

I called upon the Vicar, who received me most 
kindly, but he had nothing more to tell me than 
what I have written above. He had no explanation 
of the facts he simply stated. He had enquired 
about former residents in the house, but nothing 
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suspicious had been recorded. The last occupants 
were a husband, wife and two or three children, 
who had come from India, bringing an ayah with 
them. They had remained a very short time in the 
house. Their present whereabouts was unknown. 

A year or so passed and numerous persons were 
privileged to see the little spirit flitting about the 
stairs and passages. The case became widely 
known, and the Vicar received more attention than 
he desired. He found that it was getting harder 
for him to concentrate upon his work, and he was 
becoming very perplexed and uneasy. Thirty-five 
years ago exorcism was almost unknown. Now 
it is more widely practised than most people are 
aware of. It never seemed to occur to him that 
this little spirit might belayed and given rest. The 
Vicar had a daughter who was about to be married, 
and at last the auspicious day arrived and numerous 
guests returned from the church to the Vicarage 
for the wedding feast. For the time being the little 
ghost was forgotten. 

The hour arrived for the departure of the bride 
and bridegroom, and the hall was thronged with 
happy laughing people armed with rice and slippers. 

The good-byes were being said. Good wishes 
poured forth on every side, when suddenly a voice 
called 

"Look." 

The hand of a startled guest pointed upwards, 
and all eyes turned instantly to the landing above. 

There they saw a fair, fragile little child peering 
through the banisters down upon the assemblage ; 
a gold chain and locket 'Shone upon her neck. 
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A thrill of awe ran throug~ the company. Every
body saw her. Here was a case of collective obser
vation. At least fifty people saw a ghost simul
taneously. 

So far as I can recollect ' it must have been a year 
later that the Vicar had occasion to order his water 
cistern to be cleaned out. 

In it was found the skeleton of a little girl who 
still wore a gold chain and locket around her neck. 

The remains were given Christian burial, and the 
child was never seen again. The murderer was 
never discovered, but the little victim was at peace. 

I am unaware that any collective testimony of 
this story exists, yet at the time it made a con
siderable stir. I can remember it very distinctly, 
and doubtless there are those still living on earth 
who personally saw the little spirit. How glad I 
should be to hear from them. 



CHAPTER VI 

HAUNTED JEWELs-THE CuRsE AND ITS PoWER 

" As long as man has faith in a blessing 
So long will he believe in a curse." 

BHISHMA, 15th Century, B.C. 

THus spoke one of the greatest of Hindu philoso
phers in the 15th century before Christ. 

The culmination of what is known as the Dark 
Age, in · this period of our evolution, came in the 
nineteenth century. At that time our earth had 
reached its lowest stage in materialism. From 
now onwards we are on the upward trend, gradually 
unfolding the spirituality which is the real, eternal 
ego in manifestation. . 

The occult forces of nature, "The Mysteries of 
the Kingdom of Heaven," and their modes of mani
festation, have been known for ages to certain secret 
orders which have not deemed it wise to give their 
knowledge to the world. 

As every mental demand invariably brings its 
supply ; as numerous persons are making dis
coveries, and often ignorantly misusing the forces 
they are learning to use, the guardians of the secrets 
of Divine Law deem the times to be propitious for 
disclosing something of their nature to independent 
investigators who are sufficiently advanced to 
appreciate their power and grandeur. 

As materialism grew in strength and density it 
110 
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fell back upon "science." To science the public 
relegated all knowledge of God and His laws. 
Those of us who persisted in our investigations into 
the spiritual side of life were termed "super
stitious." 

Gradually fear gathered round the word. It 
was deemed wise to avoid the occult. Ignorance 
was infinitely less dangerous. 

Early in this century Journalism became fully 
alive to the fact that the Public is awakening, 
and beginning to feel a keen desire to know some
thing of the great Occult forces. 

Lord Northcliffe realised the vast future awaiting 
spiritualism, and gave to the world the Vale Owen 
script. The result has most fully justified his 
courageous venture. The Press now seizes upon 
any incident invested with the mysterious, and 
elaborates it to the best of its ability. Reports of 
dreams that came true, haunted houses, curses on 
precious stones, and on mummies, find a place in 
our daily journals and are eagerly read by the 
Public. 

The word "Superstition" is taking on a new 
significance and meaning. Some of us recognise 
it as the inward reflection of that eternal memory 
which dwells in us all. The reflection of some great 
occult truth known long ages ago to our immor~al 
egos, but long since obliterated from our every 
day consciousness. 

It is natural to find" superstition " most strongly 
developed in the simple minded, the ageless little 
children of God. The dwellers in lone moorlands 
and pathless forests. Amongst those who are 
exempt from the deadening touch of the World. 
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The Islanders off the coasts of Britain preserve 
second sight until they touch the mainland. 

For a long time to come there· will be two re
ligions, one 'for the masses, one for the students. 
There will also be two sciences. One for the 
materialists, watered down for the masses. 
Another for the students of Divine Science. 

It is to the latter I address the following pages of 
this chapter. 

The reason why the mass of the inhabitants of 
our earth find it so hard to credit the supernormal 
is the utter inability to believe in immortality. 
There is a loosely held supposition that when we 
die we go to God and He keeps us amused for an 
indefinite period of time. 

The belief of the student, that The immortal 
Spirit literally is God and is therefore supremely 
powerful, that it therefore cannot have a conceivable 
beginning nor can it have a conceivable end ; as no 
limit can be set to ·the life of God, is beyond the 
grasp of the O.P. (ordinary person) included in 
all grades of society. 

The O.P. is therefore incapable of realising the 
fact that some advanced beings have delved into 
" The Kingdom of Heaven within." They have 
discovered the Divine powers residing in them
selves, "The temple of the living God" and they 
have utilised those powers, sometimes evilly (black 
magic) sometimes Divinely. 

It is to the exercise of such supernormal powers 
we owe the curse on the Hope diamond and other 
inanimate objects. The curse set upon those who 
tamper with the remains of the great dead. 

Very simple are the words of the curse, " may 

l 
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the person who unwraps me die rapidly and may 
his bones lie unburied." Simple words, yes! but 
when uttered and invested with supreme power 
of execution by one who used certain Divine l~ws 
and forces-how dread, how unalterable, as are 
all Divine laws. 

"This stone has been consecrated to God. The 
profane who touch it shall die The death." 

It is hard to believe that the most devouring 
cupidity could dare lay its grasp upon the sacred 
object, after so solemn a warning, yet avarice 
conquered fear. -

Let us glance at the appalling disasters laid to 
the account of the Hope blue diamond after it was 
stolen from the brow of Buddha. 

In May, 1919, the young son of Edward Mc
Lean, proprietor of "The Washington Post," was 
killed. 

He was a boy of eleven years of age, named 
Vinson Walsh McLean. He was playing outside the 
gates of his father's house. A motor car driven 
by a woman knocked him down and so injured him 
that he lived but a few hours after the accident 
had taken place. 

The boy was known to the world as " The 
hundred million dollar baby," owing to the vast 
wealth he would ultimately have possessed. 

It was not on this account that his untimely 
death caused a cold shudder to run through the 
world. 

His mother is the owner of the Hope diamond. 
That fact sufficed to stir the imagination of two 
continents to a vivid awareness. 

Vinson Walsh. McLean was said to be the best 
H 
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guarded child in the world, yet he evaded his 
keepers and ran into the road. There he met his 
death, thus adding another link to the long chain 
of catastrophe that has overtaken families pos
sessing the famous Hope diamond. 

This child inherited an enormous fortune from 
his mother's brother, who was killed in a motor 
smash in 1905. Mrs. McLean, at that time Mrs. 
Evelyn Walsh, was in the car and she received 
such injuries . that for over a year she was a com-
plete invalid. . 

The boy's grandparents were John McLean, 
owner of "The Cincinnati Enquirer" and "The 
Washington Post," and owner of the lighting and 
traction system of Washington. His maternal 
grandfather was Thomas Walsh, owner of the 
Camp Bird gold mine in Colorado, which is getting 
richer year by year. 

[,3o,ooo,ooo was said to be an under estimate 
of the boy's wealth. There was no other child in 
either the McLean or Walsh families .. Here was 
something money could not purchase for them. 
The nickname of this ill-starred little lad who 
fell under the pitiless curse of the Hope diamond 
was "The richest baby in the world." 

The boy was reared as if he were a young 
monarch. His short life was passed in a prison 
of gold. When he was born the late King of the 
Belgians, a business partner of the child's grand
father Thomas Walsh, sent him as a present a 
rosewood and gold cradle. Surely symbolical of 
the eleven years he passed in his gilded cage. 

At the time of the accident little Vinson's 
parents were absent at a race meeting at Louisville, 
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Kentucky. They rushed back by special train 
to the bedside of their beloved son. 

Meanwhile brain specialists, and an army of 
doctors and nurses battled for the little life-in 
vain. Before his parents could reach him he had 
fled from his prison house to the freedom of God, 
leaving for ever behind him the horrors of a tragic 
curse, and the weight of gold which was strangling 
and crushing him body and soul. 

Once before he had evaded his gaolers, and all 
America knew it. One of his pet birds escaped, 
and flew into the street, and he dashed after it. 
But a few seconds elapsed before his flight was 
discovered, and he was captured and brought back. 
The freedom of "the richest baby in the world" 
was not so long lived as that of his pet. 

An army of guards was always around him, the 
houses in which he lived were surrounded with 
steel fences, and his perambulator was protected 
by a steel canopy. The lad owned a big collection 
of birds and animals. He adored them and 
distributed them amongst his properties in different 
parts of the United States. 

He possessed a herd of ponies, two Great Danes, 
a Russian wolfhound, six terriers and twenty 
mongrels, fifty-six Shropshire sheep, and a flock 
of Brahma chickens and. six motor cars. 

One pities intensely the mother of the child 
who had so much to contend against in the rearing 
of her boy. 

Such a weight of wealth is a burden no one man 
can hope to shoulder successfully. With a curse 
upon his house the child's outlook was indeed 
dark. 



.. 

116 PHANTOMS OF THE DAWN 

Greatly against her will, Mrs. McLean became 
possessed of the Hope diamond. Murder, suicide, 
madness, and many other dire misfortunes had 
pursued and destroyed its former owners, since 
the hour when it was torn from the brow of the 
Buddha. 

Americans of that class are -very far from being 
what is termed- superstitious, but the passage 
of this stone through the world, as it passed from 
hand to hand, was strewn so thickly wtth violence, 
and fatal calamity, that when she heard its history 
Mrs. McLeai?- refused to become. its possesso;. 

At that t1me the stone was 1n ·the keepmg of 
Messrs. Cartier, the New York jewellers. They 
kept it in Paris. 

Edward McLean bought it for the sum of £sz,ooo, 
but his wife, on hearing of the purchase implored 
her husband to refuse to complete the bargain. 

So insistent was she that he consented. 
Messrs. Cartier at once sued Mr. McLean, and 

ultimately he accepted delivery of the diamond 
for £36,000 in January, 1912. A short time 
afterwards his mother died suddenly of pneumonia 
and the heavy troubles of his life began. 

I have seen pathetic photographs of Mrs. McLean 
wearing the ill-fated jewel above her forehead, 
and in her arms nestles the real jewel of her life, 
her little son. · 

The Hope diamond of sinister fame is a blue 
stone which looks to the uninitiated like a pale, 
brilliant blue sapphire. Its weight is 44t carats, 
and it measures one inch by seven-eighths of an 
inch . 

. Its birthplace is unknown, but it was removed 
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from the forehead of an image of Buddha, belonging 
to a Hindu temple in India. 

It carries with it a curse of dire misfortune or 
violent death. 

Jean Baptiste Tavernier, Baron d' Au bonne, 
the great Belgian traveller and author, brought 
the jewel with him from the East and sold it to 
Louis the Fourteenth in 1668. He travelled as 
a dealer in precious stones, and Louis gave him 
"letters of nobility," and a year later he purchased 
the Barony of Aubonne near Geneva. . 

Misfortune fell upon him from that time on
wards, and he died in utter penury in Moscow, 
in 1689. 

Louis sent the gem to be cut by the famous 
William F als of Amsterdam. No sooner did he 
commence work upon the stone than his prosperity 
failed him. Troubles fell upon him thick and 
fast : his son stole it, then killed himself, his fine 
business melted away like snow in summer, and 
finally he died a ruined man. 

Mr. Edwin Streeter, the great stone expert, 
believes that the original blue diamond brought 
by Tavernier to France was manipulated by the 
cutter, one or more pieces being removed by 
cleavage. 

There is in existence what is known as The 
Brunswick blue drop diamond, and Mr. Streeter 
says that it is identical in colour and quality 
with the Hope diamond, and he cannot avoid the 
conclusion that once it formed the triangular 
salient of the Hope Brilliant. 

This portion of the stone has brought bad luck 
to the House of Brunswick. 
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Beginning at the battle of J ena, I 8o6, we find 
Duke Charles William Ferdinand mortally wounded. 

His eldest son died. 
His second son abdicated. 
His third son, Frederick William, was killed at 

Quatre Bras. 
The present Duke of Cumberland became Duke 

of Brunswick on the death of his kinsman, Duke 
William, in I 8 84. 

His eldest son was killed in a motor accident. 
He renounced his rights to the Duchy of Bruns

wick in favour of his second son in October, I9I 3· 
This son married the only daughter of the 

ex-Kaiser of Germany. Shortly after their mar
riage the great war began, and the Duchy of 
Brunswick now forms part of the German Republic. 

Louis the Fourteenth lent the diamond to 
Madame de Montespan, and from that hour the 
star of her fortunes waned, and she was finally 
superseded by Madame de Maintenon. 

Nicolas Fouquet, Viscount of Melun, and Finance 
Minister under Louis the Fourteenth, was another 
victim. 

Madly fond of display and magnificence, he 
borrowed the jewel from his royal master, and 
constantly wore it on his breast during the gorgeous 
and expensive entertainments he gave in honour 
of the King. 

Fouquet was a man of great ambition, and he 
was desirous of succeeding Cardinal Mazarin as 
first Minister. His plans were brought to nought, 
for the King himself took the reins of power into 
his own hands when they slipped from the grasp 
of the dead Prelate. 
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He caused Fouquet to be arrested, and after a 
trial extending over three years he was sentenced 
to perpetual exile and the loss of all his property. 
The sentence was afterwrads altered to life-long 
imprisonment in the fortress of Pignerol. In 
I 68o the wretched prisoner died in poverty and 
disgrace. 

And what of Louis the Fourteenth, the actual 
owner of the blue diamond? 

All the world knows that he did not die until 
he had brought France almost to complete ruin. 
Success for a time attended the French arms, 
but reverses ensued, and war continued for years 
with varying success. In I 71 3 peace was signed 
at Utrecht after one defeat following upon another, 
and the utter collapse of France which ~as now at 
hand. Louis' son and eldest grandson died before 
him, but unbendingly despotic, yet broken by 
adverse fate, he yielded up his haughty soul in I7I5. 

The blue diamond passed into the possession 
of Louis the Fifteenth. His reign was noted for 
disaster, financial embarrassment and the misery 
of the people. His constitution was ruined by a 
life of vice, and finally being seized by small pox, 
the King, once called Le bien aiml, died unwept 
in 1774· 

Again the blue diamond passed into the pos-
session of a monarch, Louis the Sixteenth. 

On the twenty-first of January, I 793, sentence 
of death was p~sed upon him, and he was guillo
tined in the Place de Ia Revolution. 

Louis' wife, the beautiful Marie Antoinette, 
wore the diamond constantly, and frequently she 
lent it to her friend the Princesse de Lamballe. 
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The Queen ended on the guillotine, and her 
favourite de Lamballe was torn to pieces by the 
Paris mob. 

Francis Beaulieu is next recorded as the owner 
of the gem during the French revolution. He was 
starved to death in prison. 

For many years the stone disappeared alto
gether, then suddenly it emerged again and came 
into the possession of Mr. Thomas Hope, the 
wealthy banker, whose daughter was the mother 
of Lord Francis Pelham Clinton Hope. 

Thomas Hope paid {,18,ooo for the stone, and 
it remained in the possession of his descendants 
till Lord Francis, after repeated misfortunes, 
sold it in 1901. Lord Francis is still alive, but 
his beautiful property Deepdene is .now an hotel, 
and the tragedies of his life are well known to the 
world. 

The maleficent career of the blue diamond was 
resumed when Mr. Samuel Frankel, a New York 
jeweller bought it. His firm at once fell into 
serious financial difficulties, and he sold it to M. 
Colet Broku. 

This fool-hardy individual, just after selling it 
to Prince Kanitovsky, developed raving madness, 
and committed suicide. 

An appalling fate lay in wait for the Russian 
Prince Kanitovsky. His mistress was Lorena 
Ladue, a be a 1 tiful young actress of the Folies 
Bergere, in Paris. To her he presented the Hope 
Diamond. The Prince at once developed acute 
insanity, and the first night that Lorena Ladue wore 
the jewel he secreted himself in a box in the theatre. 

No sooner did the unfortunate woman appear 
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upon the stage, the diamond blazing upon her 
breast, than the Prince crept forward, and taking 
deliberate aim, he shot her dead through the heart. 

In the wild excitement that arose over this 
tragedy Kanitovsky escaped, but not for long. 
Two days afterwards his house was entered by 
Russian terrorists, who fell upon him and stabbed 
him to· death. 

The next owner of the stone was a Greek named 
Montharides, who no sooner bought it than he 
was captured by brigands and thrown over a 
precipice and killed with his wife and two children. 

Once more the diamond was lost sight of. It 
came again to light sparkling on the breast of a 
French woman, Salma Zubayba, the favourite 
of the ex-Sultan, Adbul Hamid, who had bought 
it privately. 

Before presenting the gem to his mistress, th~ 
Sultan sent it to one Abu Sabir to be polished. 
Sabir swore he was not in possession of the stone, 
and he was imprisoned. The stone had dis
appeared, but was found again in the possession 
of the keeper of the dungeon. The keeper was 
promptly strangled by unknown hands. The stone 
was then stolen by a eunuch in the Sultan's palace, 
and he was arrested in Constantinople and hanged 
on a lamp post. · 

The Sultan then handed the fatal gift to 'Salma 
Zubayba. 

The poor creature did not live long to enjoy 
her terrible possession. 

The young Turk Party one night broke into the 
palace, and Abdul Hamid deliberately shot dead 
his Sultana. The young Turks tore the jewel 
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from the corpse and carried if off. They sold it 
to Mr. Habib. The Sultan was deposed and 
Mr. Habib was drowned at sea off Singapore. 

The jewel had remained in F ranee and in 191 1 

it passed in to the hands of Edward McLean. 
Probably it now lies hidden away in the dark

ness of some strong-room. The vainest of women 
would surely shrink in loathing from it now. 

Is this terrible chapter of tragic events pure 
coincidence ? 

Is it the natural result of the power of the curse 
pronounced upon all who own the diamond once 
sacred to The Buddha ? 

Which is the simplest conclusion ? 
Scoffing at superstition will not help us. Those 

who shrink from ignorant contempt are beginning 
to see the utter worthlessness of the fiat of ignor
ance. They have discovered that to be told a 
happening is all "Tommy rot" in no way alters, 
arrests or mitigates that happening. It is well 
when one can arrive at the stage of life when the 
epithet " cred ulcus idiot " has the same effect 
as water on the proverbial duck's back. 

In the gold room of the London Museum, St. 
James's, there are some quaint jewels preserved. 
They possess a history showing the power of the 
discarnate entity to attach him or her self to 
certain property still greatly cherished. 

The jewels I refer to were unearthed some ten 
or twelve years ago by workmen who were ex
cavating for the site of a warehouse close to St. 
Paul's Cathedral. 

A broken wooden box was found contam1ng 
about a hundred and fifty gold and enamelled 
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articles, rings, pendants unset stones, necklets, 
etc. The Treasury was informed and the collection 
was sent to the private house of an official of the 
London Museum to await arrangements. They 
arrived on a warm June evening and were placed 
in safety in a certain room. 

That night, despite the high temp~rature, a 
deathly chill which was felt by all the family 
invaded the room where the jewels lay. A friend 
who called and who happened to be a psychic 
stated that he could see, standing over the jewels, 
a man clad in Elizabethan costume. A tall; 
slender man who appeared to be extremely 
annoyed. 

After a period of quiet, and an attempt to gain 
impressions, the spectre contrived to convey to 
the seer the information that the jewels were his 
and that their present custodian had no right to 
them. 

An attempt was made to appease the angry 
phantom, and the assurance that the treasure 
would be state property seemed to have a calming 
effect, as no further manifestations were forth-. 
comtng. 

Eventually the jewels were deposited in the 
London Museum, where the original owner seems 
content that they should remain. 

A spiritualist, just before the war, went to see 
the jewels, and promptly fainted. After her 
recovery she maintained that there was blood upon 
a necklet. The blood of a woman who had worn 
it and who had been murdered when robbed of the 
ornament. 

The house under which the jewels were found 
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had the reputation of being haunted by a tall, 
thin man in " fancy dress." 

Such authenticated stories could be multiplied 
indefinitely. In the West of England there is an 
abandoned house said to be haunted by a former 
heir who was murdered by a member of his family. 
At intervals he is reported to appear and assert 
that the property is his. Possibly now that it 
is deserted and he is left in quiet possession he 
may rest content, but this strong clinging to things 
temporal and seen is one of the commonest of 
psychic phenomena. One more proof that the 
man after death is as the man before death. 

When we know a little ~ore of . post-mortem 
conditions, we will be better able to enter into the 
feelings of the departed, meanwhile to hearken 
to the scoffer is to ally oneself to his dark ignorance. 
Remember Schopenhauer's retort : " Your denial 
does not argue that you have superior intelligence; 
it simply proves you ignorant of the latest acquisi
tions of knowledge." Rather let us rely upon the 
statements of our great men of science and their 
illuminated minds. They have told us that secret 
powers have been preserved to modern times by a 
series of adepts who have handed them do~ from 
generation to generation in their entirety. 

Catholics understand the subject more thoroughly 
than any other of their co-religionists in this 
country. Miracles have been vouched for which 
were due to the wonderful properties inherent in 
the relics of a saint. They have always used 
thoughts as weapons endowed with life. Do they 
not bless rosaries, water and other objects ? Is 
it logical to believe that water, wood and stone 
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are receptive only to good? May they not be 
equally strongly vitalised with evil ? 

As often as not table turning is nothing more 
than wood vitalised till it is strong enough to move 
alone. 

In the East I have seen stone gods who were 
said to have received animation. The gift of 
life is given in the ceremony of Pran Pratishtha. 
The stone is changed into new material. 

Ask a great scientist " Of what composition 
is an ordinary stone such as anyone can pick off 
the road (" Then fortify yourself against what 
is to follow by recollecting the words uttered on 
one occasion by our greatest chemist, the late 
Sir William Crooks: "Gentlemen, I know that 
what I am going to tell you is an 'impossibility' 
according to the established laws of nature. Never
theless it is true." 

Your scientist will assure you that the stone 
is composed of myriads of atoms, moving with 
incredible speed in a sea of ether. Not one of 
those atoms collide, their structure is most com
plicated. 

Or he might reply in other words that "matter 
consists of electrical ions which are in a dynamic 
state .of whorling revolution at an exceedingly 
rapid rate." I happened to mention this fact 
lately to a · young man of average intelligence. His 
reply was, to me, very illuminating : 

"Well! really, if you can believe that, you .can 
believe anything." 

He helped me the better to understand the 
scoffer at superstition, tor indeed the scientific 
statement of the composition of a stone. is quite 
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as marvellous, perhaps even more so, than the 
power of a curse attached to a stone. 

The key to the mystery is of course to be found 
in the statement of the scientist who invests the 
stone with the attributes of life. Energy, intelli
gence, motion, etc. Who shall limit the power 
of the indestructible atom ? 

The innumerable stories of stones of power 
can no longer be discredited. 

The late Lady Dorothy Nevill records that she 
was once the recipient of a Burmese figure of 
Buddha~ which she placed in her drawing-room. 

It seemed to find its surroundings uncongenial, 
and it took its revenge. From the day of its 
installation, disasters, financial and physical, fell 
thick and fast upon her family, and even upon a 
favourite horse and pet dog, both of which met 
a violent death. 

Though scoffing at first at the suggestion of 
the Buddha having anything to do with those 
misfortunes, the fall of a heavy chimney, which 
wrecked a whole wing of her house, caused her 
to change her mind and present the figure to the 
India Museum ; where apparently it found peace. 
With its departure her troubles ended. 

Another well authenticated story was told to me 
by the family to which it belonged. 

An Indian Rajah presented the statue of a god 
to a friend who sent it home to his wife in England. 
There was one stipulation made with the gift
nothing must be done to desecrate the image. 

The wife set it in a niche in the wall of her 
room, and for a time all went well. But later 
on it was fetched down to be exhibited to some 

\ 
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friends who were dining with her. Then t~e evil 
began. 

She fell ill, and fought always in delirium with 
the god, whose name was perpetually upon her 
lips. Disasters literally poured down upon the 
house, till finally the god was returned to its original 
owner, and peace was at oncP. restored. 

Here was an inanimate object receptive to and 
imbued with an inpouring of force from without. 
It was probably the same force employed by the 
priests of Ancient Egypt at the burial of The 
Pharoahs, and until we are certain that our scep
ticism rests on a surer foundation than the state
ments of our great Egyptologists, we will do well 
to treat with reverence that which to our lesser 
minds is still the incomprehensible. 



CHAP.TER VII 

THE vALLEY OF THE KINGS 

, 

IN studying the history of a nation, the student 
must rely almost entirely upon experts who have 
made the story of that. nation their special life 
work. 

The man who desires to concentrate upon Egypt 
gathers round him the books written by the great 
Egyptologists, and he accepts their ·conclusions 
as expert, as the very best information to be had. 

This is excellent as far as it goes, but it does not 
go far enough. We have been given a wealth of 
hard, scientific facts, but the work of blending 
those facts with their occult significance has yet 
to be done. 

The most advanced of our Egyptologists now 
believe that beneath the literal meaning of the in
scriptions another apd an impenetrable meaning is 
conceal~d. 

Beneath the official religion taught to the 
vulgar there was another reserved for the priests, 
the initiates, and here the theory which the ex
perts are compelled to entertain confirms the 
assertions of the occultists. 

Since the discovery of Tutankhamen's tomb, 
interest in Egypt has been enormously stimulated, 
and the "curse" controversy over the unfortunate 
death of Lorcl Carnarvon has drawn the attention 
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of the mass~s by the touch of mystery with which 
that sudden event was invested. 

Lord Carnarvon was a member of the London 
Spiritualist Alliance, and presumably he was 
abreast in the progress of occult knowledge, there
fore if malignant influences were at work to com
pass his undoing, ignorance of such possibilities 
can hardly be ascribed to him. 

Those who have the charge of mummies in our 
museums can vouch for the fact that they are 
sometimes invested with some enormous power 
which defies time. 

I am told by an absolutely unimpeachable 
authority that one mummy in the British Museum 
has shattered to atoms two thick plate glass 
cases. 

There is nothing to be gleaned from the author
ities, and one can hardly wonder. To admit of 
such a phenomenon would bring a " Wembley 
crowd" upon them, which would liberate every 
mummy in the building. Were I to give the 
name of my informant, a writer and scientist of 
European renown, he would be snowed under 
with letters, a vast number of which he could not . 
tgnore. 

This is always the trouble when dealing with 
subjects deeply interesting to the uninstructed 
public. 

Why should one man be taken and another left 
is one of the many unanswerable questions con
stantly put forward. An enormous number of 
tombs have been rifled of their contents. Numer
ous mummies lie in museums all over the world, 
yet we have not heard that their despoilers suffered 

I 
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loss of life in consequence. The public do not 
always hear how many meet death. So much a 
few of us do know now. 

As a believer in the potency of curses· and bless
ings, I attribute the immunity of some and the 
ill-fate of others who disturb the dead to the 
power or weakness of the individuals who pro
nounced the curse. Some mummies have no 
curse attached to them, though the corpse was 
always held sacred in Egypt. 

By a determined concentration of the will, an 
otherwise inert object may become imbued with 
protective or destructive power according to the 
purpose directing. If a good thing can hold the 
powers of goodness, why may not an evil thing 
hold the .rowers of evil ? One does not require 
to be scientific to understand the importance 
attached by the ancients to blessings and curses. 
Any one who reads our Bible will come across 
numerous instances of their supposed potency. 

It will be well to bear in mind certain statements 
made by Sir Wallis Budge, Keeper of the EgYPtian 
antiquities in the British Museum, and one of our 
greatest Egyptologists. 

In his translation of the Egyptian "Book of 
the Dead," he writes of mummies, · 

"There is little doubt that when the body was 
laid to rest in the tomb the priest pronounced 
certain words, ot formulas, or prayers over it, 
and it is probable that the recital of those words 
was accompanied -by the performance of certain 
ceremonies ..... It is idle to attempt to con
sider what such words were, but we are within 
our right if we assume that they were addressed 
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to the God or Gods of the community on behalf 
of the dead, and that they contained petitions 
for the welfare of the departed in the world beyond 
the grave. . . . . Certain portions of texts which 
have been incorporated into religious works of a 
later/erio~ shew that the life which. t~e Egyptian 
hope to live after death was one stmilar to that 
which he led on earth, and it is clear that he 
thought the preservation of his natural and mater
ial body to be in some way abse>lutely necessary 
for the attainment of this life." 

Two points in this authoritative statement 
hint at danger being attached to the disturbers 
of those remains. We do not know what the 
words were that the priestly adepts uttered, but 
we do know that they were solemn words of power 
addressed to the Deity, and we also know that not 
only were the formulas of curses and blessings 
fixed, but the exact tone in which they were to be 
pronounced was specially taught. Also we know 
that the power of the spell remains until such 
time as it is broken by an antidote or exorcism. 
It is therefore no pass~ng thing. In "The Priests' 
Prayer Book," in the possession of our Pro
testant clergy, there are prayers to be used by an 
exorcist. 

Again, Budge lays emphasis on the fact that the 
Egyptian believed that the preservation of his 
physical body was vitally necessary to him in his 
future life. 

Many of us, myself included, think nothing of 
the material body, but we may be wrong and the 
Egyptians may be right. We know so little. 
One fact instantly occurs to the student of occul-
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tism. There are countless authenticated ghost 
stories where apparitions continue to appear until 
their human remains, hidden away in some part 
of the house, are found and given decent burial. 
The hauntings then cease. 

It is one of the greatest puzzles to the psychic 
researcher why the departed should concern them
selves so greatly over their abandoned forms of 
clay. 

We do not now commit our dead to the earth 
to the accompaniment of elaborate ceremonial and 
ritual, but the mere fact that the Egyptian did 
invests his burial with a power it is rash to defy or 
tamper with. 

Sir Francis Younghusband says of the body, 
" It is a marvellously complex system of groups 
of those ultimate particles of matter which are 
called electrons. These electrons are not inert 
specks incapable of activity by themselves. On 
the contrary, they act of themselves ..... They 
act to all intents and purposes as if they had
each of them-a mind of its own. The body is 
spiritual to the core. It is a flame of spirit jetting 
out of that great spiritual whole, the Universe, 
and fired with the spirit of the Universe." 

We have every reason to believe that the Egyp
tians held similar .views, and their extreme care 
of the physical body after death is believed by 
some experts to arise out of their faith in its resur
rection, in the gathering up again, as it were, of 
those electrons which being etheric cannot die. 

Those electrons would in some way be available 
for the next physical body destined to clothe the 
reincarnating ego. 
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There is a growing feeling amongst occultists 
that we have been too hasty in refusing to accept 
the words " I believe in the resurrection of the 
body." Perhaps we do not understand their 
underlying meaning. Is there some power in
vested by the spirit in the physical body which 
cremation would destroy or scatter? Matter is 
indestructible. Are we seeking to destroy some
thing required by nature for her future use. Some
thing she desires to conserve ? 

Apply a piece of iron to a magnet. It becomes 
imbued with its subtle principle, and is capable 
of imparting it to other iron in turn. It neither 
looks different nor is its weight altered, but one of 
the most subtle potencies of nature has entered 
into its substance. 

A talisman may be a piece of stone, a worthless 
bit of metal, a rag or a papyrus, but nevertheless 
it has been imbued by the influence of the greatest 
of all magnets-the human will-with a potency 
for good or ill just as recognisable and as real in 
its effects as the subtle property acquired by iron 
in contact with the magnet. 

In the East the ancient power is still preserved 
by which an otherwise inert object may be satu
rated with protective or destructive powers accord.:. 
ing to the purpose directing. When one considers 
what our scientists tell us of the composition of 
matter, stones, etc., that they are really vivified 
by atoms showing intelligence, it is not so hard to 
suppose that the adepts knew the secret of 
adapting this form of intelligence to their own 
purposes. 

The opening of Tutankhamen's tomb has spread 
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before us a chapter in history written in gold. It 
is a revelation of the glory and might of Egyptian 
art flourishing in the reigns of the kings of the 
eighteenth dynasty. 

Tutankhamen was by no means great in him
self. His is borrowed splendour. 

He was grandson by marriage of Amonhotep 
the magnificent, and the objects found in his tomb 
are merely an art collection, samples of artistic 
wealth bequeathed to him by his gr~at ancestors. 

In 1907 the tomb of Tutankhamen's father
in-law, the son of the magnificent Amonhotep, 
was discovered, nearly 3;500 years after his 
death. This tomb contained the remains of 
Akhnaton who was one of the greatest spiritual 
figures the world has ever known. He founded 
a new religion. . 

From the worship of many gods, Akhnaton led 
the Egyptian people to the worship of the One. 

At the age of nineteen he took his Queen, the 
beautiful Nefertiti, to live in the glittering " City 
of the Horizon" which he had raised upon the 
desert, and there he instituted sun worship. He 
conceived of the Sun God as the source of all life 
and energy, a God spiritually omnipotent, omnis
cient and omnipresent. 

There, in "The City of the Horizon," Akhnaton 
preached love, peace, truth. 

"How manifold are all Thy works," he cries. 
" They are hidden from before us, 0 Thou sole 
God whose power no other possesses." 

He goes on, " Thou didst create the earth 
according to Thy desire, whilst Thou wast alone." 

Akhnaton may be described as the first great 
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international. His God was no tribal God, but 
" Father and Mother of all that He had made." 

Like all Saviours he died a martyr's death at 
the age of twenty-eight. So passed away this 
great spiritual genius of the old world, and Tut
ankhamen, his son-in-law, reigned in his stead. 

The stately, glittering "City of the Horizon" 
was abandoned to the beasts of the desert, and the 
bands of marauding Tobbers, and the worship of 
the One God passed away and for long was for
gotten. 

Le Page Renouf, one of the greatest foreign 
authorities on Egypt, states that according to the 
most moderate calculations the Egyptian Mon
archy existed for more than two thousand years 
before the book of Exodus was written. In" The 
book of the Dead" we find phrases that belong 
to the New Testament. They are used in con
nection with the Day of Judgment, and experts 
state that they were graven two thousand years 
before the birth of Jesus, The Christ. 

There is sufficient evidence available now to 
warrant the belief that the life of Ancient Egypt, 
which we have partially uncovered, was but the 
gradual dying out of the degenerate representa
tives of a very much greater era of civilization. 
It suggests a previous civilization, the duration of 
which might be numbered by millions of years. 
We get glimpses of those ages before the dawn of 
history, legendary ages of which we know nothing, 
but ever and anon comes a flash from that great 
mysterious river ~hich flow:s beneath all faiths. 
Which bears th~m all upon its breast, from primary 
source to embosomed harbour. 
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What is the source of that great reservoir of 
wisdom we find flaming out. through time ? 
Science has no answer. It can but note that from 
the beginning men held that the essence of all 
things is one, and that the spirit is the source 0 of 
all. Time after time we trace what appears to 
be the strangling out of this great secret, which is 
no secret, by a mountainous network of myths. 
What is myth but the poetic expression of dogma, 
and what is dogma but the scientific statement 
of religious truth ? Through myth, which possesses 
the elasticity of life itself, we return to the 
original source symbolised by the circle, the serpent 
swallowing its tail. 

The winged globe, which became the sacred 
scarabaeus of the Egyptians, shows the secret idea 
attached to it by its name. In the papyri the • 
scarab is called Khopirron and Khopri from the 
verb Khopron "to become." It is an emblem 
of human life, and the successive reincarnations of 
the liberated soul. 

The Egyptians believed, as do our 0 scientists, 
that man was not simply a material being who 
could be in only one place at once, but that he 
included another self able to pass through all 
barriers, bound neither by time or space, and 
which might exist for thousands of years. 

This self they termed the Ka. 
At death this tenuous body could not be created 

out of nothing. It must therefore always have 
existed. They believed that the Ka, during 
physical life, existed alongside the physical body. 
It was not immaterial, but composed of highly 
attenuated matter, and its arteries converging 
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into the heart received nutriment from the blood 
of that organ. 

Mter death how could it be supplied with nutri
ment ? It is a consideration of this difficulty 
that e~plains why the consecration of food and 
water to the gods was so rigorously enjoined in 
the Egyptian, Hindu and other religions. · 

The Ab, or heart 

was also deemed immortal. In common with 
the Occultists, the Egyptians believed the heart to 
be the seat of life, without the heart there could 
be no resurrection. 

Present day occultists believe that the ultimate, 
the immortal atom is in the heart, and is the last 
particle of life to leave the physical body at death. 
It carries with it the seed of future immortality, 
and the records of pre-natal existence. Words
worth writes : 

" I guess not what this tells of Being past, 
Nor what it augurs of the life to come." 

The Ba 

was a third self which corresponds best to our idea 
of the soul. It is usually depicted by a bird. 

The Saho, 

a fourth self figures as the swathed mummy of 
the deceased. The empty form having come from 
the Godhead could therefore at death return to it. 
The Sahft was not truly mortal body. It was a 
new being formed by the reunion of earthly ele
ments elaborated by nature, and in which the 
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soul was reborn to accomplish a new earthly 
existence. 

That which was, for the vulgar, the resurrection 
of the physical body was for the initiate only the 
eternal renovation ·of nature. It must be re
membered that those were some of the mysteries 
that had descended to Egypt from the beginning 
of time. The Christian religion lost them during 
the first century, and has suffered considerably 
in consequence. The old Egyptians thoroughly 
realised the most powerful argument for survival. 
The indestructibility of the spirit by any force 
known to man. 

The Osiris. 

By far the most important of these selves was 
the chief, immortal representative of man as a 
whole~his Osiris. Such was the name of the 
immortal counterpart of the mummy, and the 
equipment of the mummy was the equipment of 
the Osiris. The furniture, amulets, etc., all be
longed to Osiris. 

The Osiris of man has in the present day been 
revived in " Divine Science," " New thought." 
It is the teaching of the Cosmic, immortal Christ 
within. 

Osiris was the greatest god known to the Egyp
tians. He had lived on earth as a benefactor, and 
died for man's good. He lived again as man's 
friend. 

His birth was celebrated with cradle and lights. 
His resurrection was annually celebra~ed at the 
holy sepulchre, and His death was commemorated 
by the Eucharist after it had been consecrated by 
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the priests, and become veritable flesh of His 
flesh. Thus we see that four thousand years before 
the birth of Jesus the Christ the Egyptians were 
commemorating the death of their Christ in whom 
they qelieved they lived and moved and had their 
being, The papyri all refer to the deceased as one · 
with Osiris, in death as in life. They believed 
that the body was the temple of the living God. 



CHAPTER VIII 

FuGITIVE TALES 

THE following story is interesting, as it is continuing 
steadily to develop. The late owner of Grey 
Court, who furnished me with the details, writes: , 

" If the house still belonged to my family I 
would not ask you even to leave out its name, but, 
as it is, you will at once understand that I feel we 
owe this amount of circumspection to the present 
owners." 

The present owner happens to be one of our best 
known politicians, whom I cannot conceive of as a 
seer. Nevertheless he now wants to get tid of his 
house, as he says it is haunted. I should have 
thought that he was ghost proof, but perhaps his 
wife is not. 

Here is the story written down by the original 
owner: , 

" The story which I propose to narrate to you 
refers to an old house which is no longer in our 
possession, and as some people have an antipathy 
to ghosts, the present owner might very reasonably 
object to my telling this tale, since, if he wished to 
sell the house, it might interfere with his obtaining 
a purchaser. Therefore I rely entirely upon your 
discretion. 

" Grey Court is a very old house, the more 
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modern parts of which date from the early Stuart 
period. It is credited with possessing many 
ghosts, and I believe rightly so. But it is not of 
those spectres which are well known that I write 
you, but of one~ which one might say does not 
appear in the official category of the supernatural 
census. 

" About 1910, or thereabouts, my father was in 
Egypt on business, and my old nurse, who was 
thoroughly reliable, and who did not believe in 
phantoms, slept in his dressing room, which led 
out of my mother's room. 

This arrangement was made in order that my 
mother, who was nervous, should not be alone at 
night, for the servants slept at some distance, on 
the other side of the house. . 

"My father's dressing room had two doors, one 
leading into the passage, which ran practically the 
whole length of the house, the other led into my 
mother's bedroom. The former was invariably 
locked at night. 

"My nurse's story was that one night she woke 
up suddenly, just as the figure of a very beautiful 
wotnan came through the locked door, that this 
woman came up to the bed, lifted the bed clothes, 
smiled at nurse, replaced the clothes, and that, 
having regained the locked door, the vision van
ished through it. 

" No ohe believed this story. Everybody said 
it was either imagination or the result of indigestion, 
and the rna tter being allowed to drop was quickly 
forgotten. · 

" Some time afterwards my father sold the 
house. It was certainly very unlucky. Many 
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people came to look over it whilst it was up for 
sale, and amongst others a man who had taken the 
place as a hunting box several years before we 
began to live in it. 

" When he came to this dressing room he en
quired of my father whether or not he had seen 
the ghost. · 

" My father had forgotten all about my nurse's 
story, and absently demanded what ghost he 
meant. For, as I have said, that particular room 
was not supposed to be haunted. 

"Our visitor replied by repeating nurse's story 
almost word for word. He said they used, for 
the sake of designation, to call the ghost ' Flora.'" 
It is always interesting to meet with a thorough
going sportsman who is a believer in the super
normal. 

Through the courtesy of the Weekly Despatch I 
reproduce a story told by D. L. A. J ephson, one of 
our best known cricketers. He played for Cam
bridge in the nineties, and captained the Surrey 
XI. from 1900 to 1902. He says : 

"My belief in ghosts, an unshakeable one, is 
based on the fact that I lived for nine years in a 
haunted house. It was an old-fashioned lonely 
grange, no ancient-ancestral hall, but a .small 
house in a town, partly modern and partly ancient, 
a patchwork house of various dates. It consisted 
of two stories. On the ground floor there was a 
small hall, and above this a large room for dancing, 
originally forty feet long, which had been divided 
by plaster partitions into three 'compartments' 
the middle one being used as a bedroom, the two 
others as sitting.,..rooms. 
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" Tne ghost was no black spectre in rattling 
chains, no headless hermit, no wailing woman in 
blood-stained garments. She was simply a pretty 
white-veiled girl of eighteen or so, with a happy, 
smiling face ! 

"My mother saw her, and conversed with her 
on many occasions, usually in the bedroom be
tween the two sitting rooms. The first time that 
she appeared was at twelve o'clock at night. 

THE SMILING FACE. 

"A large collie invariably slept on my mother's 
bed, and she, thinking that his nose had touched 
her, for she felt something cold, opened her eyes 
to see at the foot of the bed the white-veiled girl. 
' I've come to tell you that your son reached Perth 
at twelve o'clock," she said, then vanished. I 
need not, perhaps, ~dd that twelve o'clock was 
the exact hour at which I arrived in the Scottish 
town. 

"Her appearances were nearly always con
fined to the central bedroom, but at times she 
showed herself in other places. One evening, 
about eight-thirty, there was a scream-! can hear 
it now-and a fall. We rushed out of the down
stairs room to find our servant girl in a dead faint 
at the foot of the stairs-she had met the ghost 
and fallen down half a flight. 

"On another occasion a lady was seated at tea 
in the dining room downstairs. Without a word 
of excuse or apology she suddenly made for the 
door and fled into the street; naturally to the 
great surprise of my mother and her other guests. 

- -- --·- --- -----
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" We learned afterwards that she saw the face of 
a girl in the glass of a picture, smiling at her, and, 
being one of those strange individuals who believe 
that anything supernatural must be the Devil's 
wor.k, she absolutely refused to enter the house 
aga1n. 

TRYING TO CATCH IT. 

" For three years we had living with us a 
Peter house (Cambridge) man, Percy Joy, who 
occupied the small sitting-room (adjoining the 
ghost-chamber), and a bedroom down three steps 
leading from it. The wall between the two was 
three feet, six inches thick. He was an individual 
who had no belief in the supernatural, and tried 
in vain, not once but a hundred times, to discover 
the other curious happenings in the house. 

" For instance, as the clock struck twelve at 
night the door bell was pulled violently. He 
would stand with his hand on the knob, waiting. 
At the moving of the wire he would charge into 
the street on to which the front door opened 
directly. The street was invariably empty and 
on either side there was no 'cover' for anyone 
ringing the bell. Mice, rats, and a dozen other 
solutions were -offered, but no mouse or rat ever 
pulled a heavy door bell six inches from its 
socket! 

"Another unexplained incident was the hammer
ing in the fireplace in his sitting room. He would 
leave the latter in absolute silence, and before he 
had descended the three short steps a very pande
monium broke out in the grate, as if two strong 
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men were hammering for a wager with poker and 
tongs on iron kettles ! He would rush back in a 
second-to silence. Nothing seemed to have 
moved, and yet the sounds were clearly heard in 
the street. 

SuRPRISE FOR A VISITOR. 

"Another Peterhouse man, a well-known writer, 
came to stay for a week-end-he stayed one night. 
He was placed in the gho~t chamber. The three 
of us had a late sitting, chatting of the old days, 
and it was about one a.m. when we went to bed 
Suddenly, as Joy and I were finishing our pipes, 
a wild, dishevelled, pyjama'd man rushed into the 
room-it was Hadath. 'I'll never sleep in this-
house again.' He never did, and he never would 
tell us what he saw or what he heard in the ghost 
chamber. 

"It is said that two hundred years ago the 
house was an inn. Was there a murder committed 
there ? And if so, why should the face of the 
ghost, seen by many people, be happy and smiling?" 

A weekly newspaper is not a very enduring 
record of so interesting a story, and I am very glad 
to afford it greater permanency. It is in a very 
different category to the following story, which is 
sworn to by an Admiral. Here is an account of 
something that happened which must be classified 
under the words of the late Sir William Crookes. 

" I am going to · tell you something which is 
impossible according to the laws of nature, but it 
happens to be true. 

" In the days of my youth we sailors went to 
K 
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sea in sailing ships, and my weird experience · 
happened when I was lieutenant on a brig belong
ing to the training squadron at Spithead. 

"We were due to sail for the Mediterranean the 
following Wednesday at nine-thirty, and it was 
reported that an A.B. named James Jarvis was 
absent. 

"We sailed punctual to time without him, 
leaving the proper authorities to deal with his 
case, desertion. 

"We encountered very dirty weather oH Ushant 
a violent gale was blowing accompanied by high 
seas. It was the month of January, and after a 
very cheery Christmas leave, spent with relatives 
I liked, the discomforts of the ship in storm seemed 
worse than ever. 

" We were crossing the Bay, thirty-five miles 
west of Finisterre, when I went on deck to take 
middle watch, 12 to 4 a.m., on a particularly dirty 
night, with a north-west wind blowing half a gale 
and the decks awash. The steering wheel on my 
ship was aft, the after hatch on the poop had been 
battened down, so I came on deck under midship 
hatches. 

"As I passed under the main mast what was my 
amazement to hear a voice sing out from aloft, 

" ' Stand from under.' 
" Instinctively I leaped aside and stared aloft. 

Who could be up in the main mast on such a night ? 
I could see nothing. Driving spray and rain 
obliterated every object that was not within a 
yard or two of one's face. 

" I at once reported to the officer on watch, 
whom I relieved, that there was a man in the cross-
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trees, but_he was f.r,ankly incredulous and too keen 
to get below to argue the matter with me. For 
the time being the incident passed from my mind. 

"At 4 a.m., when I in turn was relieved, the 
whole puzzling business was revived, for on passing 
under the main mast to 'go below again the voic·e 
from aloft sang out through the howling storm, 

" ' Stand from under.' 
" This time I felt thoroughly scared, and diving 

below I tumbled into my bunk, hoping that a good 
sleep would clear my brain of what I now told 
myself was a horrible delusion, and very soon I 
was in the arms of slumber and oblivious to all 
halucinations, pleasant or disagreeable. 

"By daybreak the weather had become con
siderably worse, and it comforted me to think that 
the poor devil in the cross-trees was nothing more _ 
than an illusion of the senses, and I banish eel the 
whole thing from my mind. I did not even re
collect my scare when next morning I tumbled 
out into the icy blackness at 4 a.m. to take the 
watch. 

"Habit is a rum thing. As I passed under the 
main mast again I leaped aside, for loud and clear 
above the howling wind sang out the warning from 
aloft, 

" ' Stand from under.' 
"The captain was on the bridge, and without 

pausing to consider I staggered to his side and 
reported my weird experiences. · 

He heard me with obvious incredulity, and 
pointed out that in such weather it was most im
probable that a man had been sent aloft, but I 
suppose something in my manner must have 
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ill)'pressed him, for he immediately decided to 
investigate the matter. Together we descended 
to the well deck, and gaining the main mast stared 
aloft. 

"It was with a sensation amounting to satis
faction that again I heard that uncanny voice ring 
out, 

" ' Stand from under ' 
' and saw the effect it had on the captain. 

"Lurching aside, to avoid what might otherwise 
crash down upon him, he gave vent to some strong 
remarks, betraying a combination of utter be
wilderment and anger. Shouting to the officer on 
the watch, he shrilly demanded to know what man 
had been sent aloft. 

"Gaining no satisfaction from the reply that 
there was no man aloft, he ordered both watches 
to fall in, and sending for the ship's corporal, 
ordered the seamen part of the ship's company to 
be mustered. 

"I cannot say I felt any astonishment when the 
roll call was over, and the ship's corporal reported 
that no man was missing save James Jarvis, the 
deserter left behind at Spithead. I suppose my 
subconsciousness knew all about it, and silently 
informed me, but something infinitely more start
ling was about to follow. 

"No sooner had the ship's ·corporal · finished 
speaking than high above the tempest rang out the 
now familiar cry, 

" ' Stand from under," 
and almost simultaneously a heavy body came 
hurtling from aloft and crashed down on the deck 
in our midst. 

. . 
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" The captain and I stooped to examine it. 
An awed silence fell upon the whole ship's com
pany collected there, whilst we examined the 
body. 

" It was the corpse of James Jarvis, the deserter, 
and right down the length of his spine ran a long 
deep gash. . 

"The captain's orders rang out shrill, yet with 
something scared in the violent force of his voice. 
He ordered the ship's corporal to remove the body 
on to the hammock nettings to await burial. 

" The man stepped forward to obey orders, and 
stooping down strove to move the huddled form. 
It yielded to him not an inch. It appeared to be 
rivetted to the deck. 

"The captain's nerves had received a nasty 
jar, with a volley of oaths he ordered forward 
two more men to assist. The result was the same. 
It was a strange sight to see the whole ship's-com
pany, in twos and threes attempting the task, and 
all failing. 

" Finally it came to the turn of an A.B. named 
Longmore, and with wild defiance he refused to 
obey the order. 

"Violently pushed forward by his excited com
panions, struggling and fighting, he was thrust 
nearer the corpse. 

"Then came the most fearful sight I shall ever 
witness. 

" The corpse of James Jarvis suddenly reared 
itself up, · and hurled itself on the struggling form 
of Longmore, and before we could stir from the 
trance of horror that held us all in thrall, the 
corpse and its captive had disappeared- over the 
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the side, and were lost in the darkness of the boiling 
sea." 

• • • • • • • 
A friend of ours, Mrs. Swan, wife of Brigadier

General Swan, vouches for the following story. I 
reproduce it in her own words. It is an excellent 
example of the psychic power of vision owned by 
some human beings whilst others in their im
mediate vicinity remain blind. Why some should 
be possessed of this extended vision, whilst others~ 
whom one would expect to be more highly de
veloped are without it is still an unsolved problem. 

B HousE, QuEENSTOWN, IRELAND. 

"In February, 1904, my husband was appointed 
M.O. at Queenstown, Ireland, a.11d we took over as 
nurse to our baby a middle-aged woman, who 
remained with us for 6t years-so we had plenty 
of opportunity, under varying conditions and 
different parts of the world, ·Of ·knowing what kind 
of woman she was. 

" She was an unemotional, prosaic kind of per
son, highly experienced and hospital traine.d, and 
the last woman one would accuse of being imagina
tive or nervous in any way. She came of a respect
able family of post office officials and school 
teachers, and had be~n head nurse in several very 
responsible situations. I give these full details 
about her to show she was not a flighty or highly 
strung type, and one could rely on what she ex
perienced at Queenstown being genuine. 

'' On February 1oth, 1904, we went to live at 
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B. House, the M.D.'s quarters at Queenstown. 
It w.as a good-si~ed detached house in a large 
garden, and with fields all round it. When we 
arrived I didn't much like the look of the place, 
which was in rather a state of disrepair outside. 
However, inside it was comfortable enough, but 
curiously built and rambling, as though it had 
been added to from time to time. Behind the 
wall of the drawing room, which had two doors, 
was a passage from the hall to an inner hall. In 
the passage was a glass door leading to the 
garden. 

''Our bedroom was ov:er ·the drawing room and 
passage, hut a curious thing about it was that a 
partition had at sometime been erecte.d in the 
room, so that the portion ov:er the passage had .been 
cut off, and made i-nto~ little, long narrow room. 

" When we had heen in the house a month or so 
we had the first experience. 

" It was paf\t of the nurse's duty before going 
to bed to see that the fire in my room was made up, 
and every night soon after she had done so I went 
upstairs, and had a look ~t baby before going to 
bed myself. The night when I went into the 
nursery about 10 o'clock I f<;>und nurse sitting by 
the dire, and looking rather queer. I asked her 
what was the matter, and she-being a woman of 
few ·words-said ' Nothing.' 

" I said there must be something wrong (she 
was looking so white and scared), and I asked if 
she had had bad news. 

She still insisted that nothing was the matter, 
and tried to pull herself together and not show she 
was upset. But I persisted. She was ln charge of 
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my baby, and I felt nervous at the curiously 
terrified look on her face as I walked into the 
room. 

"After a lot of persuasion she owned that she 
had had a fright when she went in to see to my 
fire. The fire was quite good, and after stirring 
it so that it burnt brightly, she turned to leave the 
room, when she saw standing by the bed a tall 
woman in a black gown, and round her neck what 
looked like a string of coral beads. Nurse was not 
startled at first, as she thought it was me. I was 
wearing a black tea-gown that evening, as I often 
did, and the woman was about my height and 
build. Nurse was going to say something, as she 
hadn't before noticed anyone in the room, when 
she suddenly realized it was not me. The figure 
then moved 'in front of a table and chest of drawers 
towards the window, and suddenly vanished. 
Nurse hastily left the room, and ·it was a few 
minutes later that I came upstairs to bed. 

"In the usual way-when one has heard 
nothing about ghosts in a house-1 rather pooh
pooh'd her story, and said she probably imagined 
it out of the shadows cast by the firelight on the 
wall paper, and I told her in future when she went 
into the room at night she had better take a lamp 
(there was no electric light or gas in the house), 
so as to be sure there were no creepy shadows 
about. I made her promise me faithfully not to 
speak of it to the other servants, and I know she 
obeyed, as she was not a gossiping person, and did 
not make friends easily-also she had all her meals 
upstairs, and was so completely devoted to the 
baby that she never wanted to go out or make 
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acquaintances. I saw nothing in the ·room when 
I went to bed, and hoped nurse had ' imagine·d ' it. 

"A few nights later the second experience took 
place. Nurse · had always been careful each even
Ing since the first appearance to have a lamp set 
on a table between the door and the fireplace when 
she went into my room, so' that no shadows should 
cause her to imagine she saw the ghost. She had 
quite recovered her equilibrium, though she never 
questioned that she had really seen something 
abnormal. However, on the night in question as 
she turned from the fireplace to leave my room, 
she beheld ' the woman ' standing on the other 
side of the bed, just between her and the door, and 
close to the lamp which shone full on her. Again 
nurse was struck by the likeness of the apparition 
to me, but the' coral beads' of the first appearance 
looked on this occasion like a cut. 

" On this second occasion she was really terrified, 
as she didn't know how to pass the ghost to get out 
of the room. As it didn't move she made a dash 
for the lamp, seized it, and went straight for the 
door. As she reached it the ghost vanished. 

"That night I again noticed how bad she looked, 
and taxed her with it. She told me what had 
happened,. but it never struck her to call out or 
leave the baby; her chief fear was that the thing 
might come into the nursery and frighten the 
child- which it never did. 

"I told nurse then that the next time she saw 
it she was to try and stand steady, and knock on 
the floor, and we should hear and would come up 
immediately. The next experience was from a 
different quarter altogether. 
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" I was having afternoon tea alone, and the 
parlourmaid had drawn the curtains and gone into 
the passage to shut the glass door Jeadi9g to the 
garden. Suddenly I heard a piercing scream, anq 
rushing out found the girl, Collins, nearly tainting, 
and only able to say 'the_ woman -came through 
the door.' 

"Later, when she was -calmer, sh.e said that as 
she was closing the door, which stood wide open, 
she saw a tall woman in black coming hurriedly 
towards it. For some rea~n she got frightened, 
and shut the door in her face. Then the woman 
passed right through the door, .and passed Collins, 
who shrieked in terror. She remarked that the 
woman looked like me, but that she knew I' was 
having tea in the nex~ roo~. 

"I tried to think this 'appearance' was due to 
Collins's reflection in the glass door, as it w.as duslc 
outside, but of course this was not a satisfactory 
~planation, as Collins was short and thickset, 
and moreover was wearing a c~p and apron. Also 
the thing she described was just like ~se's de
scription. I saw nurse and asked her if she had 
tald Collins of her experiences, and she emphatic
ally denied having done so. Collins also assured 
me later that nurse had never mentioned any 
experiences of the kind to her. 

"On the evening of May 14th, 1904, my husband 
made a note in his diary, 'our ghost on view.' 
He only makes the briefest notes in it as a remem
brancer. The occasion he alluded to was the 
following: 

"After dinner we were ~itting in the drawing 
room, when we ·suddenly hear-d a violent knocking 
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on the floor above. I said immediately, 'It's 
Nannie, she sees the ghost,' and calling out that 
we were coming, we ran up the stairs. In the 
bedroom near the fire stood nurse. The room was 
quite light, and she was staring in the direction 
of the place sh~ had first seen the apparition (a). 
She kept her eyes fixed on it, and I ·said, ' Can you 
see it now? ' She replied, ' y;es, distinctly, she 
is beside the bed.' Neither my husband nor I 
could see anything. 

"Then my husband held a candle to nurse's 
face, and noticed the pl:lpils of her eyes did not 
contract. Otherwise she was perfectly normal. 
It then struck me to ring for Collins, and see what 
happened. So having told nurse to keep her eyes 
on the apparition, I got between her and the door. 
We rang the bell, and Collins came up. Directly 
she entered the room she started and glanced 
towards the window. It was quite a spontaneous 
movement, and it was obvious she saw the ghost. 
We then arranged the two women side by side, 
facing the window, and told them to look at the 
ghost. As we w~re watching them we noticed the 
eyes of both of them following something round 
tlte room to the fireplace. Directly it reached 
that spot, nurse said suddenly, 'It's gone,' and 
Collins immediately replied, ' Yes, it's gone.' All 
this time neither my husband nor I saw anything 
abnormal. 

"After that the ghost was constantly seen by 
nurse. Once or more on ·the stairs, and once in 
the morning in the small room cut off from ours. 
On one occasion nurse came into my bedroom to 
fasten an e;vening gown £0r me, and I saw her 
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reflection in the glass over my shoulder. As she 
was walking across the room she started hac~, 
saying, 'The woman is between you and me just 
behind your back.' I looked round, but saw 
nothing. Another time I was ill, and nurse was 
bringing me a glass of milk in the morning. As 
she came round the bed to reach a table beside 
me, she gave a start and stepped back, spilling the 
milk, and said, ' It's standing just beside you in 
front of the table.' When I put out my hand 
' it ' disappeared. 

During May that year my husband's niece, 
Olive Swan, a girl of I 3 or 14, came to stay with 
us, and one afternoon she was in the garden near 
the house listening to the band that was playing 
down in Queenstown, at the Yacht Club. The 
cook was out that day, and the parlourmaid went 
into the garden to speak to Olive. Nurse and the 
baby were out for a walk ; my husband was at the 
club I think-anyway he wasn't in the house
and I was in the drawing room. Suddenly I heard 
Olive's voice, ' :All right, Aunt Muriel, I'm com
ing.' I then heard the child run along the passage 
and up the stairs, saying ' Yes, what is it ? ' I 
called out, ' I am down here, Olive,' and she came 
running down to ask what I wanted, and remarked 
how quick I had been getting. downstairs. I made 
some trivial excuse, for I hadn't called her at all. 
Afterwards I spoke to Collins, who had been with 
Olive in the garden, and she said, 'Miss Olive. 
looked up and saw you beckoning from your win
dow. I saw too-your hand was on the clasp of 
the window, and you were leaning down and 
beckoning with the other hand-but I knew it 
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wasn't you, but the ghost.' I gave her strict 
injunctions not to repeat this to Olive, who I did 
not want frightened. Olive has no idea to this 
day she saw the ghost at B. House. 

" Several times bells rang about the house, but 
this was always put down to rats. 

" My husband and I made a lot of enquiries 
about the house, but got no satisfactory story. 
The people about us had two legends regarding 
the house. One was that a woman in black was 
often seen rushing from the nearest house to ours, . 
some distance off, and apparently in great distress. 
It was not a live person they assured us, as it 
happened over a long period, and was looked on 
as a ghost. The other story ran that the daughter 
of a former owner had cut her throat and thrown 
herself from the window of my room, apparently 
when the house was not a Government quarter, 
but I could never trace the truth of the story or 
get names. So it remained a mystery. I never 
saw the ghost myself, but I knew when it was in 
the room, as I often felt its presence, though it 
didn't make me at all nervous." 

* * * * * * * 
This is what is termed by science a subjective 

VISion. When a phantom is seen by two people 
only, two or three others present seeing and hearing 
nothing, the phantom is not objectiv~ in the 
ordinary sense, let us say, as a post office pillar 
box is objective, and here comes in the tremendous 
difficulty of experimenting in haunted houses. 
All one really gets is evidence dividing hauntings 
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under two headst subjective and objective, we 
classify as the former phantoms who move no 
objects and cause no notse, and who are seen by 
one or more persons. The latter are those who 
cause disturbance, who move and throw about 
objects, yet even this classification cannot be 
arbitrary, for they frequently intermingle. 

It is a curious fact that, of the commonest of all 
phenomena, science . knows least. Research, scien
tifically conducted, on haunted houses has yielded 
most unsatisfactory results. No experimental 
analysis of the phenomena seems possible. The 
diversity is bewildering, and there are well attested 
cases of hauntings supposed at first to attach to a 
certain house, and which are afterwards proved 
to be attached to certain persons. A phantom may 
be nothing more than the astral body of a deceased 
human being, or it may be ari intelligence belonging 
to an order of evolution other than ours. 

We begin to see how utterly foolish it is to assert 
that in this vast cosmos man is the only intelligent 
being. Richet writes, "That there should be 
intellectual powers other than those of mankind, 
and constructed on a wholly different plan, is not 
only possible but highly probable. It might even 
be said to be certain." 

Thirdly, a phantom may be an emanation from 
a certain object. There may be some mysterious 
energy that can be stored up in a room, as the voice 
can be stored up in a gramophone record. This 
energy might impress itself upon a sensitive. 

Certainly there are many extraordinary powers 
vibrating. around us that we absolutely fail to 
understand. We cannot even conceive the nature 



FUGITIVE TALES 159 

of those powers, we can only record their e·ffect. 
I ani quite convinced that the greatest of all 
Powers has decreed that for the time being, and 
until the world is more worthy to understand the 
great mysteries, we will receive no more light. 
Science will continue to record that of which it has 
undeniable proof, phenomena which wring its 
heart to record, but which are founded upon such 
rigorously conducted experiments that theories, 
chance, fraud and illusion must be eliminated. 

The depths to be sounded are so deep, the heights. 
to be scaled are so stupendous, but we are always 
led on and sustained by fugitive gleams of superb 
powers transcending present conception, of vast 
worlds penetrating our own, thus, though ignorance 
is abysmal orir hopes are infinite. 

An extraordinary dream has been recounted to 
me by Miss Watling, of Hayling Island, but as so 
often is the case it could not be turned to its 
obviously intended use, owing to the material 
conditions obtaining at the moment. She writes: 
"I had gone to bed early, as I was tired after 
packing, and I had to start at nine o'clock next 
morning to visit a cousin, whom I had promised to 
be with before lunch. 

"My night was not, however, a peaceful one, 
as no sooner did sleep come to me than I entered 
into a thrilling dream I here narrate~ I found 
myself wandering round a curious old room whose 
walls were entirely of stone. The light was dim, 
and a stone archway gave me the suggestion· that I 
was in some religious establishment. What 
heightened this suggestion was the presence by my 
side of an old monk. He was robed in a long dark 
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cassock, his waist was girded by a rope, and over 
his shoulders hung a cowl. The top of his head 
was shaven, and a fringe of white hair surrounded 
the bald patch. 

" He appeared to be in a highly agitated state of 
mind, and as we moved side by side round the 
room he kept on urgently repeating the words, 
' You must tap. You must tap.' I had a perfect 
understanding of what was required of me, and I 
passed on sounding each stone in the walls that I 
could reach, whilst the old man kept on repeating 
like an automaton the three words, 

' You must tap.' 
"In my dream I observed that the room we were 

in was of a very unusual shape. It contained 
besides the archway, numerous alcoves, two speci
ally deep ones being situated on either side of the 
fireplace. It was on reaching the alcove situated 
on the left side that my efforts were at last re
warded. 

"Hitherto I had been tapping solid blocks of 
stone in an obviously solid wall, suddenly my 
knock sounded hollow. 

"The effect of this upon the old monk was quite 
extraordinary. He became a different person, 
full ot animation and life. He reached up to the 
hollow sounding stone, and drew it out, though it 
was not noticeably loose, and from behind it he 
produced a small rectangular box. The object of 
his search was clearly attained. He opened the 
box, which I saw was made of iron, and I had 
only just caught a glimpse of papers within when 
I came back to waking consciousness with a rush. 
Further sleep was impossible. My mind was full 
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of the vivid incidents of my dream, and at day
break I arose, utterly unrefreshed, and dressed for . 
my JOUrney. 

" It was not a very long journey, and in due 
course my cousin welcomed me, and said how glad 
she was that I had come early, as after lunch she 
proposed to motor me to see Vicarage, a 
curious old house about twelve miles distant. 

" I willingly fell in with her plans, and on a 
delightful afternoon we set out for our drive through 
a very picturesque part of Hampshire. I regret 
I am not permitted to gi-ve names. All I can here 
say is that a vicar had lately died, and the clergy
man, Mr. A., who kindly received us, was merely 
doing duty till the arrival of the new vicar, who 
had just been appointed. 

"We were shown into the drawing room, where 
sat his old aunt, a lady of over ninety years of 
age, and his son and daughter. 

"As we conversed with Mr. A., he stated how 
"fond he was of the old place, and apologised for 
the ugliness of the drawing room. It had only 
just been added, and· was certainly not · an attrac
tive bit of architecture. After a short time, tea 
was announced, and we were invited into the 
dining room. Immediately on entering I found 
royse~£ excitedly exclaiming, 

" ' Why ! this is the room.' 
"Needless to say the little company regarded 

me in amazement, believing I had taken leave of 
my senses, and it was not until I had carefully 
narrated every detail of my dream that suspicion 
as to my mental condition subsided. I explained 
that though it was perfectly easy to identify the 

L 



.. 

162 PHANTOMS OF THE DAWN 

present room with that of my dream, changes had 
been made. It was no longer walled in stone, and 
a door had been placed in the formerly open arch
way. 

" I observed that Mr. A. looked deeply in
terested in my story, and taking up a knife he led 
me to the wall, and forcing apart two boards of 
rough, ugly panelling, he showed me the stone 
walls of my dream lying behind. He explained 
that the late vicar had caused the stone walls to 
be l;>oarded over as he felt them cold. He also 
closed up the archway. Mr. A. was quite aware 
that the walls were all of stone, and that long ago 
what was now a Vicarage had been a Monastery. 

"I begged and implored of him to remove that 
portion of the panelling behind the spot which I 
pointed out as the resting place of the iron box. 
To my bitter disappointment, and doubtless to the 
sorrow of the old monk, who was probably listening 
intently to our argument, Mr. A. refused my 
petition. The new vicar was expected very soon, 
and without his permission nothing could be done. 

" I really believe that Mr. A. regretted his 
limited power as much as I did, for he himself 
had a certain amount of corroboration for my 
dream in a curious incident that had taken place 
on his arrival. 

" On coming to the Vicarage he had ordered a 
keg of ginger beer, which was placed in the dining 
room immediately under the spot where the box 
lay hidden. At supper time, on the first evening, 
the son and daughter attempted to fill their glasses, 
but the tap refused to turn. Everyone in the 
house tried, but meeting with no success, they 
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concluded there was something faulty, which would 
have to be rectified before any ginger beer could 
be obtained. 

" On coming down to breakfast next morning 
the family were horrified to find the tap turned 
half on, and the ginger beer trickling over the 
floor. The tap was easily turned off, and seemed 
quite amenable to ordinary usage, but at lunch 
time it had become obdurate as ever. 

"Greatly puzzled over this, they were again 
compelled to leave the keg alone, but later in the 
afternoon some one had occasion to enter the 
dining room, and once more found the ginger beer 
running over the floor in all directions. 

"Again the tap was turned off, but it was proved 
impossible to turn it on again, yet after tea it was 
found that the same thing had happened once more. 

"It was Mr. A.'s old aunt of ninety and more 
who threw light upon the puzzling situation. She 
stated that with her own eyes she had seen an 
old monk enter and turn on the tap. My descrip
tion of my old monk exactly tallied with the 
description she had then given of the monk she had 
seen. The ginger beer was removed to another 
part of the room, away from the alcove where the 
box was hidden, and from that moment there was 
no further trouble with it." 

• • • • • • • 
Prejudice, perhaps utter lack of interest on the 

part of those who could prove or disprove the 
existence of the iron box, has blocked the natural 
evolution of this dream. Yet the vision of the 
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monk seen by the old lady, and the fact that the 
dream room and the waking room were so alike as 
to be instantly recognisable, surely provide a 
sufficient foundation for investigation. 

Repeatedly one finds science defrauded of valu
able information owing to foolish fear or ignorant 
indifference. 

• • • • • • • 
The following story was told to me by Lady 

Swinfen, a charming woman and a highly developed 
psychic, who is good enough to permit me to print 
two out of her many experiences. 

She was staying with some friends in Norfolk, 
and one evening there came to her a very strong 
feeling that she was needed at home, and that all 
was not well there. 

She told her hostess how very anxious and un
comfortable she felt, but agreed for the time being 
there was nothing to be done, as the hour was late, 
and the last train from the nearest station had 
long since departed. 

On retiring to bed, Lady Swinfen was perfectly 
aware that someone at home was calling her, but 
finally she fell asleep. 

All night long she dreamed of burglars and bur
glaries, and woke up in ·the morning very anxious 
and unrefreshed. 

At breakfast she told her unpleasant experiences 
to those assembled at the table, and no sooner had 
she finished doing so than a servant entered with 
a telegram for her. It ran, " Return at once. A 
burglary has been committed." 

This story reminds me of a curious warning that 
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happened to me before I married. Such curious 
incidents impress themselves indelibly upon the 
memory. 

I was at that time living in Hill Street, Berkeley 
Square, and that night I was dining out. It was 
in the middle of winter, and before dressing I took 
a hot bath to warm myself. Whilst I was in the 
bath I suddenly heard my mother's voice calling 
to me in deeply agitated tones. I knew her to be 
in the South of France at Nice, and .as she knew 
that I was in London, I at once jumped to the 
conclusion that there was something very seriously 
wrong with her. Six times did she insistently and 
urgently call to me, in a voice that sounded no 
further away than the adjoining room. 

I did not hesitate a moment. A clock had just 
struck seven, and I dried myself rapidly, and ex
plained to an astonished maid that I wanted 
travelling clothes not evening dress. In a little 
over an hour I was on my way to Dover. It so 
happened that earlier that day a friend had started 
with her two children for the Riviera, and was 
sleeping the night at the Lord Warden Hotel, 
Dover. As I had no sleeper, and the rapid trains 
were made up of nothing else, I determined to 
join her, and try to find a corner in her compart
ment. She had secured one that contained three 
berths, and most kindly she allowed me to occupy 
a corner of it next day. 

On my arrival at Nice I found my mother in a 
most critical condition, ahd very thankful for my 
unexpected a ppearancc on the scene. After a few 
days she was out of danger, and I wa~ able to 
return to Londcn in due course. 
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She told me that she had not actually called me, 
but believing that she was dying, she had longed 
intensely for my presence, and undoubtedly her 
thoughts had possessed sufficient strength to 
reach me and impress me in London. 

This is no more wonderful than the wireless we 
are all quite accustomed to now. The power of 
thought is a well attested fact, which is receiving 
great attention all over the globe. Probably the 
burglary taking place in Lord Swinfen's house 
whilst his wife was absent was communicated to 
her by vibrations (energy is transmitted by vibra
tions) impinging upon her subconsciousness. The 
same may be said of my experience, but in our 
pr~sent state of ignorance we do not know what 
kind of vibrations act thus upon us. We are all 
aware that messages can be transmitted through 
space. It is not therefore impossible to conceive 
that there exists some analogous but invisible 
medium which can impinge upon our conscious
ness though we perceive nothing either of the 
transmitter or the receiver. 

It is proved beyond doubt that our mental 
mechanism has means of awareness that escape 
analysis. To dismiss such phenomena as being 
only telepathy explains nothing. What is tele
pathy? Science does not know. It may be the 
merging of two consciousness's separated by a 
thousand miles, or it may be a faculty of knowing 
which is outside the order of normal faculties. 

Again, such warnings as I have described may 
have been given by discarnate entities. 

It is a pathetic ·fact that Professor Richet, in his 
great book, fights hard against Spiritualism in 
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his efforts to disprove immortality, yet he tells 
us that "it is a minor matter whether the fact of 
supernormal cognition is manifested by raps, 
automatically written messages, by direct writing, 
by voices heard, or by words spoken, provided 
that the bare fact itself is duly proved. Now this 
fact has been established by· so many unquestion
able proofs that it is surprising that it should have 
been disputed or denied. Indeed, those who deny 
it are those who have neither experimented nor 
read, nor studied, nor thought." 

Again he writes : 
"There are three possible hypotheses (a) Every

thing comes from the mind of the medium. (b) 
The mind of a deceased person intervenes. (c) A 
non-human intelligence is conceived, an angel, a 
demon or some other power. 

"On subjective data alone, the first hypothesis 
is certainly the most likely, since the admission 
that the human mind has mysterious powers of 
cognition covers the ground." 

But does it cover the ground l In thousands 
of authenticated cases certainly it does not. 

What of those innumerable cases where no 
medium is present? Where the phantom of a 
dead man appears to his friend to announce his 
decease. What of the phantom of a soldier who 
has been dead some time, who walks through the 
messroom and is seen and recognised by all his 
brother officers present l If there is no survival, 
what is it they see ? 

Another interesting story told to me by Lady 
Swinfen is as follows : 

One year she and her family were occupying, 
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during the autumn months, a haunted house in 
the West of Scotland. 

One night a young lady guest complained that 
she had been through a most unpleasant experience. 

She was roused by the sound of heavy trunks 
being moved in a room next door to her own. 
Someone appeared to be dragging them about, 
and thumping them down on the floor. -

Whilst she was listening curiously to those 
sounds, not usually heard in the dead of night, 
she became aware that she was not alone. A 
woman, dressed in grey, was standing in the door
way. She recognised the figure at once as being 
that of a former mistress of the house, whose full 
length picture was hanging in the drawing room. 

As she looked at the apparition it raised its arm, 
and beckoned to her, then it gradually faded out. 

The next morning it was apparent that some
one or something had indeed been occupied during 
the night with the trunks. They had been pulled 
out into the middle of the floor, where they remained. 

The affair was wrapped in complete mystery, 
as no one in the house could account for what had 
happened. No one had entered the box room. 

At the time of those occurrences a big coal strike 
was in full swing, and the trains were greatly dis
organised and many withdrawn. The arrival and 
departure of guests was ·therefore a difficult matter, 
and necessitated a constant shifting of plans, and 
it brought about a situation which is not unusual, 
but causes much uneasiness to many sensitive 
people. 

The party was now composed of thirteen at 
table. 
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Lady Swinfen, knowing well the prejudice against 
sitting down 1 3, consulted the wishes of her guests 
as to the best method of correcting the situation. 
They one and all agreed that it was really a matter 
of indifference to , them personally. It was a 
question solely concerning their hostess, as con
vention decreed that she must rise from the table 
first. If she had no objection to doing so under 
the circumstances then the subject was closed. 

That night, when the time for the withdrawal 
of the women had arrived, Lady Swinfen made a 
move, but at that second her attention was sud
denly claimed by the man on her right, and 
although she had given the signal she was still 
seated. 

The girl to whom the apparition had appeared 
had, however, jumped up on seeing the signal from 
her hostess. She was therefore standing up first, 
and for the moment alone. 

In six weeks she was dead. 



CHAPTER IX 
~ 

THE Two SKULLS 

LoNe, long ago I possessed two human skulls. 
I possess them still, and it is the story of one of 
them I now reproduce in practically the same words 
I penned long, long ago in recording the vagaries 
of conduct displayed by one of the pair. 

One ran away. 
It went on a journey all by its lone self, but I 

found it again and brought it back to its companion. 
This story may shock some of my readers, but 

I hope they will kindly bear in mind that to me 
a dead body is of no more value than an old coat. 
The Almighty has ceased to animate it, and 
when the Divine Spirit has departed I don't think 
the discarded tenement of clay is worth spending a 
farthing upon. When I discard my old coat 
I trust my friends will realise that 1 have gone 
elsewhere, and presep.t their flowers to the living 
poor who are not privileged, as I will then be, to 
enjoy all the beauties of creation without money 
and without price. 

The two skulls I possess were given to me by 
the late Dr. Cameron Lees. They came from St. 
Giles' Cathedral and were selected out of a vast 
mound of skulls because they had bullet holes 
through them. Two neat round holes behind 
pierced the bone. 
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I carried them home-we were then living in 
North Berwick for the summer months-and 
placed them on my writing desk, but objections 
were raised by various persons to their occupying 
so conspicuous a position, so finally I put them 
in a drawer which I locked. I did not lock them 
up out of any fear that they would be stolen. 
The housemaid had refused to do the room whilst 
they were there, and no one in the house would 
have touched them save under violent compulsion, 
so I considered it wise to bow to popular super
stition and hide them in a spot where they could 
not be discovered. 

A couple of weeks after I had occasion to go 
to the drawer, when to my amazement I discovered 
that one was missing. 

Of course I hunted high and low for it, knowing 
perfectly well that I should not find it. I ques
tioned everyone in the house, though I knew 
the futility of such questions, and in my annoyance 
I was rather glad to see what a disturbing effect 
my loss had upon the domestics, who spoke in 
awed voices of the skull that had "got loose ,, 
and speculated upon the certainty of its turning 
up in someone's bed. 

Several months elapsed, and I had ceased to 
trouble about the matter. We were making a 
rockery in the garden, but in my opinion it had 
one great defect. The stones with which it was 
built all looked too new. I thought longingly 
of a discarded heap of very old carven and moss
grown tombstones, the sort that have skulls and 
cross bones carved upon them, that lay in a far 
earner of the old Kirkyard, about a mile away. 
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Very few people were buried there then. It 
was no longer fashionable. The more up-to-date 
people preferred a nice trim piece of ground in 
the new field where they would be surrounded 'by 
all the rank and fashion of the town. Where 
no expense would be spared on the quality and 
quantity of marble upon which their numerous 
virtues would be inscribed for the edification of 
posterity. Naturally, one does not expend a big 
sum on a big headstone unless it be to record what 
a very superior person one was in life1 and naturally 
one wants to avoid a spot wept over by ancient 
yews and cypresses, thereby effacing the in
teresting testimony. 

So the old Kirk standing amidst its rolling 
green sea of graves was practically abandoned, 
save by a few very old people, who crept in there 
on Sabbath evenings in the summer to lay a 
sprig of Southernwood and Sweetbriar upon 
some unnamed resting place, by them . never 
forgotten. 

It is thirty-five years since I last stood there. 
Possibly modern villas now rest upon the old 
abode of peace, but the early scenes that are as 
landmarks to the heart are not so much loved 
for their own sakes as for the associations -with 
which they are connec~ed. 

Strange it is how the memory hovers in the 
leafy hearts of familiar woods, like birds in the 
trees. Some sweet, some sadder than death, 
cherished thoughts, golden beads strung on the 
rosary of memory. 

I can remember as if it were but yesterday 
the ancient elms that shadowed over the quiet 
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graves, and an old apple tree that scattered its 
petals over the heaving turf. A very old urn
shaped tomb occupied one corner, once richly 
carved, time had worn away the clearness of 
outline. An angel's head with but one wing 
lay near, and a sculptured skull which once 
filled a niche lay half hidden in the long dank 
grass. 

The church was even then a dismantled ruin, 
but the old square tower with its weight of four 
hundred years still stood erect. The oaken door 
was ~tudded with great nails, and the interior was 
blocked with debris and the sexton's tools. The 
oval windows festooned with fleecy webs showed 
the walls to be about four feet thick. 

A fluttering, rustling sound came from the 
jackdaw's wings high aloft, and the guttural 
coo of the pigeons in the belfry. I loved to climb 
the worn-out spiral stair that led aloft. Many 
of the boards were gone, and one could look below, 
others creaked ominously beneath the infrequent 
tread. Reaching the belfry, the walking was 
dangerous, the floor was worm-eaten and the 
planks between the beams were rotten and loose, 
but I climbed there very. often to watch the golden 
west slowly pale into the gloaming. The tombs 
of every shape and form loomed weirdly out of 
the gathering dusk. The stillness deepened, the 
elms cast a darker shadow, and softened the 
outlines of those symbols of death and immortality. 
How well I can remember the thrill that always 
ran through me on se~ing t~e first star of evening, 
pale and white, and afar in the north, and later 
on in the south my favourite star, Antares, glim• 
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mering red and dull through the afterglow which 
lingered on almost till the dawn. 

I was great friends with the old Sexton, who 
was retained rather out of philanthropy than 
because he had any work to do, and I decided to 
approach him on the subject of the coveted stones 
for the rockery. I went to the Kir kyard one 
sunny summer day and found him ruminating as 
usual over the graves and smoking his short black . 
p1pe. 

" Yes ! they're just rubbish," he said. " You 
can take them for .the carting of them away. 
They were thrown down there over eighty years 
ago and left lying there ever since. They must be 
hundreds of years old. I'm eighty, and they were 
there in the corner when I was a wee laddie and 
my father was sexton here afore me." 

As we talked we strolled along to the far corner 
of the Kirkyard where the stones were heaped, 
and my eye, from afar, caught sight of some
thing white and round shining on the very top of 
the mound of stones. 

" So that's where you've gone to," I thought. 
Aloud I said : 

"That white shining thing looks like a skull 
on the top of the stones." 

The sexton stood still and stared. "Whatever 
can it be ? " he questi,oned anxiously. We walked 
on ; there was the skull sure enough, crowning 
a stone carved with angels' faces, and with wings 
springing from each full-blown cheek. 

"That is my s'kull. I lost it two or three 
months ago. It's got holes in the back of it," 
I informed the sexton. 
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He expressed no feelings on the subject one way 
or another. 

" Well, take it away~ We're not needing any 
more here," he retorted. 

" But how did it get here ? Haven't you any 
idea ? " 

He shook his head despondently. 
" There's some that active they can't even lie 

still and wait for the last trumpet to sound. I 
mind about forty year ago there was a body 
called Miss Fanny Hope lying in that vault over 
there." 

He nodded his head towards a massive, ivy 
grown table stone with broken steps heaped in a 
hole beside it. 

"A year after we went down to lay her Mother 
beside her, but she hadn't waited. She was 
gone and her coffin was empty." 

" But someone must have stolen her," I insisted. 
" Who'd steal her ? " retorted the sexton, with 

cold contempt, "and wasn't I always here ? 
Wouldn't I have seen the grave had been opened 
when I came back next morning ? But it wasn't 
opened, that I'll swear to." 

"How do you think she got out ? " I asked 
in an awed whisper. 

" I take it she just slipped in one night and 
fetched out her own bones. She'd learned the 
way to do it up there." 

The Sexton threw his dim eyes skywards and let 
the matter drop. It was beyond me. 

This little story reminds me of a remarkable 
event that created a great sensation in Scotland 
in 1881. 
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The body of the twenty fifth Earl of Crawford 
and eighth Earl of Balcarres was stolen from his 
tomb in the family vault at Dunecht, Aber
deenshire, on the second of December, 1881. On 
the eighteenth of July, 1882, the body was 
recovered. 

The Earl died on the thirteenth of December, 
1 88o, at Florence, where he had gone for the benefit 
of his health, and his remains having been embalmed 
by an Italian chemist, were brought back to 
Scotland and deposited in the family mausoleum 
at Dunecht. 

This mausoleum was only built during the pre
vious year in connectibn with t~e new chapel, 
the lower and underground part of which it formed. 
At the death of the Earl this mortuary was scarcely 
finished, and on the . morning previous to the 
interment it was consecrated by the Bishop of 
Aberdeen. The body of the deceased peer was 
therefore the first to be deposited in the new burial 
place of the Lindsay family. This terrible act 
of sacrilegious theft was not discovered till some 
months after it was perpetrated. The family 
were absent abroad, and ·an . anonymous letter 
sent to the house stating that the body had -been 
removed was ·entirely disregarded. 

It was at the end of May and beginning of June 
that the servants began to perceive a strong 
odour apparently proceeding from the vault, but 
they were persuaded that the unpleasantness 
was caused by decaying flowers which had been 
strewn in protusion on the Earl's coffin at the
time of the interment. 

Steps were taken to prevent this unpleasantness 

, 
J 
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by cementing the slabs at the mouth of the tomb 
and the matter was forgotten-. 

The actual discovery that the outrage had been 
committed was made in the first week of Decem her, 
1881, by a labourer, who, proceeding to his work, 
had his attention directed to the mouth of the 
tomb. He observed that the turf and slabs were 
displaced in such a manner as to suggest that the 
vault had been entered. On examination the 
truth of this became at once apparen.t. Informa
tion was instantly sent to the police, and no one was 
permitted to approach till their arrival. 
· An extraordinary scene met their eyes when 

in company with the Earl's commissioner the 
police entered the rifled tomb. · 

The body had been encased in three coffins. 
These had been pulled some distance forward 
on the slab on which they rested, in order to 
facilitate the operation of opening the outer case 
of carved oak with silver mountings. The shells 
of zinc inside were cut through, and the body 
had been drawn out at the 'lower end. Bits of 
the coffin, removed in the process · of opening 
lay about on the ground, but nothing further 
was disarranged. 

The night before the theft was discovered was 
wild and stormy in the extreme, and by the aid 
of a dim moon the thieves had an excellent oppor
tunity for carrying on their work. The young 
man who had succeeded his father as twenty-sixth 
holder of the title and Premier Earl on the Union 
Roll o£ Scotland, was travelling abroad, but he 
was at once communicated with and returned 
home immediately. 

M 
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Footprints of three persons could be clearly 
traced, but no arrests were made, and a fruitless 
search for the body began all over the country. 
Only two motives for the theft could be conceived 
of. That of malicious mischief, and that of 
ransom. 

The latter was believed to be the most probable. 
On december thirteenth the widow of the deceased 
Earl issued an exceedingly noble statement to 
the country, which ran as follows :-

Florence, December 13th, 1881. 

I have been informed by those who know 
best, that if, in order to recover the beloved 
remains that have been . so cruelly stolen away 
from their resting place, we yield to the natural 
desire to offer a ransom for their discovery and 
restoration, we shall be creating a precedent 
that may lead to repetition of this cruel and 
almost unheard of crime, and that success in 
this case of obtaining (what could be the only 
object of those who committed the crime) a 
large sum of money, would encourage them to 
carry out in other cases the same horrible and 
sacrilegious work. 

I should indeed be unwilling, by any action 
of mine to expose anyone to the sorrow and grief 
and exceeding pain that this outrage has caused 
to myself and my family. I have therefore 
made up my mind, with what reluctance and 
difficulty I will not say, to refuse to offer any 
ransom so far as I myself am concerned, and 
to request my son equally to do the same. 
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I know in acting thus I am only carrying out 
what I know would have been my husband's 
wish, for with him duty was a paramount 
obligation. 

No one who knows us can for a moment 
doubt the love and reverence we both felt . for 
him that is gone, or the readiness on the part 
of each to make any sacrifice, of whatever 
kind, for the comfort of once more restoring 
the body, but wherever it may be laid, God 
has it in His own good keeping, and some 
day I humbly trust it may be restored to 
me. Meanwhile I leave my cause in God's 
hands. 

If perchance ··at some future time a feeling of 
regret or remorse should enter the heart of one 
of those who have so cruelly torn from his 
resting place the body of one who passed his 
life in doing good, and whose kind heart would 
never willingly have injured a living soul, he 
may be induced to give such information as 
may enable us to restore once nidl'e our beloved 
dead to his resting place, awaiting that day 
when no secrets shall be hid. 

The tender and kindly sympathy manifested 
by high and low throughout the length and 
breadth of the land, and which I gratefully 
acknowledge, will enable each and all to ap
preciate the motives which have overruled my 
wishes, and have induced me to come to this 
determination. 

(Signed) MARGARET CRAWFORD and 

BALCARRES, 

---
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Such a letter showed forth the noble and 
resolute character of its author, and aroused a 
profound sensation throughout all Scotland, but 
the mystery connected with the theft remained 
unsolved. 

At the end ot December the Government issued 
the following statement, fifty thousand copies 
of which were scattered far and wide: 

£6oo REWARD. WHEREAS the body of the 
late Earl of Crawford and Balcarres has been 
taken from the vault at Dunecht House, Aber
deenshire, a reward of £Ioo will be paid by Her 
Majesty's Government, and a further reward 
of £500 will be paid by Messrs. Alsop, Mawn 
and Co., Solicitors, Great Marlborough Street, 
London, to any person other than a person 
belonging to the Police force in the United 
Kingdom, who shall first give such information 
as will lead to the discovery and conviction of 
the perpetrator, or perpetrators, of the offence, 
and the Home Secretary will advise the grant 
of Her Majesty's gracious pardon to any accom
plice not being the person who actually committed 
the offence, who shall first give such information 
as shall lead to a like result. Information to 
be sent to the Director of Criminal Investiga
tions, Great Scotland Yard, London. 

Time went on, and to the reward thus offered 
there was not the slightest response. The police 
were utterly baffi.ed and a number of arrests of 
innocent persons were made, the victims being 
speedily liberated. Rumours - of a sensational 
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nature were constantly set afloat, only to be 
rejected later. Anonymous letters signed" Nabob" 
offering to restore the body for the sum of £6,ooo 
were received by Lord Crawford's agents, but no 
public notice was taken, though the hand-writing 
was thought to be a valuable clue. The family 
solicitor came from London to Aberdeenshire in 
February and began enquutes, but without 
result. 

Meanwhile Mr. Peter Castle, a Commission 
Merchant in Aberdeen, was quietly and confidently 
conducting private detective operations in the 
interests and with the full authority of the family. 
In June his investigations enabled him to telegraph 
to Lord Crawford that he would" force the finding 
of the body," and one day early in July he was 
able to telegraph to Lord Crawford's London 
Solicitors ·stating that the finding of the body 
was "a question of a few hours." He added, 
" All I asked for is now accomplished, and it is 
not for me to pursue the deluded men who were 
influenced to do this deed." 

Entirely through the ceaseless efforts of Mr. 
Castle, Charles Souter, aged forty-one, who followed 
the occupation of a rat-catcher, was taken before 

·Sheriff Comrie Thomson, Aberdeen, and subjected 
to examination. In consequence of information 
supplied by Souter, a final search of the Dunecht 
Woods took place, and terminated in the discovery 
of the corpse. 

A body of twenty men armed with sharp pointed 
steel probes was assembled at Dunecht House, 
and orders were given them to scour th~ woods 



182 PHANTOMS OF THE Dl.~WN 

and test the nature of any substance lying under 
ground of a suspicious nature. 

The search was conducted . under very different 
circumstances from those which obtained in the 
beginning of December, when the theft was first 
discovered. The ground was then bare of the 
rank vegetation of summer, and appearances of 
newly upturned soil were then readily recognisable. 
Undoubtedly, but for the precise information 
given by the man Souter, the actual locality where 
the corpse was buried would have remai.ned un
discovered. 

It was about noon, after some eight hours' 
beating of the woods, that the head gamekeeper 
came to some undergrowth at the foot of a tree 
about six hundred yards from the house. He 
made a close scrutiny of the soil and struck his 
steel rod into the midst of the thicket. It re
bounded, as if it had come in contact with something 
elastic. 

Assistance was at once called. ~fhe soil was 
removed, and the body of the late Earl was 
found, wrapped iri a blanket and bearing few 
traces of decay. The process of en1balming had 
heen well performed, and the features were 
recognisable even some twenty tnonths after 
death. 

There was no room to doubt the identity of the 
body. Apart from the preservation of the features, 
the funeral trappings gave sufficient clue. The 
Italian drapery in which the corpse had been 

1wrapped during the process of embalming was an 
unmistakeable proof that the remains of the· de-
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ceased had been found, and had those marks of 
identification been wanting, the coronets sewn into 
the cloth removed all shadow of doubt. 

Thus ended an extraordinary case to which 
considerable mystery will always be attached. 

Souter was tried in Edinburgh for the crime 
in October, I 882, before Lord Craighill, and was 
sentenced to five years' penal servitude. 

In I 898 we were living in Aberdeenshire at my 
husband's place, Balquholly, and we were invaded 
by a plague of rats. Something had to be done, 
and we were informed that James Souter was the 
only man who could cope with the invasion. 
He had performed wonders on other properties 
in ridding the land of the scourge. 

His method took three days to carry out; 
therefore, he had to be accommodated in the house, 
and we rather shrank from this close proximity 
with one who had spent five years in prison, and 
who bore so evil a reputation. Our neighbours, 
however, reassured us, and believing that his 
identity was unknown to our household, and that 
the years intervening had obliterated the history 
of the crime, we saw him arrive without tre-
pidation. . 

His appearance was "the height of respect
ability." A portly, venerable elderly man, with 
large gold-rimmed spectacles and good country 
clothes. We were assured that his discretion 
would not belie his appearance, and that the 
household would remain unaware of the identity 
of the man. 

The next morning I was told that a most 
thrilling evening had been passed in the servants' 



184 PHANTOMS OF 'fHE DAWN 

hall. James Souter had told them the whole story 
from beginning to end. Doubtless his ghoulish 
embellishments were so appreciated that when he 
left us-rat free-his absence was deeply regretted 
by the household. 



CHAPTER X 

MYsTERY HousEs 

MosT people understand what it means to feel the 
atmosphere of a house. Is it agreeable or dis
agreeable ? Few people pause to enquire of them
selves what gives rise to the sensations of pleasure 
or repulsion. All they know is that such feelings 
do not arise out of the material conditions pre
vailing. A house may lack all modern con
veniences, it may be a most laborious place to 
run, yet it may possess such a fragrant atmos
phere that its occupant feels it to be adorable, 
and would not exchange it for the perfection 
palace of a multi-millionaire. 

Another house may be equipped with every sort 
of labour saving contrivance, it may be lovely 
without and within, and yet to live in it may 
be sinister, depressing and unlucky, the word 
commonly used to describe the malignant in
fluence some houses possess for those who dwell 
in them. 

Our entire life includes more or less the elements 
of suggestion, and the senses are not stationary 
in their latituqe of experience, but range beyond 
and beneath their normal level. There are many 
people who possess such an excess of sense 
susceptibilities that in truth they live in another 
sphere of being. Perception is the manifestation 
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of consciousness, and we no longer believe that 
consciousness only manifests itself through the 
human brain. 

Psychic perception, which is a matter of feeling, 
is becoming every day more strongly developed 
in the human race. There is nothing mysterious 
about it, and there is nothing conditioned in it, 
save the instrument through which i~ is expressed. 

The truth is that the world is a vast field with 
celestial nre everywhere hidden in it, a vast field, 
with everywhere something sown in it. 

Matter is not so dead as some people suppose. 
Spirit runs through the universe as an essence 
runs through a substance, as light runs through 
water, as soul through the kingdom of the body. 

Man is a cloud involved in mystery, an endless 
spirit with the fire of eternity a~d the fourfold 
life burning and living in him. The Universe 
is a house full of fiery energy arranged in perfect 
order and subject to the Divine law of Measure. 

Pythagoras affirmed that the doctrine of numbers 
involved all wisdom. 

How comes it that one can sense atmosphere 
in a strange house ? Because man is related 
to something that he cannot see, something that 
refuses to be defined. The physical senses leave 
the soul unexplained to herself. Though ever 
with us, though the endless sights, and sounds 
and occupations of material existence tend to 
bury her in utter self-forgetfulness, there yet 
abides within the soul a certain ineffaceable 'im
pression that she belongs to another sphere and 
1s destined one day to inhabit it. 

One of the most curious forms of haunting 
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is that of perfume-or a distinctive odour-agree
able or disagreeable. Sometimes a room becomes 
impregnated with some strong smelling essence 
which renders it impossible for human habitation. 
Such a room was shown to me recently. It was an 
empty bedroom, one of eight bedrooms in an old 
manor house in Devonshire. One family had 
lived in it for over three hundred years, and its 
history was well authenticated. 

The ordinary events of human life had followed 
each other down the years with singularly little 
tragedy to mar their tranquillity. In that empty 
room birth and death had alternated, and about 
fifty years ago a daughter of the family had taken 
possession of it and inhabited it up till about ten 
years ago. At that time she was forced to abandon 
it. The furniture and hangings were removed 
and the room locked up and left severely alone. 

This woman had never married, but had always 
lived very happily in the old home. Her life 
might have been considered desperately dull by 
many, but it satisfied her ; and its remoteness 
from the world surrounded her with an atmosphere 
of wonderful peace. 

She told me that very, very gradually the 
room had become unbearable, and that she had 
only abandoned it with the greatest reluctance. 
The first unpleasantness was a creeping sensation 
of fear which was utterly incomprehensible. She 
had slept in that room for the last ten years, 
and loved it. She was in rude health, and did not 
understand what nerves meant, and she had 
little or no interest in the occult and the imagina
tive side of life. 
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Imperceptibly the creeping fear grew stronger. 
It awakened her in the night and clutched her in 
an icy terror. Often in broad daylight it would 
meet her on the threshold, as if to bar her entrance, 
and she would actually turn away and use some 
other room rather than encounter the dread 
sensation. 

A maid servant was the first to observe a peculiar 
perfume. She was an old retainer, and she objected 
to the scent. 

" I don't like that new fangled scent you're 
using, Miss Margaret. It reminds me of death," 
she said one day. 

" Scent ! Death ! I don't know what you 
mean," replied Miss Margaret. 

Then suddenly she did know. She smelt the 
perfume and liked it. 

"Oh! but it is delicious, and where is it coming 
from ? It's stephanotis or gardenias!" she ex
claimed. 

" It's the smell of the flowers they put on coffins 
and I hate it," retorted the maid, sombrely. 

Miss Margaret said nothing, but she exhausted 
every effort to dis,cover from whence the perfume 
came. She herself possessed no scent except 
a small bottle of lavender water. 

She realised that subconsciously she had known 
of this perfume for some long time, and in some way 
it was connected with those spasms of terror 
which now assailed her with greater frequence 
than ever. 

The maid grew mysterious, and then obstinate 
over the phenomenon. She became convinced 
that Miss Margaret was innocent, and she ransacked 
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the room, pulled up the carpet and some of the 
boards, and did everything in her power to elucidate 
the mystery, but nothing came of her search. 

The scent at times was insupportably pungent, 
and produced a sensation of faintness and" muzzi
ness in the head" as she ·expressed it. At other 
times it was very faint, but it was no\v always 
perceptible. 

Slowly the belief grew upon Miss Margaret that 
her room must be abandoned. There were early 
dawns when fear and the perfume roused her 
from sleep and she felt as if she was being robbed 
of her senses and drugged by some fiend. 

Her strong common-sense and resolute disposi
tion began to fail her, and the day came when she 
made up her mind to give up the battle and retire, 
routed. 

That was ten years ago. Whatever the invading 
force was, it had held undisputed sway during 
those ten years. No one had ever slept in the 
deserted apartment, the door was kept locked, 
and the furniture had been distributed amongst 
the other rooms in the house. No trace of the 
mysterious perfume was ever discovered outside 
that locked door. 

When the room was shown to me, the scent 
was quite strong and very pleasant, a scent of 
gardenias. It was quite unmistakeable. The place 
looked sad and deserted enough, but that was 
natural seeing that it was forlornly empty and 
shrouded in dust. The blind had not been lowered, 
and at intervals the window was thrown wide. 
It gave on a pleasant old fashioned garden down 
the centre of which ran a roughly paved path. 
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It ended at a finely wrought iron gate, and beyond 
lay verdant meadow lands, where the cattle, 
dear to Miss Margaret" s heart, grazed peacefully. 

There is no explanation of such phenomena, 
and they are by no means uncommon, though 
the perfume produced in such cases is usually 
repulsive. A clairvoyant, had so modern a pro
duction been permitted to enter, might have 
seen something or sensed some presence. I felt 
only a repugnancy which I could not materialise .. 
I am sure that had I slept in that room, th~t 
strange terror would have attacked me. I could 
feel it lurking, lying in wait for me. I experienced 
that little shiver that runs through one on entering 
certain rooms. How often it is said : 

" I feel there is something here. I don't like 
it." Then we glance round apprehensively. The 
slumbering instinct which the soul possesses of 
invisible and eternal things awakens instantly, 
and awes with the impression of unseen company. 
We feel as if something which does not appear 
was ready to appear. As though in a moment 
the hidden world might disclose itself. 

In reality we are all extraordinarily sensitive 
to impressions, though few of us are aware of it. 

" It is such a depressing place. I dislike going 
there." 

Why? We can rarely tell. The impression 
arises from some hidden source, and the invisible 
is the seat of all power and motion. The invisible 
bodies ifself and goeth in its own form, otherwise it 
could never be known. The house of power 
is a hiding place, and that which is seen is only the · 
shadow of that which is unseen. 
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Behind the Manifestation lies the abyss:. 
I notice that the houses in this neighbourhood 

which possess strong atmospheres are constantly 
changing hands. People cannot rest in them. 

I went lately to a sale of. furniture taking place 
in a charming villa near here. Much money at 
one time had been expended upon it, but no one 
had settled long in it. Directly I entered the 
open door I sensed an unpleasantness. I know 
that in very many cases sleep would be im:possible 
within those walls. 

The incoming tenants remained only a fe"'' weeks. 
Quantities of furniture were moved in, then. moved 
out. The inmates could not sleep, yet De-vronshire 
is a very sleepy place. The house· now stands 
empty. 

Such atmospheres have a very distinct character 
of their own, pleasant or unpleasant. 

I have just visited one of the most noted haunted 
. houses in England. The atmosphere is conductive 
to sleep. Five minutes after passing the threshold 
the senses are attacked and become dreamy, 
blunted and robbed of all vitality. It felt as if 
a strong anresthetic was closing down from the 
gaunt bare walls, and one of our little party at 
once left the house and sought the fresh air in 
the neglected garden. 

Amid lovely scenery, and the riotous beauty of 
mid-summer the old house is dreaming away 
its life. It has been finally ab~ndoned to damp 
and decay, and wears a profoundly sad and for
bidding aspect. As I moved about the long 
echoing corridors and empty rooms, it struck me 
as absolutely extraordinary that so beautiful a 
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property should be abandoned solely because 
a ghost could not be laid to rest. 

For years, whilst the owner occupied it with 
his family, they were constantly subjected to 
visitations of a peculiarly unpleasant nature. 
Everything that could be don~ was done, and 
the assistance of the Bishop of the diocese was 
freely and intelligently given. All was of no 
avail ; the persecution continued. 

I have read a letter written by the late owner 
to his Bishop, imploring help, and stating that he 
could not endure many more days of the terror. 

Two gaping holes in the floor of the haunted 
room remain as witness of the efforts made to 
elucidate the mystery. Nothing was found. 
Nothing was altered. The trouble continued. 
Then the .family in despair deserted the dwelling, 
and left it in silence and alone to the rule of the 
supernatural. 

The keys of the house are kept in a neighbouring 
cottage, and I enquired of the kindly woman 
who showed us over how she accounted for the 
noises. She replied " Rats." 

It never seems to strike such people that even 
rats must live, and as there is no sustenance of 
any kind whatever in that house, I do not believe 
in the rat theory. 

She had slept in the house and had never seen 
anything, but she said the family talked openly 
of what they had seen. · 

No doubt the old house could be turned into 
workmen's dwellings if the property was not situated 
in so remote a corner. A workman must live 
near his work, and the nearest town is about 
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twelve miles distant. I know of a working class 
couple who occupy the basement of a well-known 
haunted house in a town, and they told me that 
they decided, in view of their quarters being so 
comfortable, to become ghost proof. They said 
that to all noises they turned a deaf ear, and when 
phenomena began at night in their bedroom they 
faced the wall and shut their eyes tight. If they 
"saw anything" in the passages or on the stair 
they instantly turned back and allowed some 
minutes to elapse beior.e trying again. 

This I look upon as a really sensible attitude to 
adopt, but no such attitude was possible to the · 
owner of the sad old manor dreaming away its 
life in a green fold of the gently sloping hills 
where the deer lie basking amid the bracken. 
One can live with a shy, elusive ghost who shuns 
material existence, but it is quite another matter 
to live with a ghost who fiercely resents one's 
presence and is powerful enough to do one bodily 
harm. 

On the sunniest day this house is full of brooding 
shadows. I stood in the middle of the floor and 
tried to locate them, to trace their form and their 
origin. It was impossible. They were constantly 
changing, shifting. There was nothing material 
to cast a shadow, yet shadows were there, thick 
and hostile. Hostility was the key impression. 
Some unseen but very distinctly hostile presence 
crept after us through the rooms, resenting our 
visit, warning us to be gone. There was nothing 
to do but go, and leave the old rooftree to its 
invisible possession, its ~eavy silence and over
powering· gloom. 

N 
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What are the facts men know compared with 
those they do not know? 

They often desire to know more of the things 
they see, but how few desire to know more of the 
things invisible, yet in which they believe. 

Truth is that which is-but all that man can 
see is that which seems. Seeming is the ground 
of all our reasoning. The knowledge even of facts 
is too often a dogged suppression of truth. Varied 
and great knowledge is often a veil. The truth of 
the inner kingdom is resisted by the outer and 
inferior kingdom. 

It is sometimes the case that a certain piece of 
furniture is the cause of all the trouble in a 
house. 

Lately I was offered a haunted bed, a stately 
four poster. I have not become possessed of it. 
That would indeed be asking for trouble, but it 
would be useful to a serious researcher, as it had 
a splendidly attested record of terror attached 
to it. The owner found it too troublesome to 
keep. The original owner who had been dead 
for quite a hundred years, clung to it pertinaciously, 
and objected to all other occupants. Only the 
other day, in a grand old house I was shown 
just such another bed. There was nothing the 
matter with the room. The trouble resided solely 
in the bed, and I suggested its removal to a distant 
lumber attic. It seemed a pity to hide away 
a lovely old example of Elizabethan work, yet 
the owner of that bed, a confirmed sceptic, had 
been compelled to abandon it. 

Luckily, all houses that are possessed by invisible 
occupants are not evil. Some are very beneficent, 
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and the newcomer soon suspects that he is enter
taining an angel unawares~ Lucky are they who 
are worthy to own such a dwelling, for they will 
be watched over and protected, and their lives will 
be full of peace. 

I know of such a dwelling near here, a place of 
tenderness and lightly woven dreamings. The 
moment that I pass the threshold my senses are 
soothed and harmonised by the fragrant sweetness 
of the atmosphere. I feel that I could develop 
spirituality very rapidly within those walls, and 
I could concentrate and mediate very easily. 
Every mystic and truth seeker will understand 
the value of that. 

Old women lived in it, till one by one they 
dreamed away their lives. They had a romance 
to tell of every old treasure that lay about the 
long low drawing-room. The lovely glass that 
carefully treasured had survived so long in 
lacquered cabinets. The carvings brought to 
England from China nigh on two hundred years 
ago by a great grandfather, the scraps of exquisite 
needlework wrought by hands long crumbled 
into dust, and the shadowy portraits on the walls, 
all had their intimate family history. When 
last I entered that house the chapters of those lives 
were closing fast. 

It was the quiet waiting time after sunset. 
Through the silence a few leaves were falling 
softly one by one. Already, as a memory Summer 
was lying on the heart of earth, by the window 
sat an old woman telling off the hours, the beads 
on her rosary of life. 

Her calm eyes were set upon the lingering 
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wine colour in the sky, which faded slowly behind 
a majestic cedar. The great tree was dreaming 
some perfect dream in harmony with the woman 
by the window. A poem of peace was whispering 
a requiem to the closing day. Conversation did 
not come easily. The words of Plato kept creeping 
into the heart. "Beloved Pan, and all ye other 
Gods who haunt this place, give me beauty in the 
inward soul; and may the outward and the 
inward man be at one." 

Even to-morrow the change might come. and 
careless young hands, so heedless of the eternal 
verities would appraise the ancient treasures. 
Some would be sold, others cast aside as worthless. 
Who would pause for just a fleeting moment to 
saturate the soul with the priceless possession 
of peace? 

The world now cares nothing for peace, yet lies 
prone under the crushing misery of strife. 

How can one define mental atmosphere, that. 
pervading subtle essence that is always with us, 
a force as powerful as any in nature. In order to 
live we require a physical atmosphere to breathe. 
In order to maintain a healthy mental condition, 
we must live in a healthy mental and moral at
mosphere. There is the atmosphere of place, 
of habitation, of personality. 

The former can be hard, selfish, commercial, a 
terrible atmosphere to dwell in. The second 
may be self created, one of gentleness, love and 
peace. The third can be one of gloom and n1ystery, 
of profound melancholy or sunny happiness and 
joy. This is the atmosphere we make for ourselves. 
It is the reflection of our inner world. 
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Hauntings in their many varieties may make 
a very strong atmosphere. It is a subject we 
know so little about that one can only form 
conjectures. . 

These unseen intelligences unconnected with the 
human kingdom, which Professor Richet falls 
back upon to account for phenomena, may often 
make experiments on our plane, and their oyerations 
may at times break through our physica density 
and become visible or audible. 

Poltergeist phenomena, the movement and 
smashing of common objects without any visible 
cause, are exceedingly common, and as often as 
not take place in quite new dwellings. We really 
know nothing of their origin. That they occur 
through the mediumship of some occupant of 
the house has not been proved. It is quite likely 
that the disturbance and destruction proceed 
from some natural force we know nothing of, 
or again they may be directed by some astral 
intelligence, for a purpose we do not comprehend. 

There is, however, one common form of 
haunting which is rarely recognised as being 
what it actually is. 

A haunted person, not a haunted house. 
There are .people who move about this world 

accompanied by their own particular ghost. The 
apparition is supposed to belong to the house, 
but it really belongs to .one individual who inhabits 
the house. This individual may be perfectly 
innocent of the fact and see nothing herself, or 
she may see the appar-ition and have no conception 
that it is attached to her own person. 

I came across just such a case not long ago, 
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of a middle aged woman living alone in a plain, 
uninteresting house. She was a very well dowered 
widow who was extremely fond of gathering around 
her the young members of her family. 

It so happened that a nephew of hers named 
Ralph, a sailor, was a bit of a seer, and constantly 
observed the figure of a man hovering in close 
attendance upon his aunt. 

Without mentioning this to anyone, and wishing 
to avoid the unpleasantness of being ridiculed, 
Ralph contrived to bring to the house a friend, 
also a sailor, whom he knew to be psychic. Before 
two days had elapsed the newcomer confided to 
his friend that the house was haunted. He went 
on to state that on several occasions he had caught 
a distinct glimpse of a man passing through the 
room he was occupying, and on the previous 
evening this man had hovered persistently behind 
the chair of the hostess. 

" I actually watched the butler pass right 
through him," declared this intrepid young 
sailor. 

The description he gave of the man's appearance 
tallied exactly with the form Ralph saw so con
stantly. A tall, worn looking man, exceedingly 
pale and emaciated, with dark, dank hair hanging 
over sunken dark eyes. He appeared to be clad 
in khaki. 

By the end of the week, when the sailor friend 
took his departure, both young men were talking 
constantly together and comparing notes on these 
very frequent and mysterious appearances. Each 
time the apparition seemed to them to have grown 
more solid, so that it now resembled a good 
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materialisation. Its first appearance had been 
ethereal, though quite distinct. 

Before parting, the ·friends agreed upon a plan 
which would not solve the mystery, but might 
conceivably carry it a stage further. 

After much manreuvring Ralph prevailed upon 
his aunt to go to a photographer who was renowned 
for obtaining spirit photographs, or to be correct, 
"extras," on the photographs of his patrons. As 
he anticipated, when her photograph was developed 
the " extra " was there clear enough. It was an 
excellent likeness of the pale, dark man who was 
so constantly hovering about the sitter, and now 
appeared photographed by her side. 

In this spirit photograph there was no difficulty 
in "making out" a face and form. The woman 
in the flesh and her companion in spirit were 
equally cleat:, and Ralph was able to enquire with 
perfect assurance : 

"Who is your friend, Aunt Mary?" 
Aunt Mary was very agitated and inclined to be 

not a little frightened. She had recognised im
mediately an old lover who had died in a German 
Camp during the war. She had not cared enough 
for him to marry . him, but they had kept up a 
friendship, and before his death he had written to 
her a letter which had been duly forwarded, and 
was now in her possession. 

Very wisely ner nephew kept from her the 
knowledge that the dead soldier was now her 
constant companion. It was quite obvious that 
she had no conception of the fact that he hovered 
constantly about her, and had made her dwelling 
his own. 
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Mter all, we know nothing that can prevent 
a discarnate entity from attaching itself to a human 
being in the flesh. As I have said in a previous 
chapter, the weight of evidence goes conclusively 
to prove that the majority, if not all, remain in 
touch with this sphere of earth for a very con
siderable time. 

The question constantly asked at seances, 
" How do you account for ' him ' or ' her ' being 

present to-night? How did he know we were 
'sitting' ? And how did he find his way here ? " 
could be answered by the reply, 

"He came here with me. He rarely leaves me." 
Again spirit photography could be accounted 

for by the same conditions. 
In the case of two persons deeply devoted to 

one another, it is very improbable that the first 
to pass on would a bandon the other left on earth. 
This would account for that extremely common 
experience of a deat.h bed vision. The first one 
to pass on returns for the dying loved one. Is it 
a return ? Very doubtful ! 

The watchers by the bed seeing that joyful 
recognition, often hearing words of ecstatic bliss 
and gratitude, wonder how the returned one knew 
that the adored one was about to join him on 
the other side. 

" How did he learn that the hour of passing was 
so near ? " 

The most probable answer is: 
"He had never gone away." 
There have been cases, I personally know of one, 

where the pull from the other side has been so 
strong that, with all the will in the world; to remain 

... -- .r-~-
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has been impossible. The incarnate has been 
forced to join the discarnate on the other side. 
After a certain amount of resistance the struggle 
was given up, and the young wife joined the young 
husband. Now that the veil drawn betwixt the· 
quick and the dead has worn so thin, such cases 
will undoubtedly become more frequent. The one 
left will be actually haunted by the other gone 
before. As we come to a better and clearer under
standing of such cases, there will be re-adjustment. 
The one left, if desirous of remaining on earth, 
will be armed with protective knowledge. At 
present the vast denial of and indifference to such 
hauntings leaves humanity a helpless prey to its 
own ignorance and foolish scepticism. 

To one who can ~'see," if only occasionally, 
it i~ most interesting to learn how very close to 
us are some of the departed. 

Yesterday I had a most instructive morning 
(December 2nd, 1923). 

I went to church. It was a lovely, mild morning, 
almost like a breath of sunny spring amid the 
rigours of a particularly cold, stormy winter. 

Immediately in front of my seat, and looking 
towards the altar, lies a small side chapel, the out
side wall of the church on its left, and on its right 
the choir. 

Yesterday there happened to be no one seated 
in front of me, and the chapel was empty. I at 
once noticed a very beautiful silver veil hanging 
suspended from the roof to the ground, and behind 
that veil something was moving in the chapel. 
It was a boy who crossed from right to left and 
disappeared. 
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The choir, men and boys, were singing lustily, 
quite unconscious of the picture that unfolded 
itself. It instantly reminded me of the trans
formation scene in the pantomime of my youth, 
when one glittering veil after another is drawn up, 
and shadowy forms become more and more 
distinct. 

Yesterday the silver veil hid no exquisite fairy, 
it merely veiled an ordinary street or road on the 
astral plane, and backwards and forwards strolled 
ordinary human beings. 

A friend, to whom I described what I had seen, 
at once suggested that before the church was 
built there had been a street or road on that spot. 

There was no fading out of this vision; I left 
it there when the service ended. 

A constant stream from left to right, from right 
to left of ordinary individuals, sometimes alone, 
sometimes in pairs. Once or twice a little group 
formed, appeared to converse, and then part to 
go their several ways. 

When the sermon began I resolutely turned 
aside, but on sitting straight again, and looking 
before me, there they were.' Those beings we call 
dead were all very much alive. It was like looking 
out of a very wide window on to a road which was 
slightly shrouded by a silver fog. Just sufficiently 
veiled to prevent identification of personalities, 
but sufficiently transparent to make the sex of 
the promenaders perfectly clear. 

It would be useless to tell me this was all delusion. 
I know better, but probably only those who 
have had similar experiences will believe me. 
When this book is published, and my readers get 
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well under way with sheets of correspondence; I 
will learn once more how very many seers there 
are the world over. I love getting those letters 
from the uttermost end of the earth, wherein my 
books seem to worm themselves by some occult 
method of their own, and force me to open my 
atlas. 

A well known priest who came to Torquay lately 
on mission work, told me an interesting experience 
he had been through personally. 

Amongst his flock was an old sea captain, who 
had been a great collector of curios, and for this 
collection he set apart an empty room, and had 
shelves erected all round it, upon which he laid 
out his treasures. 

The captain's wife died rather suddenly, and in 
the night of the day on which she had been buried 
the old man was awakened by strange noises in 
the curio room. The sounds suggested that some 
one was busily engaged in removing the objects 
from the shelves, and placing them on the floor. 

At daybreak the captain went down to see what 
had happened. He carried with him the door 
key, as he always kept the room locked. It :vvas 
still locked, and on opening it he found that what 
the sound had suggested had not been delusion. 

Every one of his curios had .been removed from 
the shelves, and carefully placed on the floor. 
None were broken. The window was still fastened 
on the inside. 

The deeply puzzled and perturbed captain re~ 
placed his treasures on the shelves and retired, 
re-locking the door and removing the key. 

That night exactly the same thing again hap-
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pened, and the morning brought the same dis
covery. The old captain then decided to consult his 
priest. 

That night Father C. told me that he himself 
kept watch outside the door of the curio room. 

At first there was complete silence. Then the 
noise began. 

Father C. had unlocked the door some time 
previously, and had provided himself with an 
electric torch. For a few moments he listened 
intently to some one in the completely dark room 
moving about, and placing the articles from off 
the shelves upon the floor. 

The I). suddenly he threw open the door, and 
flashed his light full upon the interior. 

No human being was within, complete silence 
fell, but the work had been begun. Before begin
ning his watch, Father C. had made sure that all the 
articles were on their shelves. There was nothing 
on the floor. Now about half the curios had been 
removed from the shelves, and were neatly placed 
on the floor. 

Standing there alone in the little lighted room, 
Father C. r.rayed for the ~epose of thi.s troubled 
soul, who chose such a cunous and futile method 
of manifesting its continued existence in the unseen. 
He had no doubt as to who that soul was. It be
longed to the old sea captain's newly buried wife, 
and .he there and then assured her that masses 
would be said for the repose of her soul, and that 
she might be at peace. 

From that hour all disturbances ceased in the 
house. 

Here again, in this absolutely true story related 

-- ·-- __ .__...... 
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to me by one of the most saintly men on earth, 
we come up against the old unanswered questions. 
How can a disembodied spirit make a noise ? How 
can it remove material objects from one spot to 
another? Well, we don't know, and that is the 
only answer to those questions. 

Such phenomena occur. That is at present the 
extent of our knowledge. 



CHAPTER XI 

THE SILENCES 

THE poet Browning was right in his doctrine of the 
great, eternal moments. Hours of destiny are also 
hours of discovery when the whole life seems packed 
into a single second of revelation. 

The silent forces are the most powerful in the 
universe, and sometimes at the end of long, wistful 
vigils the unseen drops the veil. 

The old Hebrew prophets and seers realised this 
to the full. They understood the supreme law of 
cause and effect, the relation of outward happenings 
to inward thought. National successes or dis
asters they attributed to the dominating desires 
of the people. They knew that wars, pestilence, 
famine, were the result of wrongly directed thought 
forces of the multitude. These psychic forces 
which culminate in destruction or resurrection. 

I shall always look back upon those ten to 
twenty minutes betwixt the warning" take cover" 
and the first muffied roar of London's defence 
against invading air craft as the greatest psycho
logical moments of my life. 

I had lived to an ·age when the hope of receiving 
any fresh impressions was exceedingly faint. I 
have survived to see and hear something which 
has never been seen or heard before, something 
that will never recur in that particular form again. 
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I went to London for the purpose of witnessing 
three air raids. I realised the pure uniqueness of 
the spectacle, yet there were countless individuals 
who, feeling neither fear or curiosity, went quietly 
to bed.· They had no interest in watching what 
was undeniably the most sensational and dramatic 
display London ever witnessed or will ever witness . 
agatn. 

The first raid I saw was a Zeppelin raid. I 
beheld what looked like a gold cigar motionless 
against the velvety blackness of the night sky. 
Amid an appalling din the people, unaware of their 
danger, thronged the streets. The coming of the 
Gothas changed all that. 

I had never known before how profoundly im
pressive a great city can be. Never before had 
London fallen into a breathless, palpitating still
ness. We have lived through several mighty 
silences. The listening silence before a raid. The 
speaking silence when every soul obeyed the word 
of command, 

" Halt ! whilst the dead go by." 
Such was the last silence on the eleventh hour 

of the eleventh day of the eleventh month of All 
Hallows and the Holy Souls. 

The hush before an air raid, whilst the great city 
crouched, waiting for the sounds of the Gothas' 
approach, was to me a marvellous experience. 

I went out and stood on a balcony overlooking 
the street, and waited. 

The night was full of shadows and splendours. 
The remote turmoil of the city languished in 
futile stirring, and the sky's black pageantry of 
gloom was studded by a myriad stars. 
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The house I inhabited, like all others, was plunged 
in darkness, and I had to feel my way through the 
room to reach the window. When I passed out 
and dropped the curtain behind me I was able to 
see, hear, feel London falling into that profound, 
waiting silence that had such a quality of awe 
and mysticism. 

It was as though all that had been clear and 
true had receded into the remote hint of a vast 
invisibility of inexorable darkness, causing the 
brain to reel with the instability of things. 

At first there were sporadic, isolated sounds. 
A taxi tearing for cover. A private car rushing 
for home. A woman's shrill hysterical laugh. A 
solitary man or woman running swiftly, lightly 
with bent shrouded head. 

If anyone spoke it was in a whisper. No human 
intonation betwixt a shriek or a whisper passed the 
lips. A mai4 or man-servant would creep softly 
up from a basement, whisper together, then 
stealthily disappear again. Within five minutes 
of the warning the street was swept clear of life. 

The atmosphere became sinister. The pall of 
the preternatural, the ghastliness of the inexplic
able mingled with some protean darkness and 
strangeness within. 

On either side rose the black bulk of the houses, 
draped in silence, utterly lifeless. Every vestige 
of vitality, every sign of sentience seemed exter
minated. 

Though many of the windows were open to the 
warm night, no glimmer, no sound came from them. 

Within that darkness, in a vice of silence, 
crouched thousands of human beings, listening, 



THE SILENCES 

watttng. The heart stifled in a nameless disquiet, 
sickened at the crumbling precipice of uncertainty 
beneath the foothold. Of what were those mis
shapen fears, horrible because of their impenetrable 
ambiguity? 

The stupendous concentration of millions of 
brains developed an atmosphere of appalling 
tension. Seven to ten millions of people crowded 
together, concentrated as one mind, on one subject, 
created a massive thought form of stupendous 
weight and potency. It was like unto the shadow 
of some baleful thing, some pitiless, monstrous 
enigma, that overtook the great city in a blighting, 
sickening sense of ineptitude. 

Objectively I saw it as a dense thunder cloud 
of ashy grey, shot through with turgid fire. The 
grey of sullen hate. The fire of fierce anger inter
penetrating it, whilst jagged streaks of abject fear 
flashed through the murky curtain of gloom. 

At times ragged fleecy clouds drifted across the 
livid_ disc of the moon, and again a broad splash of 
silver fell athwart the hushed darkness of the 
street. The hoarse roar of traffic had died away 
and away, like a spent torrent, till it fell to little 
more than the sighing, faint echo the sea shell 
whispers to the ear. At moments there was no 
sense of any sound that one could localise or 
d~scribe as sound. There was only the muteness 
of London breathing. 

Such moments are unforgettable. One did not 
think of anything. One only felt and lived in
tensely. Even in the normally quiet hours of life, 
two to four a.m., there is always the echo of some 
sound, but h.ere was a stillness that palpitated in 
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the heart of millions, and from far below the 
tumultuous surface of the ocean of mundane 
existence the heart-throbs of life itself were muted. 
Mid the stress and storm of war's agony, through 
the strain and struggle for pallid existence, 
men, women and children crouched to listen and 
wait. 

" Of what did you think l " I asked a man, and 
he answered, 

" I was conscious of nothing but time. It com
posed my existence ; there was nothing to distract 
me from it. That is why it is so frightful. Time 
is nothing, and yet is all that can do anything to 
us. It is as if one were in the grip of some baleful 
thing. It is ruthless, pitiless, tireless in its measur
ing out of hours that nothing can stop. I realised 
somehow that time could not cease, yet it could 
make nothing but graves." 

" Graves ! " 
" Yes. Graves. Everything drops into the 

hour-glass of time. I listened to my heart-beats 
dropping one by one into the jaws of time. All 
my senses were hushed before they were born, 
waiting on those strokes of time. 'They were 
terrible, inevitable. Then time laughed with a 
stunning crash, and passed on the even tenor of 
its way. It had made me two graves." 

Silence ! Waiting ! We think of those two 
states as inaction, yet all mental activity may be 
termed concentration. Concentration is a mighty 
force possessing an intense reality. In normal 
existence our mind.s a~e whirlpools. There is no 
coherence, and little else but a continuous coming 
and going of floating fragments. Now the brain 

.. . - _ .... -
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of London was specialis~ into one state, con
verged and fixed upon one point, one centre. 

There were those who tried to read during a 
raid, who knitted, played cards, who went to bed 
·and possibly to sleep in defiance of the turmoil, 
but with all their mental faculties fiercely alert, in 
acute awareness. 

We know that concentration, as an individual 
experience, is a force which it is wise to cultivate. 
It potency is recognised. What must therefore 
have been the potency of such massed thought on 
such nights as those ? 

At such mystic hours all things seemed possible. 
One passed behind the veil of sense, and caught a 
glimpse of other world vision. The material world 
dissolved in the solvent of pure sensation, and the 
soul stood forth in its naked and pristine elements. 

In those cavernous depths of silence one under
stood the possibilities this life holds of bringing 
the impossible to pass. Some stupendous force 
rushes forth to challenge and amaze the startled 
consciousness. Some unsuspected God of life, 
or was it death, some Prince of Power of the air, 
walked abroad. Some dweller on the threshold 
left his lone solitude, and crashing through the 
void betwixt the quick and the dead asserted Him
self ruthlessly, remorselessly. 

It was with a wild thrill that the straining ear 
wirelessed the first detonation. The heart beat 
faster, the whole mental force was absorbed in the 
ominous roar drawing ever nearer. 

The outer ring had been passed, the terror that 
flies by night had evaded the far flung ring of 
defence and was over London. 
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The scene had suddenly changed. The pro
fundities of that eerie, brooding silence flashed in 
to one of superlative grandeur and terrific din. 

Vivid gleams of lightning from the guns played 
hide and seek with the broad, dazzling searchlights, 
that darting hither and thither probed the clouds 
with their fiery fingers. Thunderous crashes rent 
the air, and the house shook and trembled with the 
terrific vibration. 

Silence fell again. One breathed once more in 
long, quivering gasps. A little sighing wind 
whispered down the street mournfully, like a 
lament. Then came broken intervals of noise, 
more distant. A fire engine flashed past. Ambu
lance men, with muffied tread moved swiftly. 
Gnomelike creatures crept out of houses, and 
searched in the road for trophies of shrapnel. 

Suddenly the moon was darkened. One lone 
wing fell athwart it, and instinctively one shrank 
back against the wall of the house as hell was let 
loose upon the silence. 

Again the walls rocked and trembled like drunken 
things. A machine gun rushed forth from no
where, and below the balcony belched forth death 
and destruction. Though invisible from where I 
stood, I could trace the progress of a fearful combat 
right overhead. 

The growling curses of men mingled with a thin 
shriek ; they were drowned in a thunderous crash 
that woke every echo of the great city, and there 
arose a silvery, tinkling melody from vast ex
panses of shivered glass. In the near distance, 
gaining volume every second, arose a hoarse roar 
of human voices, demonised, bestial with ferocity. 
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Still the street stood erect, still trembling under a 
more distant onslaught. The darkness still 
shrouded its thousand crouching souls. 

An hour afterwards London stood erect again, 
and the penned-in crowds poured forth into the 
streets, and went in search of disaster. There 
were others who went quietly to bed, thanking God 
they were still alive and could lie down in safety. 

On another night I went out into the street to 
see the rush for shelter in the Tubes. 

Throngs of people tore past me, whole families 
in flight. All seemed alike, bewildering herds of 
strange and soulless faces, a chaos of flying frag
ments. Everywhere incoherencies, everywhere 
blank darkness which was not darkness, but the 
maddening concealment of a vivid, living terror. 

Everywhere a flying multitude whose only law 
was life, life frenzied, unleashed, lawless, delirious, 
rampant, asserting itself against all perils, against 
all frustrations, against every menace of death. 

Life, with no aim save physical life! How 
hideous and abominable it was. 

In doorways, and under arches crouched 
shadows, mere blots of negation. Some were slim, 
gnarled, crooked, others huge, shapeless, blunt 
with faces gnomic, mocking, peering slantways 
out upon the ebb and flow. 

Whirling faces revealing terror-stricken souls, 
featureless masks hardened to stony immobility, 
concealing gaunt fear in a grin, a snarl, a sneer. 
Tears drowned in ribald laughter, shrill shrieks 
strangled in gasping throats. All trampling, crush
ing, pushing, and wrestling in the frenzied battle 
for safety. 
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Life at all costs, more life. Man " a god who is 
afraid" jostling, bruising, trampling under foot 
in one insane desire for life, more life, lest to-
morrow there be-nothing. · 

I gazed on life only as it is seen in some san
guinary triumph. Surmounting all wreckage, sap
ping every obstacle, ruthless, incoercible, with no 
purpose, no goal save salvation of the body. 
Terror had cut them adrift from every faith, every 
hope, every dream, and flung them into a Satanic 
combat betwixt the voracious flesh and the van
quished stricken soul. 

Then there crashed down somewhere, on the 
city of darkness, a thunderbolt, and shrill screams, 
demoniac laughter and growling blasphemies rose 
mockingly to Heaven. Fear deepened into panic 
as the turgid? hectic stream of life tore by to save 
its life if only for a few hours more. 

There was one week more trying than all others 
for London's workers. A week of nightly warnings 
of danger which did not come. Night after night 
the warning cried down the streets of the great 
city, and the sleepless haggard-eyed people crouched 
in silence, and went forth to their work in the 
morning reeling with fatigue. Upon the great 
squares and streets this trial did not weigh so 
terribly. Their occupants, apart from nervous 
strain, could rest in comparative security. 

To the dwellers in slumland, and jerry-built 
houses, the strain was appalling. Their roofs and 
walls fell about their ears, shattered by the vibra
tions, and thousands lost their reason. 

Latterly the bombs the enemy dropped were 
capaQle· of penetrating the strongest roof, and 

I 
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descending to the cellars. Few became aware 
that the basement was no safer than the roof. 

Let it not be supposed that the science of silence 
is for the mystic alone. Silence is a rock mid sea, 
an oasis in a desert, and he whose mind is stayed 
in silence for but two minutes in the day may 
sleep in p~ace and toil without care." . 

"The silent living greet the silent dead." 

There is a science of silence. Its mantram is 

"Be still and know that I am God." 

It is being taught to students throughout the 
world in numerous schools, and it has no need of 
thought. It substitutes realisation. When the 
mind has gained poise by patient practice, it 
eJ}ters the silence to· seek unity with the One, 
where alone the One abides in perfect harmony. 

It is p_ossible thus to have actual communion 
with the Divine Spirit of the universe. The body 
is the house of the Living God " in Whom we live 
and move and have our being." 

To enter into the silence is to draw power from 
within outwards, to receive knowledge into the 
mind straight from its original source ; to estab
lish the connection between our personal con
sciousness, and the First Cause at the base of all. 

"There is a spirit in man, and the inspiration 
of the Almighty giveth them understanding." 

To our King was given the inspiration of the 
Great Silence. It is such inspiration that prompts 
a man to declare mighty truths to a nation, and 
enables that nation to open its heart to the spirit 
in which the truth is revealed. 
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Thus, by the inspiration of the Almighty, pro
ceeding through the deathless within, the King 
cried, 

"Halt! Peace! Whilst the dead pass by." 
The world stood still with bowed head during 

two minutes. 
The vast, throbbing heart ·of an Empire missed 

two beats. 
An unseen hand touched mighty cities till their 

voice was dumb. 
Even so, as the hearts of sorrowing millions 

communed silently with immortal youth behind 
the veil, from the depths of the unfathomed self 
arose the rapture of the inward vision. From the 
serried ranks of the unseen pealed forth through 
the silence the triumphant assurance 

"There ia no death." 

And what the benediction, when that creative 
silence ceased ? 

"Be still and know that I am God," for here in 
the silence is life eternal, where storms never 
strive, where conflict never arises. 

"I give unto them eternal life, and they shall 
never perish, neither shall any man pluck them 
out of my hand." 



CHAPTER XII 

MASTERS OF WISDOM 

"The object of all religion is alike. All men seek their 
beloved, and all the world is love's dwelling. Why talk of a 
mosque or church? "-HAFIZ. 

"There is one body and one spirit, even as ye are called in 
one hope of your calling; one Lord, one faith, one baptism, 
one God and Father in all, who is above all, and through all, 
and in you all."-EPHESIANS. 

" If the Creator dwells in tabernacles, whose residence is 
The Universe i "-HINDU (KABIR). 

IN old days students of the occult, and all who 
sought to pursue the Path of Spiritual Attainment, 
were assured that at the psychological moment the 
Masters would make their presence known to their 
Chelas or pupils. 

Many of us, years ago, gave up all hope of seeing 
the face of the Masters in this incarnation. Possibly, 
probably, in their wisdom, they were fully alive 
to our existence, and even carefully noted our 
progress. Perhaps we held spiritual commune 
with them on " the other side," whilst our physical 
bodies slept on this side, but to meet face to face 
in the flesh ! No ! that was, alas ! more than we 
could possibly expect, no matter how earnest and 
assiduous we were. 

But gradually, of late, it has begun to dawn 
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upon many of us that we were wrong. We have met 
after all in this life. We have actually conversed 
with a Master, or Masters, though we may not 
have realised this at the time. 

As a rna tter of fact, th~ bodily presence of cer
tain Masters who walk this earth keeps us as a 
human family from utter despair and annihilation. 

It is owing to the fact that each one of those 
Divine teachers have numerous followers and 
disciples that the light of God and the teachings of 
Christ are kept alive in a world t~at definitely 
rejects both. 

Those Masters who function at the present time 
on earth are undoubtedly of di:ff.erent grades. 
They stand at different altitudes, and on different 
rays, and there are quite a number who can be 
named, and who are physically accessible to man
kind. 

I will only deal with two by name. That num
ber will suffice to point the moral of this chapter. 

No one who has had personal touch with Rabin
dranath Tagore, and who understands the spiritual 
meaning of the word "Master," can doubt that he 
is one. Even to the uninstructed he is recognised 
at once to be no ordinary man. His following is 
enormous and profoundly devoted. His influence 
literally extends all over the earth. In 1913 he 
was awarded the Nobel Prize for literature, which 
is of the value of £7,500. 

There are great writers of fiction whose works 
travel all over the world to be read by millions. 
Such writers have no influence whatever upon the 
lives of their readers. They are but absorbing 
pastimes. 
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The works of Tagore penetrate to the deepest 
sources of those who are ready for the Divine 
baptism of such inspired teaching. They are 
vitally alive with a quality which has no descrip
tive word in language. They go deep down and 
stir the silent, hidden pool of the soul, and open 
out the way to infinity. 

"At the immortal touch of thy hands my little 
heart loses it limits in joy, and gives birth to utter
ance ineffable." 

It is this birth to " utterance ineffable " that 
Tagore brings to light in his students. He is the 
way, the truth and the life. A Master and leader 
of men who has become so pure a channel that the 
light supernal {:an flow through in unimpeded 
glory and power for a whole world to bathe in. 

His gospel is love, and all creation is included in 
his songs, yet there is nothing alien, nothing 
strange in them. The common kinship o~ men, 
the universal Father Motherhood of God seems 
sweetly natural to us in his words, for the meaning 
of them is purely spiritual. They are charged 'rith 
boundless vital growth, which carries a message of 
individual meaning and value to each human soul. 

The followers of Rabindranath Tagore can now 
be counted by .the million, and such students know 
that for them there can be no going back to what 
they formerly were. Their outlook on life has 
totally changed. They have drunk from the 
waters of life eternal, and a dozen of them scattered 
about in ~ hall filled with a thousand souls could 
create an atmosphere powerful enough to sway the 
entire audience. The vibrations of the mind are 
very much stronger than those of word& 
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" Gitanjali " was given to me by a nursing sister, 
"my little sister," in 1918, when I was lying ill 
and depressed. For ten consecutive nights I never 
slept, but I walked with the Immortals. I waited 
for sleep to fall upon the household, and then, in 
the silvery silence of lovely summer nights Rabin
dranath Tagore led me in a very ecstasy of joy 
straight to the feet of God. 

I abandoned myself to what I realised was no 
ordinary experience, and as I read the Master's 
words I became conscious of his presence. I knew 
that he was one of those Saviours who are permitted 
to use on earth some of the stupendous powers 
possessed in the spirit world. I recognised one 
who works on exalted levels, yet who keeps a 
tabernacle on earth. A Master of Wisdom in
carnate amongst us. 

We now know that such men, living but per
fected, exalted, immeasurably above ourselves, 
are no figment of the imagination. We can testify 
to them through personal experience. They teach 
us through the subtle spirit of their literature, 
which is so ordered as to be acceptable only to 
those who are ready, and sufficiently advanced to 
recognise its depths; and though, in comparison 
with the mass of humanity, their numbers are 
infinitesimal, the mental atmosphere they create 
is a stupendous force permeating the stoutest 
defences. -

! was much struck by an example of this which 
occurred lately in this vicinity. It was an incident 
of really no importance, but straws show the 
direction of the wind. 

A well attended anti-Socialist meeting was being 
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held, and addressed by two popular public men. 
As· every one is aware, such meetings are largely 
attended by those in sympathy with the speakers. 
The public prefer to hear its own opinion endorsed. 
This meeting had gone strongly with the platform, 
till, towards the close, a few words threw a cold 
douche upon the audience. I was not present, but 
I have not yet ceased to hear echoes of what took 
place. The words, emphasised by the local press, 
were reported as follows : 

"Personally I don't care how soon Germany and 
the German people are swept off the face of the 
earth." 

The words have no significance for me, because 
I knew they were uttered by a young soul. One 
does not blame a child of two years old because it 
is not ten years old, but their effect was quite out 
of all proportion to their cause which arose out of a 
silly spirit of revenge against a vanquished enemy. 

Now, to understand the psychology of this 
incident, it must be remembered that, with very 
few exceptions, every man and woman in the hall 
was strongly anti-German; yet one of those 
strong anti-German supporters of the speaker 
described the effect of those words "as if it had 
rained ice." Another said: "It was deeply 
offensive.'' 

Why ? Surely such sentiments were akin to 
the audience ? 

The words were offensive, not because anyone 
had a soft spot in their hearts for the Germans, 
but because a number had a soft spot in their 
hearts for Christianity, and the statement was so 
coldly, deliberately hostile to the Christ. 
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Consciously and sub-cbnsciously the audience, 
putting aside the childish vulgarity of the words, 
felt that they were blatantly anti-Christian, and 
resented them accordingly. Perhaps this feeling 
was intensified by the knowledge that the speaker 
was a pillar of the Church. 

The shock those words administered, and the 
deep offence they produced upon the body of 
people who were utterly out of sympathy with 
kindness to Germany, showed how far the teach
ings of the Mast~rs had penetrated amongst the 
unconscious masses. It is doubtful if amongst 
that audience there were a dozen souls who had 
even touched the fringe of spiritual teaching, yet 
the meeting, as a mass, was shocked and offended, 
even down to the reporters for their own side. 

Here again was an instance of the power of 
Christianity to gather new strength out of what 
might appear a deliberate attempt at its destruction. 

·Again we hear the public cry of indignation over 
Lord Birkenhead's rectorial address at Glasgow, 
in which he said self-interest ought to be the main
spring of human conduct. The Bishop of St. 
Albans, speaking at a memorial service, said: 

"In plain English that means that the doctrine 
of Number One is to guide us as a nation politically. 
It means my country, right or wrong, every time, 
and the devil take the rest. It is the doctrine of 
get, grab, and keep. It is the doctrine of Kaiserism, 
preached by the ex-Lord Chancellor to the young 
men of to-day. It is the doctrine of the jungle." 

"Lord Birkenhead says the age of idealism is 
the age of sloppy f'Olly. 

" I think this man forgets a good deal about 
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!Luman nature and history. He forgets the lonely 
hills outside the insignificant city away in the 
East, and what took place there some 1,900 years 
ago. He forgets the 'sloppy folly' of supreme 
sacrifice. 

" He forgets the ' sloppy folly ' of the fields of 
Flanders, Suvla Bay, Africa, Mesopotamia, and 
of Jutland. He forgets the ' sloppy folly ' of the 
men who made England safe for me and for you 
and for him, that he might live in peace and plenty 
and enjoy what, no doubt he has earned, his pension 
of £s,ooo a year as ex-Lord Chancellor. 

" More cruel principles I have never had the 
misfortune to read from the lips of any public man. 
It is indicative of the ideas of the stupid men who 
have not yet learned the main lessons of the war 
and the five years since." 

Speaking at a National Peace Council meeting 
at the Essex Hall, Mr. C. G. Ammon, M.P., said 
Lord Birkenhead's address was one of the most 
disgraceful ever delivered by a public man.' Never 
was the gospel of forces of evil more eloquently or 
more disastrously proclaimed, and the heads of 
the university should on the spot have repudiated 
the devilish doctrines that Lord Birkenhead 
preached to the young people. , 

The Rev. Dr. John Clifford said that a more 
unworthy utterance had never fallen from the 
lips of one who claimed to be a legislator. 

The Bishop of Kingston, Dr. Herbert, speaking 
at Chiswick Empire, W., said they were: told that 
idealism was a form of megalomania, and that the 
basis of all relationship must he self-interest. " I 
say it is blasphemy," declared the Bishop, amid 
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applause, "to the memory of the men who gave 
their lives, not for self-interest but for ideals of 
honour, right, and truth. . . . . . " 

I do not forget that all Divine teaching is to be 
found in the Bible. We have been familiar with 
it all our lives, but we have never realised it, ap
plied it, or lived it. Men fail to follow those 
teachings, but to-day when a speaker publicly 
repudiates them he creates a deep sen~e of offence. 

Underlying the careless indifference of the world 
to Christianity, there is a strongly held sub-con
scious belief in its truth and value. Even those 
who affirm that it cannot be lived resent any public 
slight put upon it. 

" Entering my heart unbidden, even as one of 
the common crowd, unknown to me, my King, 
thou didst press the signet of eternity upon many 
a fleeting moment." 

Here we see Christianity as a spiritual life work
ing in ways we cannot trace. 

Certainly we live in times which contain specially 
disintegrating forces against Christianity. Our 
social, economic and commercial life seems to 
justify pessimism, but there are men living to-day 
in this world-the Masters-who keep alive the 
flame, and will carry forward the redemptive pur
pose to ultimate perfection. 

Public opinion is now very strongly divided, and 
the work of the Masters in the world is bearing 
fruit. 

Following hard on the little story I have related 
comes the Duke of Northumberland's attack at a 
public meeting upon the League of Nations and 
the Bishops who support it. 
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The Bishop of Durham, Dr. Henson, replies in 
The Times : 

" His Grace is a man of great name and high 
promise, but his position in English politics is not 
yet so assured that he can afford to offend the 
conscience of the people and to affront their in
telligence. By denouncing the League of Nations, 
and holding it up to ridicule, I believe that he 
does both." 

How refreshing it is to hear the voice of the 
Church, usually dumb, raised in condemnation of 
rank materialism. Would that the high digni
taries of the Church more often asserted the living 
faith that is in them. 

There is nothing strange in this awakening 
process towards the Creed of Christ, of which the 
Bishop has evidently become acutely aware. It is 
not that the conditions of life are new, but the 

. realisation of their nature is new. The thinkers' 
attitude is changing fast, and demands a higher 
standard of conduct. 

All reform movements begin when a number of 
persons become aware of some social condition that 
is repugnant to them·. They stir themselves in 
concert to change it. The movement consists of 
the concerted stirring, but aroused conscience is 
the original cause of the movement. 

What then is this stimulus ? What force stirs 
the pool of man's indifference ? How is this 
awakening to be explained ? It has not come 
about by means of religious conviction, nor yet by 
intellectual advance. It has come by feeling, by a 
psychological process, the roots of which dwell 
within. It is spiritual evolution. 

P. 

• 
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The work of the Masters is to train and stimulate 
this unfoldment. 

In 1888 Madam Blavatsky wrote in her great 
book, " The Secret Doctrine " : 

"In century the Twentieth some disciples more 
informed and far better fitted may be sent out by 
the Masters of Wisdom to give final and irrefutable 
proof that there exists a science called Gupta 
Vidya. Hidden science, and that like the once 
mysterious source of the Nile, the source of all 
religions and philosophies now known to the world, 
has been for many ages forgotten and lost to men, 
but is at last found." 

How shall I describe the Murshid (Master) 
Inayat Khan, whom I have the honour of knowing 
personally, and whose teaching I try to follow ? 

He is the head of the Sufi Order in Europe. The 
British headquarters are at 54, Above Bar, South
ampton, where the literature can be bought. The 
Master himself lives outside Paris. 

The word Sufi is not the name of a certain sect 
or religion. It is the name used' for the essence 
of all religions. It teaches that religion cannot be 
confined to one creed, and that in every aspect of 
life, tolerance, love and sympathy must be de
veloped. 

There are three aspects of work in the Sufi 
Order. The . main aspect is the esoteric side, 
which one enters by being received into the Order 
by an initiation. This is for those who are seeking 
after the deeper realisation of life. Another 
aspect is the exoteric side, which is often called 
"The Church of All," where the scriptures of all 
religions are held in esteem, and where the teachers 
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of all faiths are respected. The third aspect of 
the Sufi movement is the work of promoting the 
ideal of Brotherhood, so much needed everywhere 
to-day. 

Even as I write, I am conscious of knowing 
nothing of Master Inayat Khan. The Spirit in him 
is so dominant that I feel as if I were in the 
presence of a flame. 

Yet I can look at the saintly, gracious exterior, 
the human frame, "like a lance at rest," the pale 
delicate features. The dark eyes ablaze with 
light, and I can experience the exquisite courtesy 
and refinement of the Master, as man. 

In a crowd he gives the impression of being 
utterly alone, so far as the human beings surround
ing him are concerned. His composure, his seren
ity are the result of perfect self-mastery. 

When sitting alone with him I asked him, why 
he had come to England. He replied : 

"A few were ready; I came to gather them." 
The words of his teaching are beautiful. The 

Christ words of the Cosmic Christ, but the deepest 
teaching is all conveyed in the silence. 

He says: 
" The earnest feelings of one heart can pierce 

the heart of another ; they speak in the silence, 
spreading out into the sphere, so that the very 
atmosphere of a person's presence proclaims his 
thoughts and emotions. The vibrations of the 
soul are the most powerful and far-reaching ; they 
run as an electric current from soul to soul." 

One sits silently by the Master's side whilst wave 
upon wave of illumination bathes one in a sea of 
glory. 
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There are times when I feel his power shattering. 
That is in a crowd, but when alone with him, he 
tempers the force to the capacity of the disciple. 
He says: 

" I have not come to change humanity ; I have 
come to help it on. I work simply, not troubling 
about results. My satisfaction is in accomplishing 
the work which is given to me, to my best ability, 
and I leave the effects to the cause. 

" At the moment when I shall be leaving this 
earth, it is not the number of followers which will 
make me proud; it is the thought that I have 
delivered His message to some souls, that will 
console me, and the feeling that it helped them 
through life that will bring me satisfaction." 

Two years ago I developed a violent attack of 
bronchial pneumonia whilst I was dwelling in a 
very remote part of England. I was nine miles 
distant from a doctor, a chemist, a post office and 
'phone, and there was no means of communication. 
I had not a single remedy of any sort. 

About nine o'clock one night, when I was wonder
ing if I should get through the night, or gasp out 
my life, I became suddenly aware that the Master, 
Inayat Khan, was present in the room. 

I had not been thinking of him. I knew he was 
in France holding a summer school, and now I did 
not see him, but I felt quite unmistakeably that he 
was with me. 

I wondered if this meant that he would help me 
in passing, or had he come to heal me ? Knowing 
there is no such thing as death, it did not much 
matter to me, whichever way it was, but I began 
to breathe more freely. I fell asleep, and in the 
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morning I was very much better, and I made a 
rapid recovery with no aid save his. . 

Undoubtedly such Masters possess an enorm
ously extended consciousness, and they are able to 
watch over their disciples. They keep in mental 
touch with them through an extension of conscious
ness we cannot understand. 

Yet i£ we really believe that the Almighty is 
omniscient, it is logical to conclude that those 
exalted agents and messengers He sends forth to 
guide a distracted world must possess a power of 
consciousness enormously greater than we can at 
present make use of. As Builders and mental 
Architects such august teachers use the form of 
man to infuse the Universal Christ Spirit in the 
hearts of their devotees. 

Master Inayat Khan says : 
"The Ch-rist uses the souls of those who have 

reached the state of Perfect Flowering, of Perfect 
Bloom as His representatives on earth, for only 
through man can the knowledge be given to man 
of His Divine heritage, His royal birth, the know
ledge that He alone of all created beings has been 
made in the Knowledge of God." 

The rise and fall of nations, and the fa~t that we 
have passed the lowest rung, and the stream of 
tendencies is upwards, give$ additional point to 
the presence of the Masters in our midst. 

No nation can pursue a wrong course without 
the evil re-acting on itself. The nation that sets 
itself a low standard of life ceases to attract the 
higher type of souls to incarnate in it. The low 
grade egos swarm in, and their masses bring down 
the nation. For instance, a fairly civilised nation 
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that calls to its aid thousands of its coloured 
peoples from out its African possessions is bringing 
utter ruin upon itself. Such egos are utterly un
suited to reincarnate in a country peopled by egos 
millions of years ahead of them in evolution. It 
is too great a step, for evolution is essentially a 
gradual unfoldment. 

Scattered all over the earth there are groups of 
students, their name is legion, who live by the 
teachings of great spiritual writers, many of whom 
are American. Such writers are undoubtedly 
inspired by the Masters, whose servants they are. 
A leader arises who teaches from one particular 
author, such, let us say, as James Allen or Troward; 
he or she collects a number of students, who find 
in those authors a sympathy of inspiration which 
is deeply satisfying to their unfolding spiritual 
nature. 

Mrs. James Allen keeps very much alive "The 
Epoch," founded in 1902 by her late illustrious 
husband. The works issued under her own name 
are also most helpful, and written in a very simple 
and attractive style. Mrs. James Allen has a 
charming personality and a great gift for platform 
speaking. Her lectures are deservedly popular, 
and thus she holds " The James Allen Library " 
always before a large and appreciative public, who 
draw constant spiritual nourishment from pure 
Christianity thus presented to them. 

The late T. Troward was a brilliant writer, 
whose teaching is only suitable to advanced 
students. "The Edinburgh Lectures" on mental 
science. "The Dore Lectures." "The Creative 
Process in the individual." "The law and the 
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word," are the tinal statements of his beliefs, after 
long investigation and profound study in the field 
of mental science. 

Troward's writings are universally recognised 
as classics in the metaphysical field. They are 
beautiful in their sustained clearness of thought 
and style, and are now included in the curriculum 
of all societies and classes devoted to the study of 
mental science. 

By far the most scholarly and thoughtful of our 
living British writers on divine science is William 
Kingsland. "Our Infinite Life" is a condensed 
edition of · his grand book, " Scientific Idealism " ; 
and though he ranges over a very wide field, he 
never loses his masterly grip of the latest philo
sophic arguments upon which the inner life of man 
is founded. There is nothing orthodox in Kings
land's work, yet it is profoundly spiritual, and 
extremely clear in the exposition of those great 
currents of thought which are shaping the spiritual 
destiny of our time. 

Again there are numerous schools devoted to 
the purpose of spiritual development. Henry 
Hamblin's " Science of Thought Institute" has its 
headquarters at Chichester, and its ramifications 
extend all over the civilised globe. His press gives 
out much valuable literature, including a monthly 
magazine. The teaching is quite simple, and kept 
on a high level of spirituality. 

Dr. Julia Seton, who is American, and a host of 
others, have a great following, and the variety 
which marks their services and lectures has done 
much to empty the orthodox churches. Their 
teaching is all founded on the New Testament, 
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and the words of Jesus, the Christ, and whilst 
keeping strictly to the letter, I am obliged to say 
that they present the Christian's faith in a much 
more attractive form than the churches do. 

The modern teachings which have appealed 
more to me than any others are those of Adela 
Curtis, Sister Maranatha, a pupil of Porter Mills, 
the American writer. 

Miss Curtis instituted a " School of Silence" in 
Kensington, London, and her book" Of Meditation 
and Health-a Text Book for Beginners," is ex
cellent. Another of her works, "The Way of 
Silence-Studies in Meditation," has influenced 
me more than any other book has ever done in 
my long life. I welcome this opportunity of 
expressing to her my deep gratitude for the in
estima hie blessing her work has been to me. 

Personally I have not the smallest doubt that 
she is a God-appointed· messenger. Her writings 
carry with them that subtle influence which make 
the simplest statements radiate and scintillate 
with spiritual truth and divine inspiration. 

I doubt very much if America yet realises what 
she has already accomplished in advancing spiritual 
evolution in the world. The land of the dollar 
and the dime, of shrewd scepticism, of resentment 
against authority, of impatience with sentiment. 
America, the richest country in the world, so far 
as stored gold is concerned, has also become by 
far the richest in spiritual wealth. There is 
nothing in any other portion of the globe to touch 
her output in the loftiest spiritual teaching, which, 
without the smallest doubt, will revolutionise the 
world. 
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There are multitudes of persons who still believe 
that all the American mental science writers are 
on the " get-rich-quick" stunt. Nothing can be 
further from the truth, which baldly stated is this: 

The Americans, unhampered by stultifying tradi
tion, have discovered a higher order of conscious
ness which can be utilised in every-day life, and 
this discovery is the foundation of all the varieties 
of mysticism that America develops in her mental 
science literature. 

She has taken the words " The Kingdom of God 
is within you," and upon this structure . she has 
reared a magnificent edifice from which she pro
claims to all the world that Western resignation 
and Eastern non-resistance to sickness and lack 
of all kinds is wrong. America calls to all men 
and women to look within themselves for " the way, 
the truth and the life." Let us acknowledge at 
once, and with gratitude, the truth, that the king
dom of spiritual knowledge has been radically 
changed and enormously quickened by America's 
"New Thought Movement." 

Soaked and saturated as I am in American and 
British literature on Divine Science (a very good 
comprehensive title as God is Spirit, and can only 
be apprehended by mind in man, therefore all 
mental ·science is Divine Science), I cannot fail to 
trace America's great discovery in all British 
writers and schools. Practically all the teaching 
pouring in on the old world from the new world 
through thousands of books has for a foundation 
the teachings of Mary Baker Eddy in "Science 
and Health." 

This fact ought to be generously acknowledged. 
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There is now a vast literature issuing from the 
pens of highly cultured writers which is simple 
"Christian Science." I have no doubt that if 
Mrs. Eddy was with us in the flesh she would 
recognise the fact that all great teachings must be 
progressive, and " Science and Health " would be 
brought into line with proved scientific discoveries. 
This, however, does not obliterate the fact that 
the foundations of New Thought, or Divine Science, 
or Mental Science, whichever name is preferred 
for the one aim and object, is based on the teach
ings first given to the world in popular form under 
the signature of Mary Baker Eddy. 

She still entirely satisfies several million persons, 
and there is no spiritual cult growing with such 
rapidity as Christian Science. 

The "Unity School of Christianity," Kansas 
City, Missouri, gives us much useful teaching, and 
" Lessons in Truth," by Emilie Cady, has a big 
sale. This school also sends forth an excellent 
monthly magazine named" Unity." 

Paul Ellsworth, publishing in Holyoke, Mass,. 
gives us wonderfully suggestive and helpful books. 
"Health and Power through Creation," and 
"Direct Healing," are both excellent. 

Then there is that great little man, W. John 
Murray, and his equally wonderful wife, Mrs. 
Van Allen Murray, who leave their Church of 
Divine Science in New York every year to delight 
their numerous students and disciples in the old 
world. " The Astor Lectures " and " The Realm 
of Reality" are but two out of several very fine 
works issued by "The Divine Science Publishing 
Association," New York City. From Long Beach, 
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California, comes to me once a month George 
Chainey's exquisitely written " Universal Stan
dard." The supreme purpose of this lofty little 
publication is to teach, under Divine Illumination, 
the Law and Redemption of the body from death, 
through the acceptance and practise of the Universal 
Standard of Life. 

Of enormous help and full of inspiration are the 
books of Basil King and Henry Victor Morgan, 
but though I could fill many more pages with this 
American outpouring, enough has been said to 
prove that " The Lost Chord of Christ is being 
sounded, and millions of loving hearts are respond
ing to the call." And the words of Browning : 

"I but opened my eyes-and perfection, no 
more or no less, in the kind I imagined, full fronts 
me, and God is seen in God. In the star, in the 
stone, in the flesh, in the soul and the clod." 

Is there any one particular class, the world over, 
that is rallying conspicuously to the new call ? 
Undoubtedly there is! What class is it ? 

A very simple question to answer after a week's 
stroll round the lecture rooms and schools of Divine, 
or if you like, Mental Science. 

The class that is avid for spiritual education is 
the respectable middle class, shopkeepers, trades
men, their wives and families. 

Look around those lecture halls. It is most 
unlikely you will see anyone who can vulgarly be 
termed " in Society." Society is occupied all 
afternoon with its bridge and sport, and at night 
with its dinners and dancing. With a very few 
brilliant exceptions, such as the Duchess of Hamil
ton and Viscountess Grey, etc., " Society" cares 
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nothing for mental culture. It has dropped right 
out of this tremendous moyement which is going 
to revolutionise the world. 

" Society " in London and elsewhere takes a 
certain languid interest in " Phenomena," but it 
won't study. Those who fill its ranks are obvi
ously not of those who are destined to lead human
ity in the future. 

The rising generation, bred of the great middle 
class, who are hungry for spiritual truth, will find 
themselves, on attaining middle age, divided 
mentally by a great gulf from those who in Vic
torian days were called "the upper 'ten." The 
moral to be drawn from this is too obvious to 
require expression. The writing is on the wall. 
By the time that the babe of to-day has arrived at 
maturity, honest criticism of the church will 
practically have died out. The arguments from 
miracle and prophecy will lose all force when the 
supernatural elements in Christianity have been 
proved by science to be natural, and the Kingdom 
of Heaven is known to be within. 

" Society" and the church, as we know it-, will 
have dropped into the category of interesting sur
vivals. The former is very clearly not destined 
to march in the van of spiritual progress, and the 
latter, by its obstinate refusal to face realities, will 
continue to sink into a peaceful death. 

To those who have paid serious attention to the 
great spiritual awakening, the great Advent of 
the living Christ within, there can remain no doubt 
of the future fate of that which rejects Him. 

The K yrios Christos and His Spirit founded the 
-Universal Church which is destined to triumph. 
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It may occur to some readers to wonder how it 
is that though those men on earth, whom I call the 
M~sters, are of Eastern birth, they can preach 
Christianity in place of Buddhism, Mohammed
anism, etc. 

In the "Gayan" of lnayat Khan there is a 
prayer, used constantly by his disciples, which 
embodies the "New Thought" view of the Christ. 
I use the term "New Thought" for public utility. 
Needless to say its teachers are the oldest on earth. 

SALAT 

"Most gracious Lord, Master, Messiah, and Saviour of 
humanity. We greet Thee with all humility. Thou art 
the First Cause and the Last Effect, the Divine Light 
and the Spirit of Guidance. 

ALPHA AND OMEGA 

Thy Light is in all forms, Thy love in all beings. in a loving 
Mother, in a kind Father, in an innocent child, in a helpful 
friend, in an inspiring teacher. 
Allow us to recognise Thee in all Thy holy names and 
forms; as Rama, as Krishna, as Shiva, as Buddha. 
Let us know Thee as Abraham, as Solomon, as Zara
thustra, as Moses, as Jesus, as Mohammed and in any 
other names and forms, known and unknown to the world. 
We adore Thy Past; Thy Presence deeply enlightens 
our being, and we look for Thy blessing in the future. 
0 Messenger, Christ, Nabi, the Rasoul of God! Thou 
whose heart constantly reaches upward. Thou comest 
on earth as a dove from above when Dharma decayeth, 
and speakest the Word that is put into Thy mouth, as 
the light filleth the crescent moon. 
May the Star of the Divine Light shining in Thy heart be 
reflected in the hearts of Thy devotees. May the Message 
of God reach far and wide, illuminating and making the 
whole Humanity one Brotherhood in the Fatherhood of 
God.-AAIEN ." 
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It will at once be seen that this wonderful prayer 
instantly wipes out all the semi-atheism so rampant 
in the church, which looks on Christ as no more 
than a highly spiritual, or perhaps divinely, in
spired man. This prayer is addressed to the 
Eternal and Universal Christ.., who lives as a 
mighty spiritual presence in the world, guiding 
and sustaining His people. It acknowledges Him 
as Messiah and Saviour. As Alpha and Omega. 
It falls in with the words of the Christian creed. 
"Begotten of His Father before all worlds. God 
of God. Light of Light. Very God of very God. 
Being of one substance with the Father." 

Now here we come face to face with the wide 
divergence between the "New Thought" and the 
old thought which still dominates the churches. 

The orthodox churchman is conscious of Christ 
coming for the first time to earth two thousand 
years ago. He thinks of that Advent in the womb 
of Mary and the cradle in Bethlehem as a solitary 
incident in history. He virtually denies that the 
Christ spirit dwells in any other faith save his own. 
His missionary activities prove this to be so. 

New thought draws its main inspiration from a 
vivid faith in the eternal Christ, the Living Christ. 
It seeks not to commemorate a Christ who lived 
two thousand years ago, but to serve as a channel, 
as a tabernacle for the living Christ who said" Lo! 
I am with you always." " Before Abraham was 
I am." 

Sometimes one reads of " The Second Coming," 
but this is a very misleading phrase. Our exten
sive readings of the world's great scriptures give 
every encouragement to the belief that the Christ 

--- --... ~- -·- -
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has taken flesh, and visited this world before the 
Advent of two thousand years ago, which we com
memorate. We believe the words "Lo! I am 
with you always " to be true. We believe He 
never leaves us, though it is very probable that 
many times again His Spirit will overshadow and 
completely ensoul some tabernacle of flesh when 
the Divine purpose requires a human manifestation. 

"Manifold the renewals of my birth 
Have been, Arjuna! and of thy births, too! 
But mine I know, and thine thou knowest not. 

When righteousness 
Declines, 0 Bharata! when wickedness 
Is strong, I rise, from age to age, and take 
Visible shape, and move a man with men." 

St. Augustine says " That everything which is 
now designated the Christian religion was in exis
tence amongst the ancients, nor was it absent even 
from the commencement of the human race up to 
the time when Christ entered into the flesh, after 
which true religion, which already existed, began 
to be called Christian." 

Certain it is that every religion in the past looked 
for and must have possessed a revealer, a Messiah, 
a Buddha, a Mahdi, and the cross appears as a 
religious symbol many centuries B.C. 

"New Thought" believes that the Christ has 
been with us from the beginning, and that He will 
remain with us until the end of the world. We 
speak of Him as the Cosmic Christ, for we cannot 
sufficiently enlarge His sphere. Being very God 
of very God there is nothing outside Him. He is 
universal, and " in Him we live and move and 
have our being." 
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The Masters therefore offer Brotherhood to all 
nations and creeds, believing that though life 
exhibits many forms, the one God dwells in all 
To confine the indwelling of the Christ to those who 
profess the Christian creed, would to them be 
equivalent to discriminating in the work of the 
Creator Who made all things. We are taught that 
there is no point in time or space in which God is 
not. We are taught to sing with Arjuna : 

"Thou God of Gods, Life's dwelling place and rest! 
Thou of all souls the soul ! 
The comprehending whole ! 

Of being formed and formless. Being the Framer ; 
0 utmost One ! 0 Lord ! 

Older than old, who stored 
The worlds with wealth of life, 

0 Treasure claimed." 



CHAPTER XIII 

THE MYSTIC AND THE CLIMBER 

"From the murmur and subtlety of suspicion with which we 
view one another-give us rest. Make a new beginning, and 
mingle again the lq.ndred of the nations in the alchemy of love. 
And with some finer essence of forbearance and forgiveness
temper our minds."-ARISTOPHANEs, 400 B.C. 

THE mystic is born, not made, and what constitutes ; 
a mystic it would be hard to define. The true seer 
can foretell the destinies of nation'S and worlds more 
accurately than the destinies of human beings. 
The knowledge is acquired in no supernatural 
manner. 

The truth is that the psychic faculties tend 
rather to universal than particular views. The 
swing of the mental orbit is wider than that of the 
orthodox materialist, and imagination, the founda
tion of every great discovery is studiously en
couraged and cultivated. The truth of the part 
imagination really plays in the evolution of man 
is slowly beginning to be understood. The mystic 
looks, not at the puny activities of the ant man 
working out the various ant ·heaps of earth, but 
rather to the significance of those broad washes 
of sullen colour that sweep continuously from out 
a cimmerian gloom across the face of the whole 
Cosmos, to those great gales of collective feeling 
that rush resistlessly round the world. Gathering 
impetus as they go, they drive nations before them 

241 Q 
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like drifts of withered leaves, till at length arrested 
by an invisible hand, they are tossed into a whirl
pool, whose depths none can plumb, whose velocity 
none can stay. 

There is wonder and absorbing reverence for the 
mystic in marking the different pieces of the world 
mosaic being thrown together to re-create a hemis
phere. The Master Mason, with His compass, 
plummet, oblong and square, is beating out with 
the hammer of Thor the fragments of shattered 
nations for their future re-grouping according to 
Divine plan. 

How weird and ghost-like is the chaos· of Europe. 
In one broad flashlight vast armies loom for a few 
hours from out the mist of some far horizon, only 
to disappear again into oblivion. The tramp of a 
million armed men comes ringing out of the far 
East, but scarce have they materialised than they 
vanish to give place to another evanescent multi
tude in the near East . . In turn . they flit away 
ere their place can be marked. 

The names of kings are spoken, and straightway 
forgotten by the fickle memory of man. Their 
figures strut across a day, and die into obscurity 
by night. The truth of the morning is a fable by 
night, and frontiers fade out and races form and 
reform only to dissolve into chaos once more. 
Government is an opera boufle played to vast 
millions by an orchestra of machine guns. 

One night I waked to full astral consciousness 
on a battlefield in the East. I stood on a high 
plateau overlooking a vast plain upon which 
struggled thousands of combatants. Great clouds 
of lurid smoke hid portions of it. At moments 
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they shifted, disclosing a writhing mass of agonised 
humanity and tortured animals. Above, the sky 
bent down in quiet serenity, studded with count
less worlds. 

Beside me, one on either side, stood two great 
entities robed in majesty and ineffable calm. I 
was conscious that I had been brought there under 
their protection, and there was an absence of all 
fear, though great shells were bursting around us. 

Immediately before us, about fifteen feet dis
tant, were placed two huge guns. They were 
being served by a group of half-naked soldiers, 
and to the left of us I saw a number of horses tied 
to shattered trees, and watched over by a number 
of men. 

For a time I stood looking on the scene in awe
struck wonderment, yet no horror. I seemed to 
know that what I looked upon was a world of 
unreality, created by the ignorance of men. An 
inferno projected into consciousness, a hideous 
evil created not by God, but by the distorted mind 
of humanity. Behind this hell of agony I knew 
there lay reality, complete, perfect. The world of 
God which is slowly coming to birth in evolution, 
and I knew that evolution as we think of it has no 
place in reality. It comes not from without, but 
is the ages long unfoldment of Divine perfection 
which is with us here and now. 

Virgil has written : 
"One life through all the immense creation runs, 

One spirit is the moon's, the sea's, the sun's; 
All forms in the air that fly, on the earth that creep, 
And the unknown nameless monsters of the deep
Each breathing thing obeys one Mind's control, 
And in all substance is a single soul." 
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The noise was terrific. Bursting shells lit up 
the scene with broad flashes of multi-coloured 
light. The shriek of wounded animals mingled 
with the frantic roar of maddened humanity. 

Suddenly I saw a shell approaching us. I heard 
it emit a wailing, moaning cry as if it loathed its 
destiny. It fell upon the guns in front. Then 
came another. 

Something in me ceased to function. I could no 
longer see, feel or hear. Then came an imperious 
word of command from the Great Ones by my 
side, 

"Look! " 
My sight was restored. I obeyed, and turned in 

the direction indicated. I saw a mob of horses, 
interspersed by many men, fleeing from the battle
field; and I knew that they were aU dead, and a 
great thankfulness rose within me. Their forms 
were intact, but they were now pure transparencies, 
and they shone like burnished silver. Pure white 
forms rushing furiously out of the hell on earth 
that man had created, into safety of that plane 
which knows no physical body. 

Entranced I watched them fade out into the 
encircling darkness. -

"Look!" 
I turned my sight back to my immediate sur

roundings, and saw that guns, men and horses had 
vanished. Only mounds of quivering blackness 
were scattered over the ground. 

I felt no horror, no pity. My thoughts returned 
to that fleeting mob of horses and men, swept out 
of inferno into the quiet arms of God. 

From " The Wisdom of Solomon " we read, 
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"The souls of the righteous are in the hands of God. In the 
sight of the unwise they seem to die, and their departure is 
taken for misery and their going away from earth to be utter 
destruction. But they are in peace." 

The vividness of this astral experience never 
leaves me. I was shown that the night of the 
body is the day of the soul. That consciousness 
in us never ceases to function actively, and tha.t 
whilst the normal everyday consciousness is at 
rest during sleep the subconsciousness functions · . 
in a vastly more extended realm than we dream 
of. 
. Still into the witches' cauldron the nations are 
being tossed. The brew is bubbling, but it will 
not yet boil over. The roar of the battlefield has 
died down, and been succeeded by a violent peace .. 
Some stupendous force is still throwing into the 
world's crucible the body and soul of Europe. 

Perhaps some such drastic convulsion is still 
required in the scheme of spiritual evolution to 
quicken the sluggish indifference of Demos. How 
much do we realise of the devastating cataclysm 
passing over us ? Is it wonderful that the mystic 
hears the echo of far away voices ringing out of 
illimitable time ? 

There are now a vast number of persons who 
believe that the evolution of nations is not left to 
chance. There is guidance and direction under 
the supremacy of the Great Creative Power., 
Those who guide are called the Masters of wisdom. 
They are those whom St. Paul speaks of as Angels, 
Principalities and Powers. They are living men 
who have, through aeons of earthly experience, 
arrived at exalted heights of spirituality. They 
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are true adepts who have become so by mastering 
the Divine laws of the universe. 

For ages they have been the compassionate 
lovers of men, though when incarnate they pass 
as ordinary individuals, and outwardly express 
little of their mighty purposes to the physical world, 
A knowledge of their existence is fairly extensive 
now, and the life of a Master has even been drama
tised in " The Passing of the Third Floor Back." 

The mutual aim of the Masters of Wisdom is the 
union of all nations, faiths and peoples into one 
harmonious whole. They work by various power
ful influences to bring mankind to salute the worJd's 
flag, in place of the colours of their own particular 
little homeland. They seek to lead humanity 
towards universal brotherhood. 

Those who have so gloriously laid down their 
lives for love of country, who have attained to 
superlative fearlessness will in future lives fight as 
gloriously in the army of spiritual progress. They 
will have learned that one Great Power moves the 
universe, and to follow in its path brings peace and 
happiness. To cross that path brings sorrow and 
trouble. 

How far we still are from the ideal of world 
unification and universal brotherhood may be 
clearly seen in the conflict raging against both aims. 
Yet the very fierceness of that conflict seems to be 
the method by which the high Gods keep alive 
their ideals. The more strenuously they are com
batted and opposed, the wider ~broad is their 
message flung to all mankind. 

Myriads the world over have caught up the far
flung challenge to the powers of evil, and avid for 

\ 
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spiritual life, and sick to death of hatred and blood
shed, are feverishly beginning to climb the Ladder 
of Jacob. 

Ardently they crave to be the servants of the 
One Great Power that moves the universe. They 
are receiving guidance. Their endurance is being 
tried in the world's furnace, and the path of dis
cipleship lies before them. 

Such climbers must prepare quietly to accept 
condemnation, misunderstanding, and oft-times · 
scoffing contempt. Above all they require moral 
courage and an absence of all sensitiveness to the 
labels their fellow men tack on to them. 

The man who truly sets out to serve the Almighty 
and further the brotherhood of humanity, must 
feel no resentment when called pro-French or pro
German. He must strive to hold an equal balance 
between both. It is no longer for him to take 
sides. 

"Guide Thou my feet upon the path which lies 
between ' the Desert and the Sown.' Make me un
conscious of either, that in that silence I may hear 
the Voice of the Beloved." 

Such must be the daily prayer of the climber. 
Again, he must clearly understand the mean

ing of brotherhood, and the futility of calling 
upon God- our Father-in the Lord's Prayer 
before he can honestly say he accepts all men as 
brothers. 

There can be no Father hood of God without the 
Brotherhood of Man, nor any Brotherhood of Man 
without the Fatherhood of God. 

This realisation is not easy whilst propaganda 
in daily life is so active as at present, bu.t to the 
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climber balance is a vital necessity and a big step 
up in his progress. He will find it much simpler 
if he steadily aims at truth, and remembers that 
his objective is the journey's end. 

To find .truth the climber must clear his mind of 
all prejudices. 

If God is Father to one man He is Father to all 
men, and the climber must realise that he blas
phemes in calling upon God as his Father so 
long as he spurns some members of the Divine 
Family. 

Let him firstly enquire of himself if he really 
believes that Divinity dwells in every man's breast ? 
If his answer be " Yes," then he must realise 
that in hating his fellow man he is hating a frag
ment of his Creator. 

If his answer be "No," then he must remain 
on earth till he is more highly evolved. He is not 
yet ready for the first rung of the ladder. Indeed 
he will have no need for deep self-examination. 
His feelings on reading this chapter will disclose 
to him exactly where he stands. The ethics I deal 
with are not original. They are to be found in the 
Scriptures of all the great religions. 

The determined climber will find his path strewn 
with pitfalls and boulders, purposely prepared 
for him by the world he lives in, but once he 
realises the object of those obstacles he can avoid 
them. 

He will discover that, as yet, there is no such 
thing as sound social judgment. 

There is no collective good sense. 
The herd instinct still predominates, and the 

herd can very easily be stampeded. Upon this 
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fact the Press of the world plays any tune that 
suits its purpose and its pocket. Competition for 
circulation in the Press operates upon the passions 
of the multitude, and confirms and inflames its 
prejudices. 

The Press is not out for Brotherhood, but for 
dividends on capital which runs into millions 
sterling. 

When up against public opinion the climber 
must clearly understand how it is formed, and 
make allowances accordingly, also he must realise 
its consequent worthlessness to him. 

There are a few papers that make a speciality 
of dealing with the whole truth and both sides of 
the question, but they are not read by the masses. 
The public enjoy a newspaper which confirms its 
prejudices. It dislikes having its manufactured 
opinions upset, and in the race for circulation the 
lowest passions of humanity are studied and sup
plied with stimulating food. The Hearst Press of 
America, the Rothermere Press in England, would 
rapidly drop in circulation did they faithfully 
record both sides of the burning questions of the 
day. 

The climber may say, " I cannot feel brotherly 
towards the Germans. They were such brutes 
during the war. It can't be right to condone such 
crimes." 

The climber must ascertain facts that will 
acquaint him with the truth. If he succeeds he 
will find that the same brutalities were committed 
by our Allies. That is war. The crime lies in the 
fact of war, which turns quiet, peaceful citizens 
into raving beasts. War cannot be successfully 
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waged without unspeakable barbarity. It is not 
God but man who makes Heaven and Hell, who 
makes happiness or misery. God is peace, light, 
love, and He sends His rain upon the just and the 
unjust. 

The newspapers who published German atroci
ties, true and false, did so with a purpose,. to 
inflame public opinion against the enemy.. All 
the combatants published atrocity books. That 
is war, and the best way to conduct war. 

When the people cease to tolerate war, it will 
end. When the public ceases to endure the 
atrocities of our civilization, what is right in theory 
will become right in practice. 

The British were greatly angered against the 
Germans for destroying the French orchards. 
They would greatly have resented the reminder 
that the British destroyed the Boer orchards, and 
burnt down their farms during the last South 
African War. Again that is war. There are 
times when men proclaim the rule of war, 
dar kaess and hatred in place of God's peace, light 
and love. 

The climber, if discussion is forced upon him, 
must keep ever in mind the words, 

" Vengeance is mine. I will repay saith the 
Lord." 

This must be the keynote of his life, and he must 
remember, 

" There is a path between the field of joy and 
the field of sorrow. It is on this path that the 
Beloved walks, and only in the silence between 

"' the ' Desert and the Sown ' can His voice be 
heard." 
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If he quietly considers argument he will at once 
see the fundamental absurdity of agitating him
self over big Karmic questions, such as at present 
are agitating the world. "The keynote for which 
he must listen is the Christ note, and when he can 
hear this through all the discords surrounding him 
on every side, he will have mastered that ocean 
and be able to walk upon the waters with his 
Master." 

Above all the climber must know that to feel 
hate and desire revenge is a violently disruptive 
force that injures the man or nation who harbours 
such emotions infinitely more than the man or 
nation towards whom the emotion is directed. 

The Almighty is perfectly capable of managing 
His Own affairs. 

"The great Initiator tests and initiates each 
homing soul." 

We have already certain strong lights thrown 
upon this truth. We have learned something, 
though perhaps not very much. 

We have found that war no longer pays. The 
victor is left as badly off as the vanquished. 

We find that if one part suffers the whole part 
suffers. 

Those who make war and those who wage it are 
learning in a stern school of misery that existing 
facts will not suffer them to believe what they like. 
The purpose is in the Universal Soul, not in the 
individual soul. 

We have seen in the last ten years all those men 
swept into oblivion whose names were household 
words during the war. 

The name of the man who we were assured won 
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the war (surely a stupendous achievement) has 
dropped out of usage. Perhaps he did not win 
the war ? I am not sufficiently instructed to say, 
but it is obvious that, for the time being at least, 
the public has no desire for his services. 

Perhaps. the " ordeal by battle " was too terrific 
to permit the survival of those whose names blazed 
in the limelight of the conflict. They are dashed 
from their pedestals, broken idols, almost for
gotten, and the desire of the people seems now to 
be for those who had no share in the conduct of 
the war. For those who. had nothing to do with 
the disastrous failure of the peace. 

We are realising that those who, like the Ger
man rulers, make high claims to power, defeat 
themselves, because the existing world will not 
suffer them to be fulfilled. 

The hour has come when man is ready to under
stand that no human being can live to himself 

. alone. That every being is a fragment of the 
Creator, and thus cannot be separated from Him. 

The oneness of human life in the Divine is 
beginning to be revealed. 

The climber would do well to study the follow
ing passage from the public declaration of General 
Smuts on his signing the Treaty of Peace. He 
signed under protest, and declared judgment 
upon it. 

" The promise of the new life, the victory of 
the great human ideals, for which the peoples 
have shed their blood and treasure without stint, 
the fulfilment of their aspirations towards a new 
international order, and a fairer, better world, 
are not written in this Treaty, and will not be 
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written in treaties. 'Not in this Mountain, nor 
in Jerusalem, but in spirit and in truth,' as the 
great Master said, must the foundations of the 
new order be laid. A new heart must be given, 
not only to our enemies, but also to us ; a contrite 
spirit for the woes which have overwhelm~ed the 
world; a spirit of pity, mercy, and forgiveness 
for the sins and wrongs which we have suffered. 
A new spirit of generosity and humanity, born in 
the hearts of the peoples in this great hour of 
common suffering and sorrow, can alone heal the 
wounds which have been inflicted on the body of 
Christendom." 

The climber, who can whole-heartedly subscribe 
to those words, knows something of the reality 
into which all must be born at last, the co-·opera
tive life between individual spirit and the infinite 
spirit of the living God. He perceives that the 
goal to be reached is the equal good of all. 

The mystic lives to-day in wondrous times. 
Each line made by the potter's thumb is marked, 
and the waves raised by the hand of the Lord are 
moving with majestic power over the face of the 
waters. 

The hand of the Masters of Wisdom c.an be 
clearly seen in this gory baptism, which is the 
sacrament of our redemption. Through stress 
and anguish we faintly discern glimpses of higher 
possibilities, for what is it that drives us on towards 
the demand for a hitherto unimagined goal but the 
God of the ideal speaking through fire and cloud, 
prophesying the utmost fruition of racial aspira
tions. The same voice whispers to the restless 
human heart of ultimate attainment. 
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We are caught in the vortex of a world crisis of 
so shattering an order that we can but fearfully 
believe that its outward significance must reflect 
some equally stupendous re-birth in its inner 
significance. Has there developed amongst the 
nations of the earth a group soul which revolts 
against the animal passions of hate and blood lust 
that hound the people on to war? Is there any 
sign of a conscious unity which is determined to 
govern in future from a world inclusive stand
point ? Is there any glimmer of the truth that 
we are all integral units involved in a vast cosmic 
process rather than merely members of a nation, 
family or church l Is there indeed a seed lying 
somewhere hidden in the heart of the universe that 
may consciously germinate and grow into a fruitful 
tree of life l 

No physical force, however stupendous, could 
impose upon the world true peace. That can only 
come to pass when the soul of the masses is hom, 
and is strong enough to function -in grand col
lective waves. There are signs of this advent. 
International sympathy is the seed which 
eventually will blossom into democratic world 
government. 

Until the peoples of the earth, as apart from 
their rulers, make a serious attempt to get into 
touch with each other, and to make allowances for 
the different standpoints, there can be little hope 
of amelioration in the world's misery. The move
ment has begun. There is an ever increasing 
tendency to sympathise with the foreigner. The 
condemnation meted out to the man who sym
pathises with what is still called an enemy country 
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is not so pronounced. It is slowly being recognised 
that we are simply part of a great whole, and that 
sympathy with peoples other than our own, whilst 
their rulers and ours are still at enmity is not a 
crime but a reaching out to universal brotherhood. 
We begin to see that the blunders of the rulers are 
the cause of war ; that in the cosmic scheme there 
are no specially favoured nations, and that the 
ultimate must be absolute justice for all. 

The war has proved a valuable education for 
the Labour leaders, many of whom have travelled 
extensively and come into close touch with foreign 
democracy. A small group of newly-elected 
Labour members have a unique grasp of world 
problems. The despised and rejected peace-mon
gers have all been sent back to Westminster with 
big majorities. A few brilliant Churchmen, and 
the great majority who lead scien.ce, art and litera
ture in Great Britain, are members of the Labour 
Party. 

There is an old group of Internationalists, who 
are strongly anarchist, who are despised and hunted 
down by those in high places. No other fate could 
be theirs, for they are .at war with the world, as 
well as with all the forces of oppression and slavery. 
They are disrupted and disorganised, and the vast 
majority know nothing of them. Some of the 
members are fighting with the 'sword, some with 
the pen, for their different countries. Some lie 
in prison, others in hiding. Those who take note 
of them fear them. They are rightly classed as 
dangerous, because they proclaim the revolu
tionary ideals of Jesus the Christ, without His 
love. 
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The angel of revolt is classed with the powers of 
darkness. She gives men wondrous dreams which 
never come true, for such dreams are very old, and 
lost in the womb of antiquity. Yet still will they 
be young when God begins once more to resolve 
this planet into star dust, and its place in Cosmos 
knows it no more. 

Such men and women are deeply to be pitied, 
for they are the offspring of a tragic heredity. 
They are bred from priestcraft, the knout, and 
economic slavery. They are responsive to the 
wholeness of life on this planet, and they may yet 
develop successors fitted for the high estate of 
citizenship, in that world federation which un
doubtedly one day will evolve into a material 
reality. They know their probable fate. The 
angel of revolt whispered into their ears a warning. 
There are no crosses, pensions, decorations for you. 
There is only the union, the knout, the quicklime 
grave. For your family there is only the cell, the 
empty grate, the empty stomach, the rat-ridden 
den. You will be despised and rejected of men. 
You will be a man of sorrows, and acquainted with 
grief, and you will never be released from my ser
vice, for I dwell in the land of visions, and it shall 
ever be the country of your soul. 

Internationalism is a word that is anathema to 
thousands, yet it is doubtful if ten out of those 
multitudes would oppose the desire that all nations 
should settle down together in harmony and mutual 
goodwill, could the real meaning of the word be 
cleansed from the red fog of war. 

The hand of the Masters of Wisdom can be 
clearly discerned in the new sense of responsibility 
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springing to life on every side. Man is awakening 
to his duty to the State, to the racial responsibility 
which, by the stream of forces swinging in the 
balance of eternity, will make him one with all 
mankind. 

Emerging majestically upon the world's horizon 
great facts confront us. We may refuse to look at 
them, but their violently revolutionary con
sequences we will be powerless to evade. 

One of these facts is, we are no longer an island. 
Nothing we can ever do can give us back our isola
tion. The era consecrated to the Gods of the air 
has arrived. The mighty problem of human flight 
has been solved. 

Another mighty fact is, 
On Good Friday, 19I7, " The Mayflower " came 

home. 
Comparatively few realise that the coming in 

of the mighty nation beyond the seas must 
alter in time the whole course of our national 
existence. Not only in war but in peace America 
has shown us some magnificent gestures of 
international greatness. One action, taken alone 
out of many, affords us a glimpse of her superb 
idealism. 

In I 92 I America began to feed the famine
stricken population in Russia through the American 
Relief Organisation. They have completed two 
years in active service of the Russian people, and 
when they began they found the children dying 
like flies. On one day no fewer than ten million 
and a half souls were fed ! 

But for the work of the Administration some 
nine or ten million people would have been broken 

R 
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last year, and at least five millions would have 
died. 

Four hundred and eighty ships, ranging from 
7,000 to 11,000 tons, conveyed the supplies. The 
Mission spent in two years about seventy-five 
million dollars. 

This was a free gift from the American people. 
In addition to the relief side of the work, there 

has been another, less spectacular, but equally 
grand and important, 

During the critical period of distress, doctors, 
teachers and other professional people not only 
received food, of which they stood in desperate 
need, but received help and encouragement on the 
professional side, which infused them with fresh 
courage to carry on in the face of appalling diffi
culties. Doctors, who were in utter despair for 
lack of instruments, medicines, bedding and the 
simple necessities for hospital work, and teachers 
who required books and .school appliances, took 
new heart when America came in and at once 
supplied their needs. 

There is still a great work to be done in caring 
for the vast number of waifs and orphan children 
in hospitals, and in the rebuilding of the famine
stricken regions. There are at least three million 
children to be cared for, who are housed in institu
tions owned by the Soviet Government, but sup
plied by America. During the pa-st two years 
America has trained the personnel for their work, 
which is now left to the Russian Government. 
The Americans also fed millions of starving people 
in Europe, and are continuing to do so at the 
present hour. 
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Had it not been for American relief, Poland, 
Rumania, Austria, and other Continental countries 
would have been a vast desert. 

·1 know all about the farmer in the Middle West, 
but his case does not detract from the glory of the 
achievement. 

What a giant's task completed ! 
Here is one of those broad washes of brilliant 

colour that from out a cimmerian gloom sweep 
across· the face of Cosmos. 

America reports that the 1922 harvest in R;ussia 
is sufficient for her needs. The 1923 harvest is a 
bumper one, with two million tons surplus for 
exportation. 

This is but one of several glorious acts the Ameri
cans have carried through for the help of suffering 
humanity. Those of us who are really instructed 
are perfectly aware that but for the help of 
America we must have los;t the war, and however 
deeply we regret her present isolation we can 
understand it when we look upon the dying co~
dition of Europe. 

The thoughtful soul, pondering over the splendid 
aid given to the suffering of a nation with whom 
she had not even resumed diplomatic relations, 
feels the throb of renewed hope in humanity. 

In one day ten and a half million souls were given 
bread! 

Such God begotten love ca&t upon the waters 
of life must flow back to the donors in some gloriou~ 
thank-offering from Heaven's onlookers. 

"For as much as ye did it unto the least of mine 
ye did it unto me." 

The Cosmic Christ knows how to reward His own. 
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Happy indeed is a nation possessing such hearts. 
Their light streams far beyond the desolation of 
Russia. Even in this far-off little island there are 
hearts responding to their warmth. We know 
that so long as such deeds are done there is still 
hope for a distracted world. 

This pouring of new wine into old bottles will in 
time revolutionise Western Europe. As individuals 
we are joining in a new fellowship of many mi11ions. 
In learning to understand America in a spirit of 
gratitude and sympathetic valuation our concep
tion of the Divine orbit must be drastically revised. 
We have learned to think imperially. In the days 
to come we will learn to think universally. For 
the ripples on our pool, wide though they be, we 
must substitute ocean tides, and a line embracing 
earth's far~hest limits. We have yet to realise the 
wholeness of humanity, and that our part in exis
tence can never be restricted to a building up of 
honey in the cells of our private hive. The per
ennial source of life supply must come in the 
universal sense from outside our walls, and from 
remote circumferences, from obscure and far-off 
fields. 

Our crying need has long been for the develop
ment of a deeper social consciousness and a vastly 
wider sympathy. 

"Destroy the sense of separateness. With 
everything, whether it is above or below, remote or 
near, visible or invisible, thou shalt preserve a 
relation of unlimited love, without any animosity 
or without a desire ~o kill. To live in such a 
consciousness whilst standing or walking, sitting 
or lying down till you are asleep, is living and 
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moving and having your joy in the spirit of 
Brahma." Thus says the East, including the 
-world with the man in one great truth. 

We must cease to believe in a private universe in 
'W'hich we ring off nation from nation, tongue from 
tongue. We must cast off that foolish mistrust 
and suspicion of all that lies beyond the barriers 
'W'e have built, and against which the outside world 
has to fight to gain recognition. 

Rather must we move with the stream of pro
gress which flows ever to where the immortal ideal 
lies embossed, and whoso loves humanity is part 
of that world poem that sways the outward pro
.gress and recession of the human race. 

For us and for all men there ought to be but one 
home, the Universe. Jesus the Christ had not 
where to lay His head, and it will be the same with 
humanity, until through peace and goodwill to all 
mankind, man comes at length to proclaim himself 
a citizen of the world. 

In years to come the Masters of Wisdom will 
find statesmen who can fashion international re
lationships out of the web of Christian ethics, nay, 
out of the mighty loom of the world's great faiths. 
The mystic sees that still far off time in which all 
nations and racial distinctions will be smoothed 
down to extinction in the warmth of mutual inter
course and mutual understanding. Thus will come 
the effacement of religious intolerance. The in
destructible spiritual values of the great world 
faiths will be generalised, and the chaff winnowed 
from the wheat. We will see the golden rule and 
the Sermon on the Mount belong to one universal 
church, and its cat~olicity extended to all men. 
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Utopian ! But how much less Utopian to-day 
than yesterday. Can anyone doubt that when the 
present heads of the Church have passed away their 
successors will be very different men ? Already 
we can mark the advent of a great awakening 
among the younger clergy. When the present 
generation of potentates and statesmen have gone 
the way of all flesh, the rulers of the nations will be 
cast in a very different mould. 

Evolution moves in cyclic laws; such vary 
according to past experience. We know some
thing of astronomical cycles, of those, minatnre 
cycles represented by the recurring seasons, night 
and day, sleep and waking, birth and death, but 
as yet we know little of na tiona} cycles and their 
laws, of autocracy, tyranny, democracy. Such 
cycles are clearly required to quicken man's 
education in self-government, the final earthly goal 
However titanic be the forces in the world drama, 
the latch of Heaven is unloosed by such experiences, 
for humanity must at times be brought -to bay by 
such supreme misery that it turns and fights for 
peace, stability and order. Stern lessons learned 
by men on their self-chosen pathway drive them 
back on those strongholds which cannot be 
shaken, to those schemes of value which are im
mutable, and which are writ in the scriptures of 
the world. 

The Masters of Wisdom think universally, and 
in centuries, not in months or days. They look 
to the spiritual evolution of the world as a whole, 
and their guidance of humanity is ever upward. 
Only they understand the mighty upward arc of 
the cyclic laws, and their bearing on mankind. 

-- ~ .. 
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It is those Masters of Wisdom who, as humble 
servants of the Lord of Life, work with deliberate 
intent, alike through the dark and golden ages, 
preparing the soil of earth for the rea ping and 
sowing through thousands of years to come. 

It is not easy to picture to ourselves a being who 
has left behind him all the frailties of human 
nature. We can understand the position of those 
who stand below us, at a lower stage of develop
ment, but it is not so easy to comprehend the life 
of a saint. The higher can comprehend the lower, 
but the lower cannot comprehend the higher. 
How difficult it then is to realise the altitudes 
reached by those who have attained adeptship, 
and become world teachers, world rulers, world 
saviours. " Remember, 0 disciple, that great 
though the gulf may be between the good men and 
the sinner, it is greater between the good men and 
the one who is on the threshold of divinity." 

"The threshold of divinity." Yes, this, and 
nothing short of this is the quest of humanity. 
St. Paul made this clear when he used the term 
" Christ " as the mystic expression for soul
development in man. "My little children, of 
whom I travail in birth again until Christ be formed 
in you." 

The man of seventy is very different from what 
he was at seven. Half a decade changes an in
dividual out of all recollection. What will endless 
aeons do for him ? The tree bears no similarity 
to the acorn from whence it sprang. If we are 
indeed immortal we shall develop into beings of an 
inconceivably superior order. Trees to our present 
acorn. 
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John of Ruysbroeck says, "He goeth towards 
God by inward love and in eternal work, and he 
goeth in God by his fruitive inclination, in eternal 
rest. And he dwelleth in God, and yet he goes out 
towards created things in a spirit of love towards 
all things, in the virtues and in works of righteous
ness. And this is the most exalted summit of 
the inner life." 



CHAPTER XIV 

PHANTOMS OF THE DAWN 

"Do you know," asked Lammenais, "why man is 
the most suffering of creatures ? It is because he 
stands with one foot in the Finite and the other in 
the Infinite, and is torn asunder, not by four horses 
but by two worlds." 

No thoughtful person will refuse to-day to ack
knowledge that our little world is shuddering on 
the brink of some stupendous movement. 

Is it that all is exhausted, that we have reached 
the end of all things, or is it the dawn of that 
glorious vision which has always haunted man 
with gleams of fitful splendour ? Are we about to 
plunge downwards, into rapid extinction in the 
charnel house of dead worlds, or are we on the 
verge of ~n upward leap into untrodden ground, 
which will widen out on the way for undreamed 
progress ? Surely the latter! 

Those Phantoms of the Dawn which continu
ously flit across our limited horizon are ·but shadowy 
gleams of ultimate relations. Even though this 
speck of star dust we call our earth be still without 
form and void, the fiat has gone forth : 

" Let there be light." 
Though we have not yet reached the morning 

and evening of the second day, those Phantoms of 
the Dawn tell us that far, far beyond our ken the 
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eternal laws hold sway. They pass from our sight, 
but surely not into oblivion ; for they have whis
pered in our ears the Divine message. The mean
ing of life is only intelligible as the avenue to 
another life, and the. yearning to know something 
of that future life is deep and natural. 

" We are being torn asunder, not by four horses, 
but by two worlds." 

What are those Phantoms of the Dawn but new 
forms becoming manifest, and closely following 
the evolution of spiritual forces ? They are forces 
which have entered this world in. order to compel 
us to accept orte of two courses. We are being 
driven to step up on to a higher plane of civilisation, 
or be overwhelmed, as nation after nation, civilisa
tion after civilisation has been overwhelmed 
before. 

There is no standing still. The East groweth 
white with the dawn when the Immaculate con
ception shall take place in the hearts of men. Now 
is the appointed hour for mankind to drive out the 
animal passions from the manger, and make way 
for the Christ child to enter in. 

Our choice lies before us. Upon whom does it 
depend? 

Upon the number and quality of those who have 
learned certain lessons. Upon those who have out
grown the parochial view point, and have sighted 
a gleam of cosmic consciousness. 

We have got free will, but within limits. We are 
travelling towards a determined destination, and 
we are quite free to move about in the mighty 
chariot of God which is conveying us hence. 

True, we are impotent to change the route or 
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curtail the speed, but in that chariot there is 
room for all men to live their own lives and form 
their own futures. 

History tells us that at times, the Drivers, the 
Lords of Life and Destiny, throw out from the 
chariot on to the dust heap of universes the refuse 
of dead and decaying worlds. 

Within limits we possess free will, but " do what 
we may the mills of God grind on regardless 
either of our aid or our hindrance." 

The wheel of life is grinding on remorselessly, and 
beneath it our very foundations shiver and surge 
in the inexorable grip of that command. 

"Choose! You have free will! Shall this 
struggle revivify you, or convulse you in ruin ? " 

What are the lessons set us to learn in this school 
of adversity and success, joy and misery we term 
" the world ? " 

The first and greatest of these is that the Creator 
is not the author of want and misery. The Al
mighty did not create vice and disease, injustice, 
cruelty and crime. Man is the builder and maker 
of his own world. All our agonising miseries are 
the work of man, who does not know that bodily 
health follows mental health, and health of mind 
is love. No cure for the ills that flesh is heir to 
equals an understanding of spiritual laws, and no 
greater blasphemy is ever uttered than those 
prayers which attribute to the inscrutable decrees 
of Providence, and the folded hands of God, the 
agonies that rack this earth. 

The Creator has supplied food in abun~ance for 
all-more than enough for all. Man deprives his 
fellow man by various criminal means of the Crea-
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tor's gifts. Fish is thrown back into the sea, or 
sold for manure. In a million shops all over the 
kingdom, food is deliberately destroyed every 
Saturday night, and on Sunday the destroyers and 
the clergy petition God to relieve distress. Man 
creates his own poverty. There is food for all, but 
no legislation to forbid wanton destruction. 

Despite this revolting blasphemy the Creator 
continues His beneficent work of increasing the 
bounty that men may enjoy. The laws of matter 
are being ceaselessly revealed, and under our own 
eyes we have seen the fertility of nature enorm
ously increased; and the secrets of the power of 
steam and electricity have been revealed. 

After all, what is two thousand years but a 
watch in the night, and the day must break, and 
with it man's development upon a higher plane 
towards union with his source-God, who is Spirit. 
Judged by our standards of time we have learned 
very little compared with what we still have to 
learn, but one vastly important fact is being 
burned into us; it is this: We can never succeed 
in doing anything good and permanent unless it be 
in co-operation with Nature, the forces of Nature 
which constitute the immutable laws of God. As 
we master conditions on the lower physical plane, 
we gain knowledge of those spiritual laws through 
which we develop harmoniously towards higher . 
expenences. 

There are now certain tendencies which can be 
discerned pointing to the forcing into operation of 
more advanced laws. Those periods of arrested 
development which nations and individuals both 
experience would seem to be due to the operation 
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of " that law which executes itself." By the 
development of will power the spiritual forces are 
restrained pending the growth or unfoldment of 
higher desires. 

Signs are already well above the horizon that 
point to the re-distribution of land on a grand 
scale taking place. Thousands of great landowners 
during the last ten years have broken up and sold 
their estates, and not unwillingly. 

Economic pressure has made them eager to 
dispose of their superflous lands, and whereas in 
t)le past one has possessed four or even more 
e·states in Englancl, that man to-day possesses but 
~ne. Even that one has probably shrunk to quite 
modest dimensions, after the outlying acres have 
been sold in small lots to those whose labour has 
placed them in a position to acquire a little home 
of their own. 

In Scotland alone, during the last five years, 
six million acres, representing about one third of 
the area of Scotland, have changed hands. The 
turnover of money involved has been something 
like seventy millions sterling. 

Over and over again in history, in opposition to 
man's obstinate refusal to take heed of the Phan
toms of the Dawn which warn him that man's 
need is God's opportunity, we see forced reforms 
in operation and deliberately brought about by 
Divine intent. ~uch reforms are always con
sistent with justice. They will always be practical 
of application; and they will accord with all 
other tendencies of social development, and open 
the way to grander, nobler advances in civilisation. 

If the progress of society is to continue it must 
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be towards equality, not inequality. The time 
is still far our of sight, even if it be eventually 
intended, when we can say, " all men are equal," 
but equality of opportunity for all at the beginning 
of life is an ideal now, and may develop into objec
tive existence before we are all very Jmuch older. 

Thus we see growing up before us a forced reform 
in actual operation. The right of the people to 
the soil of their own land is on a fair way to being 
granted without any needless shock to present hab
its of thought. No landlord has been dispossessed. 
Rent has been taken by the State in the form of 
taxes, and this has enabled the community to 
participate in the advantages of ownership. 

So many powerful and overwhelming events 
have swept over us since 1918, when the franchise 
was granted to women, that its extraordinary 
spiritual significance has been ignored, and is still 
unsuspected by the great majority. 

How did it come to pass that 71 Inillion women 
were enfranchised in the teeth of a furious opposi
tion, which up to this hour is as hostile as ever ? 

There is no doubt as to the fact that the vast 
majority of males are opposed to woinen exercising 
the franchise. They will never in this life become 
reconciled to the thought. One of the new women 
M.P.'s, the Duchess of Atholl, was an implacable 
opponent. The House of Lords still contrives to 
exclude women, and the House of Commons is 
overwhelmingly against their presence at West
minster; yet there they are, few in. numbers out 
very strong to-day· in intellectual po\\rer. 

How did this great reform ever pass into law ? 
By the irresistible power of Divine transference 
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which all through history comes eventually to the 
aid of those who prove worthy, who hold the rights 
of others to be as sacred as their own. All great 
reforms have been accomplished by a union of 
psychic force. The vote has been given to women 
in order that the spiritual and eternal side of life 
may. be uplifted. In order that moral and spiritual 
questions may be insisted upon, and their banner 
raised above the dust of the Party platforms. 
Women are determined that no longer will they 
submit to government by talk. They are out to 
get things done, to replace Talk by Real Values. 

Benjamin Kidd has written : 
" It is not in the fighting male of the race; it is 

in women that we have the future centre of power 
in civilisation." 

The General Election of 1923 which has just 
passed has given the politician in and out of Parlia
ment an opportunity for displaying their uncon
querable aversion to the woman voter. " It is the 
women who have done this," cries the defeated Con
servative and he is answered in The Times by the 
first women M.P., Lady Astor, who has retained 
her seat, though a Conservative. 

She agrees that the women voters are mainly 
responsible for the downfall of the Conservative 
Party. Then, with a few uncontestable facts she 
puts her finger on the spot. 

" I have been shocked," she writes, by the" atti
tude of hostility of many Conservatives to ques
tions of welfare affecting women. This year, just 
before the election, the Conservative Conference 
turned down my proposal that boys and girls 
between 14 and 16, who could not get work should 
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be given training and discipline. A year before 
the same Conference tried to shout me down when 
I advocated housing. The Conservative Party is 
the only party which opposes the leaders of all the 
Christian Churches on temperance. 

" In Parliament the main attack on Bills to keep 
juveniles out of public houses, or to protect young 
girls from criminal assault, or to give women equal 
rights of guardianship over their children, or to 
appoint women police has come from Conservative 
M.P's. 

"These considerations ..•. turn thousands of 
progressive women into active Liberal and Labour 
workers, and make hundreds of thousands of plain, 
honest women voters feel that the Conservative 
Party is the party of reaction, and the. other parties 
the parties of progress. The moral, spiritual, and 
domestic forces of this country are becoming more 
powerful every day. Any party which offends 
them must suffer." 

Here is a woman with vision. No truer words 
were ever penned. The great spiritual forces 
operating in this world placed women in power, in 
the teeth of the most violent hostility, and the 
leaders know it. 

Reaction must always come to grief for it is in 
clear opposition to the laws of spiritual evolution. 
Parliament has just been putged of ·most of its 
reactionaries. Have they learned their lesson ? 
I doubt it. They are masters of their own fate. 
Cease reactionary obstruction, or go under. That 
is the choice. 

There are forces working at a much deeper levd 
than those demands voiced by the various candi-
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dates from the various platforms. If any doubt 
this, let them read the concluding words of the 
Labour Manifesto issued on November 17th, 1923. 

It is an "appeal to all citizens to make a generous 
and courageous stand for right and justice, to 
believe in the possibility of building up a sane and 
ordered society, to oppose the squalid materialism 
that dominates the world to-day, and to hold out 
their hands in friendship and goodwill to the strugg
ling people everywhere, who want only freedom, 
security, and a hafpier life." 

Here is an idea for accomplishment which it is 
hard to gainsay. The two older political parties 

· have made no effort to mitigate under-lying causes. 
They have failed to interpret the universal Labour 
demand for equality of chance, for an enlightened 
people. 

We have seen most of the great European nations 
plunged into bloody revolution as the result of 
turning a deaf ear to progressive appeals. Would 
it not be better no~ in place of trusting to " the 
rusty sword of prerogative" to explore the causes 
of unrest and deal fairly with them ? To wait for 
brute force to compel us to set our house in order 
is surely an indication of utter incompetence to 
govern a great nation. 

Another hard lesson given to us to learn is that 
"War, in the form of brute force, does not pay." · 
Before our eyes lie the results of the Great War. 
The equal exhaustion of victors and vanquished. 
The standard of life in Europe and the British 
Isles has fallen so greatly that many talk of a 
return to barbarism. 

Warfare is the negation of co-operation, and 
s 
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co-operation is the foundation of progress. The 
history of the world shows us civilisation advancing 
where men are brought into co-operation, and 

·civilisation at once deteriorating when co-operation 
is broken up. The first realization of this fact is 
the striking vision of Brotherhood which is inspir
ing the many to-day. 

The falseness of that ancient belief in the clashing 
of individual and national interests which marshal 
force against force, and which has just brought 
Europe to the edge of ruin is demonstrated to all 
who have eyes to see. 

All religions have taught internationalism. "Are 
we not all children of one Father l Has not one 
God created us l Who hath made as one all nations 
of men to dwell upon the face of the earth." 

All religions teach " The Golden Rule." The 
Christ says " all things whatsoever ye would that 
men should do unto you, do ye even unto them." 

The Jew teaches " Whatever you do not wish 
your neighbours to do to you, do not unto him." 

The Buddhist says, "One should seek for others 
the happiness one desires for oneself." 

The Zoroastrian preaches " Do as you would 
be done by." 

The Chinese " What you do not wish done to 
yourself, do not unto others." 

It is difficult, perhaps impossible, to put into 
words the stark stupidity of war. 

If war was sheer cruelty it could easily be 
abolished. Sheer, ignorant stupidity can only be 
driven home to the heart of humanity by the 
suffering and ruin it brings in its train. Never 
again in this Manvantera will war bring triumph 
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and success to the so-called victor. The time in 
evolution has passed beyond that stage. 

There are still those who pathetically ask: 
" Why does God permit such horrors ? " 

The answer is that man possesses free will, and 
his ignorant stupidity can only be raised to the 
bedrock of -common knowledge by bitter experi
ence. 

Teach a chil<l that fire burns, show a man that 
certain actions bring him misery, not happiness, 
then he may turn and pursue Cl:llOther path. 

Have we learned that war does not pay? 
.The masses undoubtedly have. Is it mere coin

cidence that whenever they were given the chance 
the People selected as their political representative 
men who are the antithesis of war, the "conscien
tious objectors." There are sixteen of those men 
in t'his Parliament, men who suffered imprisonment 
for the faith that was in them, and a dinner has been 
given to them in the House of Commons. Two of 
the new women M.P's have, I believe, qualified to 
attend this commemorative feast. The last mem
ber of the new Parliament elected for the Welsh 
University, is Mr. Davis, who was confined in 
Princetown during the wa·r. The Welsh University 
is said to contain the most advanced thought in the 
land. 

To many this Phantom of the new Dawn must 
seem very terrible, yet it has materialised into stern 
reality and must be faced. These last years tell us 
that we must throw our vision far, far further 
afield, beyond the life of the nation, beyond family 
unity, and civic unity, and local social unity, and 
devote ourselves to forming a strong public opinion 
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founded upon an honest responsibility for clean 
government, for things pure and of good r~port. 
The revolt of the People against war is strong and 
clearly expressed, and though they have chosen 
a mode of expression that many of us detest,. let us 
remember that they seized upon the only means 
they possessed of emphasising their abhorrence of 
bloodshed. 

For how many thousand generations has man's 
chief occupation been to plunder and kill ? The 
primordial passions have persisted since the dawn 
when animal consciousness began. 

What is war but the crude implement of the 
unevolved savage ? This is fl plain statement of 
acknowledged fact. 

Millions of men who know nothing of the origin 
of the conflict, who have no animosity towards one 
another, are hurled into brutal action of the most 
devastating order. Though the avowed object of 
each individual is to kill as many of his fellow men 
as possible, his real ulterior aim is to save his own 
life. Incidentally another aim is to ruin and de
stroy everything that belongs to the enemy which is 
beautiful, everything in art and handicraft that has 
been created· by man through his God inspired mind. 
It is universally known and acknowledged that the 
ultimate end of the conflict can only be ruin to victor 
and vanquished. All the combatants in the Great 
War were fully alive to this fact, and in order to 
rouse the needful degree of hate, propaganda costing 
millions of money had to be manufactured. If these 
facts are considered for a moment it will be seen 
that the ignorant stupidity of war is a million times 
worse than its wicke-dness. 
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The nation which in 1914 forced us to grasp this 
implement of stark barbarism has been shown that 
the world will no longer tolerate such crude and 
cruel stupidity. 

Germany now lies prostrate, and utterly bereft of 
her former splendid prosperity. No more striking 
lesson has ever been taught in history. 

When a nation transgresses and sins against light 
and knowledge it must suffer. Evil does not pay 
for the nation any more than it does for the indivi
dual. The laws of righteousness will, in the end be 
vindicated, even though the triumph of might over 
right may seem victorious. 

There is always cause behind every effect, and no 
change, whether wrought by insurrection or war 
can be without a meaning in the life of a people. 
The cause of the German preparedness and declara-
tion of war was patriotism gone mad. An excess 
of the tribal spirit which is patriotism writ large. 

The strength and weakness of the government 
of a People is simply the strength and weakness of 
the governed. Their consent to it is their willing
ness to endure it. This unvarying law brings 
home responsibility alike in national and individual 
affairs. The People find their punishment or award 
to be the consequence of their own acts. 

How well the words of James Russell Lowell in 
his "Ode to France" might apply to the present 
state of Europe :-

Writing of the French Revolution he says: 

"As flake by flake, the beetling avalanches 
Build up their imminent crags of noiseless snow, 
Till some chance thr-ill the loosened ruin launches 
In unwarned havoc on the roofs below~ 
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So grew and gathered through the silent years 
The madness of a People wrong by wrong, 
There seemed no strength in the dumb toilers' tears, 
No strength in suffering, but the past was strong; 
The brute despair of trampled centuries 
Leaped up with one hoarse yell and snapped the bands, 
Groped for its right with horny callous hands, 
And stared around for God with bloodshot eyes." 

No nation can permanently hold in subjection the 
soul of a People, therefore one must sorrow most 
over those who, in this life sow actions that must 
bear bitter fruit. The enmity in Central Europe, 
and its consequences overshadow every other, 
problem in world politics. 

The soul of a People, the creative power of 
mankind is not separate, but one with the nation 
which, in itself is but an aggregate of men. 

Life, and its first born child, Desire never stands 
still. The whole Creation works ever at top speed, 
from the mightiest planet to the tiniest atom. 
Nothing is ever exactly reproduced by the pulsing 
evolution of Divinely seeking Life. The impulse 
is always towards freedom. 

An appeal, with every outward appearance of 
success can be made to the God of Battles, to the 
God of the biggest battalions whose strategy is so 
constantly at fault, but in the ultimate the balance 
is re-adjusted by " that law which executes itself " 
and which man is powerless to thwart. It teaches 
the illusion of Shadows. 

The operations of finance and commerce are 
international, yet it is still a question whether two 
more civilisations shall mingle with the ashes of the 
past and be submerged, not in a wave of barbarism 
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but in a fog of stark stupidity and violent re
action. 

A nation that determines to hold another in the 
dust must remain there herself and share a common 
fate. 

We have reached a stage in evolution in which 
our behaviour to God's creatures committed to our 
care must be radically changed if we are to continue 
to progress. It is beginning to dawn upon thought
ful people that something is very wrong with our 
treatment of the animal kingdom. 

Those who are in touch with the great teachers in 
the world are assured that our callous indifference to 
animal suffering is greatly retarding our progress in 
evolution, and is having a very serious effect, in 
more ways than one, upon humanity in general. 
Whenever we separate ourselves in consciousness 
from Infinite Life we become the sport of a multi
tude of warring elements. We are deliberately 
drawing upon ourselves a retribution which is express
ing itself in malignant disease. "With what meas
ure ye mete it is meted unto you." 

There is a lesson to be learned by the vivisector 
and all who support him. The vivisector hopes 
that through experiments upon live ~nimals he may 
discover how to cure certain diseases of the human 
body, also through innoculation he hopes to immune 
humanity from certain diseases. 

No vivisector pretends that his experiments are 
for the good of the immortal soul. He frankly 
concedes that he is a materialist. He is out to cure 
man made disease, and thereby enable humanity to 
continue with greater impunity its present ignorant 
course of living. 

• 
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Does God send disease l 
If we answer " Yes " then it is utterly useless to 

vivisect an animal or pray for a cure. 
If you answer" No" you acknowledge that man 

brings disease upon himself, and your business is to 
attack the cause and not the effect, to amend your 
mode of life and adopt the laws of health in place 
of sickness. 

Vivisection is an acknowledgment that God does 
not send us disease. It also states its conviction 
that no help is to be expected from God, who is 
either annoyed with us for being diseased, or utterly 
indifferent to the fact. 

Subconsciously we are always aware that the 
responsibility for sickness lies with us. We would 
never" catch" anything if there was not within us 
something akin to the wrong conditions about us. 
How often we hear it said of a friend's illness" I am 
not surprised, for a long time he has been so de
pressed." Inherited diseases are but dead men's 
legacies which, if we would but realise the truth, we 
can accept or reject according to our desires and our 
power of thought building. 

We really do know that disease comes from a per
verted mode of living, from breaking the Divine 
laws of nature. 

Sickness is the result of ignorance, some form of 
sin, though not necessarily moral sin. Sometimes 
ill-health is actually enjoyed. At other times it is 
accepted with resignation, a form of disease in 
itself. Sometimes a sufferer cries " would I not 
gladly throw off this sickness if I could ? " He 
does not see yet that he cannot help himself in the 
condition he is expressing. 
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What can be the thoughts of The Almighty Ruler 
of the Universe upon vivisection? Let those who 
practise it, let those who support it ask themselves 
this question, if they dare. · 

No vivisector can have any belief in a God or a 
hereafter. He may indignantly retort that he 
believes in both. 

Then ask yourself if it is in the very least likely 
that any believer, outside Bedlam, would so 
deliberately and certainly jeopardise his future for 
the sake of keeping alive for a few weeks longer the 
old coat we discard at the grave. 

Would you do it ? 
Would anyone in their senses, who believed in a 

future life, so terribly offend the Creator as to 
torture, for any reason whatsoever, the work of His 
hand, the form that contains the Divine breath ? 

Ask yourself, is the human body really so precious 
that we can afford to risk the punishment we are 
promised ? Is it probable that the Creator will aid 
you in this attempt to prolong life l 

What is life ? The breath of God which animates 
all creation. 

Can you really be foolish enough to imagine that 
God is going to give you an extension of His life 
through calculated cruelty practised on his helpless 
creatures ? 

Surely the very fact that your faith is in the vivi
sector and not in God will absolutely debar you 
from any benefit you may hope for. 

What vivisection really does is to increase disease a· 
thousand fold. 

God is not mocked, and humanity has now 
reached a stage in evolution when it is being called 



282 PHANTOMS OF THE DAWN 

upon to pay for its revolting cruelty to the animal 
kingdom. 

A plain law of nature is "What you sow you 
reap." Sow disease and your crop will be heavy. 
"An eye for an eye. A tooth for a tooth." 

In practising cruelty and acquiescing in cruelty 
we deliberately invite The Law to pour down suffer
ings upon our heads. The Golden Rule gives us 
ample warning. You who practise or acquiesce in 
vivisection do you believe the words : 

"With what measure ye mete it is meted unto 
you." 

If you do, then, cease to complain that the world 
is racked with malignant disease. It is simply our 
due. We can alter it when we choose. 

If you do not believe, then prove to the world 
that you are stronger than Almighty God, and can 
pn~vail against Him, but make haste. Malignant 
disease is terribly on the increase despite vivisection. 

"God has created man with liberty to choose 
between the higher and the lower, until, if he so wills 
he is free t9 make himself sick with sin. But just as 
God cannot defeat Himself, so, having made man 
in His own image He has not invested man with the 
power to defeat His Maker." 

No vivisector will ever discover a cure for cancer. 
That can only be found in an amended way of life. 
The Almighty has never yet, and never will permit 
humanity to benefit by evil and cruelty, and malig
nant disease will only begin to die out when men and 
women turn from their wickedness to God-The 
Only Power. 

You may say " I don't believe in God or a future 
li£e, but your disbelief does not alter facts. It 
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cannot save you from the consequences of your 
actions, nor can disbelief s~ve you from your 
indifference to the actions of others. " Vengeance 
is mine. I will repay saith the Lord," and those 
who have caught a glimpse of life after death are 
left in no doubt as to the carrying out of this fiat. 

When are we going to cleanse ourselves from the 
shame of the traffic in worn out horses, the shame 
and cruelty of our slaughter houses ? 

What are we doing with those responsibilities 
shared equally with all ? 

I do most urgently appeal to all women voters to 
make those subjects of stern account at election 
times. There are thousands of us kept outside The 
League of Nations' Union, because of the fact that 
vivisection has crept in. A League which ·out
wardly appeals intensely to all lovers of peace and 
humanity is vitiated at its source for us. Alas ! 
that it should be so! Could it but be cleansed of 
this rank impurity how joyfully would we not join in 
our thousands and help it onwards \vith all our 
might. As it is now, vitiated by the curse of vivi
section, we can see no blessing descend upon its 
work. 

For a long time to come women electors and 
M.P's will find that any question which is thought 
to border on the spiritual side of life will be scorned 
as of no account in the political life of this world. 
It is "up to" women to prove that the life of the 
spirit is the only life that matters. 

Spiritual values are the prizes women must 
struggle for, if the world is to be saved from sub
mersion in a welter of cruelty, ignorance and crime. 

The New Heaven and The New Earth of the 
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Apocalypse are in process of creation. They are not 
material but spiritual. Our little personal world 
that we peopled with our dreams, our hopes, our 
fears istassing, as all worlds must, but the silent, 
unseen aw, the Divine weaving of the web of life, 
lives on and works tirelessly. Such forces are 
immortal, immutable, and all else is but dust in the 
balance when we recognise those edicts for what 
they are-the outposts of Infinity. 



CHAPTER XV 

PHANTOMS OF THE DAWN 

"And he that sat upon the throne said: Behold I make all 
things new, and he said unto me: Write, for these words are 
true and faithful." 

"0 may I join the choir invisible 
Of those immortal dead who live again 
In minds made better by their presence ; 

live 
In pulses stirred by generosity 
In deeds of daring recti tude, in scorn 
For miserable aims that end with aelf, 

So to live in Heaven. 
So shall I join the choir invisible 
Whose music is the gladness of the world." 

"THIS morning at 7.15 I saw a grey figure cros_s my 
room." 

I wrote' these words in my diary under the date, 
January 3rd; I 924. 

The incident in detail came about in this way. 
I was sitting up in bed drinking my early cup of 

tea. That morning I was late (for me) in getting up. 
From my bed I can look straight out through a wide 
bow window over a great range of lovely scenery. 
Torbay lies in the foreground below, and behind it 
runs out to the sea the long tongue of land which 
terminates at Berry Head Lighthouse. 

Fringing this strip of land the harbour and quaint 
285 
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fishing town of Brixham throw long shadows out on 
to the quiet waters, and running round the wide 
sweep nestle Paignton, Preston and the coral cliffs 
that divide them from Torquay. The great beauty 
of this incomparable view never palls, it ever 
changes under the splendid variations of sky and 
cloud, of the recurring seasons of sunshine and 
storm, of light and darkness. 

I have also a French window opening on to a 
wide balcony, and on the morning of January 3rd it 
it was thrown wide to the divine, deep souled dawn 
which was slowly breaking in the cloudless East. 
In front of the bay window, in a sky where the rose 
of dawn was invading the deep purple of night hung 
in radiant clearness the silver crescent of a dying 
moon, and further East one great scintillating 
jewel, the morning star. 

Not a breath of wind stirred to waft away the 
joyous song of a thrush. Its clear, liquid notes 
beat against a silver wall of dewy silence. Then the 
thrill, sweet note of a robin joined in the salute to 
the dawn. By the I 9th of January we found his 
nest with three fully fledged youngsters, surely a 
record in early bird nesting. 

On the last day of I 92 3 the wood pigeons were 
cooing at 8 a.m., and the blackbirds and thrushes 
were in full chorus in the gardens. A sweeter, 
sunnier New Year was surely never known. 

I have also a window to the East, and behind the 
grand outlines of the old cedar on that 3rd of Jan
uary the sky was paling from crimson to gold. The 
dark pluming top rising to Heaven like a prayer of 
calm, patient strength, its green fringed boughs 
sharply cut against the glory of the Ea$t. 
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My room was suiiused with a blending of moon
light and dawn, a pale silver radiance, an atmos
phere of delicious quietude which carried the soul 
out of the land of morning to the dawn which I 
love so well. 

I never draw a blind by day or night, the sky with 
its sunshine or clouds, its starlight and sombre 
darkness mean so much to me. Surely all old 
people must love the dawn. It is a miniature 
breaking of the greater dawn which draws so near. 

Down in the Bay a cluster of red-sailed fishing 
boats loomed through the veil of pearl and rose. 
The shadowy horizon slowly emerging as if in a 
mirage, dotted by glowworm lights from cottages 
and tranquil harbours fringing the water. With 
the winds asleep there was nothing in view but an 
inlet of perfect peace. 

Lying meditating in the calm of the dawn my 
eye caught sight of something stirring and, lo! 
before me a female figure, clearly outlined, stole into 
full view. 

She passed across the room very slowly, very 
dreamily, as if in deep thought. There was time 
to take in all the details, grey floating drapery, a 
head slightly bent and shrouded. A tall, slim, 
reedy form, every movement suggesting a studied 
quietude. 

There was no time to feel nervous, no suggestion 
of fear, but there was time to wonder if she would 
turn her head towards me and allow me to see her 
face. 

But, no ! She was utterly indifferent to my 
presence, or perhaps unconscious of it, another 
second and she had drifted by my desk and w·as · 
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nearing a small wardrobe where I keep my hats 
(banal fact) then she seemed to fade, to become 
more rarefied, till there was nothing left but a wisp 
of pale grey vapour. Slowly, that also vanished. 

She was gone! Where ? I don't know. 
Who was she ? I don't know. 
To an old woman who has" seen things" all her 

life this Phantom of the Dawn signified nothing. 
She was just one of a vast number of discarnate 
shades, some joyous, some sad, that have passed and 
re-passed through my life in a long procession. 
The things that matter are the unseen, the eternal. 

Left alone again it came to me how utterly futile 
is this clamour for decisive evidence. If a hundred 
people had seen my pale grey phantom at that 
break of dawn they could have told us nothing more 
than I have written here. Most of us talk over 
scentific facts which we can never hope to verify. 
Not having studied astronomy I accept the know
ledge given me by the experts. It would be useless 
for me to attempt verification as I have no aptitude 
for figures. It is the same in occult science. Some 
persons have the aptitude for gaining first hand 
knowledge, others have not that gift and must 
either leave the subject alone or accept the state
ments of experts ; added to which the study of 
occultism is not advanced from without like as
tronomy. It is a development of the inner senses 
which is a very slow and laborious task. 

It is at such moments, in the silent hush of the 
dawn that illumination comes, that the inner voice 
can be heard telling us of those radiant truths the 
mind cannot grasp in the full flood of day, the 
tongue cannot tell when all the world is speaking. · 

... . 
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The unfathomable beauty of God in His creations 
is more clearly revealed to us at such moments, in 
a deeper, truer reality, than the evidence of the 
senses. It gives us a glimpse of that Peace which 
passeth understanding. 

Divine mind is mans' instrument of advance. 
Mental power is the motor of progress. All incen
tive to progress arises out of desires inherent in 
human nature. Such desires grow by what they 
feed upon, and can never be satisfied short of 
infinity. 

Earl Balfour says in his book "Theism and 
Thought," 

" I do not argue that because certain beliefs are 
inspired therefore they must be true. I argue that 
because they are true therefore they must be 
inspired." 

I am sure that all the knowledge we acquire which 
is worth preserving comes to us by way of inspir
ation. . Such knowledge cannot be eradicated or 
scoffed out of existence, and it is capable of infinite 
expansion and unfoldment . 

. " Who is there," he asks, " reflecting on the 
mental epidemics which may affiict a whole genera
tion, on the eager subservience shown to the fashion 
of the hour, on the swaying humours of a crowd, on 
the overwhelming waves of national emotion, on the 
influence, silently, even unconsciously exercised by 
certain individuals, who is there reflecting on these 
familiar things who is not haunted by the suspicion 
that something more is happening between human 
souls · than even the most admirable system of 
external signalling will wholly account for." 

Yes! Indeed something more is happening. The 
T 
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greatest of all lessons is beginning to be taught to 
humanity, the " admirable system of external 
signalling " is but the spiritual truth of this lesson 
in process of being brought into objective existence. 

We are learning how the Christ within re-unites 
the world to God. 

In thought conference, or what is commonly 
called Telepathy we get a fugitive glimmer of 
how this takes place. The theory that one mind 
can send a message to another mind living at a 
distance, and that the message can be cauhgt up 
correctly, is now supported by such a weight of 
trustworthy evidence that it is established as a 
scientific fact. A more scientific explanation of 
such phenomena is now given to us based upon a 
universe which possesses no empty space, a universe 
which is universal Spirit, a universe in which The 
Creator is omnipresent. 

We can now think of Telepathy, not as thought 
transference, · but as thought penetration. Two 
minds are fused and become temporarily as one. 
Two consciousnesses unite and merge. The one 
then becomes conscious of the other. 

We understand nothing as yet of the laws, we only 
know that what is called thought transference is an 
established fact. 

Personally I believe that this thought penetration, 
which suggests a force coming from without, will 
ultimately be proved to be a power contained and 
unfolded from within. It is a potentiality of 
universal awareness which is beginning to creep 
over the horizon and emerge upon the field of 
objective consciousness. 

Going a step further we have a mass of evidence 
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to prove commune, or telepathy betwixt incarnate 
and discarnate minds. The law of Telepathy seems 
to hold good for all mundane existence, and does 
not stop at incarnate life. It is commune which is 
voiceless. Although thousands of miles extend 
betwixt those in commune the presence of each can 
be felt. Spirit speaks to Spirit. 

Very faintly as yet we are discerning the poten
tialities of this spiritual commune betwixt our 
thoughts and the mind of The Christ. It is a mani
festation not beyond our aspirations and is clearly a 
state of being which it is the Divine intention to 
evolve in us. 

Surely this is the true at-one-ment. The Divine 
birth in the heart of man, the human manger out of 
which the beasts of the sense world must be driven. 
Surely this is the dawn of the sure and certain belief 
that in the living Christ we have the bridge of 
at-one-ment which unites man with his Maker. 
Further, is it too much to hope that when this 
at-one-ment is consummated it wipes out iniquity ; 
for what is sin but separation from God ? 

Telepathy is therefore one of those Phantoms of 
the Dawn of Life Divine which embosoms the 
greatest hope of humanity-re-union. The home
coming of the Soul to its source. So far it is but a 
fugitive phenomenon, a phantom gleam without 
form or void, but it is a manifestation of nature 
(which is God) which is slowly but surely unfolding 
its power and suggesting the grandest of all possi
bilities. 

If we take into consideration the world wide 
movement, the enormous outpouring of literature 
teaching Divine Immanence, and the Christ within ; 
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if we link up this vast stirring of the spiritual life of 
the world with the developing telepathic powers 
unfolding in so many human beings; if we add to 
these the great spiritualist movement which con
sists mainly of Telepathy betwixt incarnate and dis
carnate beings, then surely we are justified in 
attributing some profound significance to those 
converging streams. 

The new teaching urges us to let that mind be in 
us which was, and is now in the Christ, to form a 
telepathic commune with the Father within, to bear 
ever in mind that" In Him we live and move and 
have our being." Just as here and now we can 
accept or reject telepathic development with an 
incarnate friend, so can we refuse or accept mystical 
commune with the indwelling Christ. 

I do not see the need for a new Christ, a second 
coming in the flesh, for it seems to me that when we 
have assimilated the teaching we possess will be 
the time to ask for more. Spiritual development 
is such a very slow process. One sees quite clearly 
and unmistakeably, by the light of the knowledge 
we have, what can be done, but it takes much time 
and infinite patience to accomplish a very little. 

Hitherto we have been taught Christianity 
without a Christ. Now we are receiving Christ 
without what has previously passed muster for 
Christianity. Surely His revelation of the spirit of 
truth which is being continuously unfolded in all 
hearts ready to respond is sufficient for the day. 

What interpretation can one put upon the Christ 
words stating that those who follow in His steps 
shall accomplish even greater works than he accom
plished? Surely this is an assurance of the growth 
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of the Christ Power. Surely the evolution of the 
Christ Ideal is just as much a fact as the evolution 
of the I deal of God. 

"And these signs shall follow them that believe; 
in ~y name shall they cast out devils; they shall 
speak with new tongues. They shall take up 
serpents, and if they drink any deadly thing it shall 
not hurt them, they shall lay hands on the sick and 
they shall recover." 

We possess one Healer whose only stock in trade 
is love. 

The Healing Christ. 
Day by day he is demonstrating to the mLultitude 

that " it is the spirit that quickeneth, the flesh 
profiteth nothing." That the power of healing by 
'union with the Christ is a Divine Truth. 

Here we can indeed argue from personal experi
ence that because this is true it must be inspired. 
Slowly the church is beginning to realise her 
responsibility, and there is a healing movement 
which is having a blessed response, but we are still 
very far from ideal conditions, a healing circle 
attached to every church. I understand that 
female healers are not yet recognised within the fold. 

The Lambeth Committee Report has just been 
issued, and as perhaps was to be expected it relies 
primarily on medical means for bodily healing. It 
does not put the power of the Spirit first, conse
quently the clergyman's function is subservient to 
the doctor. The church acknowledges that the 
power to exercise spiritual healing is taught by 
Christ, it acknowledges this power to be the nat~~al 
heritage of Christian people who are living in 
fellowship with God. It acknowledges healing to 
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be a part of the ministry of Christ through His body, 
the Church, but here it falls pitifully to earth. The 
Church has not the faith to put complete trust in 
God. 

The Committee declares th_at while" disease, like 
other forms of evil, is permitted by Him to exist, 
it is in itself an evil" which can be" over-ruled for 
good." It is a great advance to find the church 
agreeing that disease is not directly sent by God, 
but the Committee still lacks the faith boldly .to 
declare for the omnipotent power of the Christ. 
It still places man before God in its declaration that 
"no sick person must look to the clergyman to do 
what it is the physician's or s'urgeon's duty to do." 

The report makes it plain that the church will 
continue to support vivisection. It has not yet 
realised that in torturing the animal it is torturing 
God. It does not yet know that The One Divine 
Life is in and through all. Reading such reports 
as that issued from Lambeth tempts one to throw 
the church out of one's mind as a quite hopeless 
institution incapable of learning from God or man; 
but there are individual clergy who have sufficient 
faith to believe that the Almighty is using them as 
His divine channels for healing. Already they are 
voicing their bitter regret for the institution they 
serve, let them take heart. 

The teachings of Jesus The Christ on spiritual 
healing are clear beyond all possibility of doubt or 
misunderstanding. Let them rely on the words of 
Our Lord and ignore the Church's pathetic lack of 
faith. 

Let us all hope that next time the ecclesiastical 
authorities will base their examinations on the 
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Gospels, and that in time they will gain sufficient 
belief in God boldly to acclaim that He is the only 
power. 

St. Paul proved that healing was to be the mark 
of true discipleship, and on sending out His disciples 
on their first ministry Christ said to them "and as ye 
go, preach, saying The Kingdom of God is at hand, 
heal the sick, cleanse the lepers, raise the dead, cast 
out devils. Verily, verily I say unto you:, he that 
believeth in Me the works that I do shall he do 
because I go unto The. Father. And He sent them 
forth to preach the Kingdom of God and to heal the 
sick." 

The independent healing circles which had hoped 
for co-operation with the Church must, for the 
time being, work on alone, the Church's lack of 
faith would be fatal to them in amalgamation, but 
I acknowledge that it is often irritating to reflect 
upon the wasted opportunities of so great and 
wealthy an organisation as the Church, and what it 
might have done for the healing of the nations if 
only it could have developed sufficient faith in the 
God it professes to serve. 

This finding of the Lambeth Committee will give 
a tremendous impetus to Christian Scienc:e, which 
was founded for the very purpose of re-instating 
primitive Christianity and its lost ele:ment of 
healing. It claims authority from no other sou~ce 
than the Bible, and its accomplishments ought to 
give some backbone and spiritual courage to the 
Church. 

At present the demand for healing is fa.r greater 
than the supply of healers, and the common reason 
given for this lack is that healers are born not made. 
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I am sure this conception of healing is wrong. 
Certainly there are persons who possess a healing 
magnetism, but such a reply postulates that the 
healer is mainly concerned in the cure. 

The only healing in which I place any faith is 
done by The Father, The Christ of the Cosmos 
Within. The human healer is nothing more than a 
channel through which pours the force. The wine 
is not the bottle. The healer must lose herself in a 
clear realisation of the presence of God. "The 
practise of The Presence" must be her constant 
occupation. 

The responsibilities and obligations resting upon 
the leader of a healing circle are heavy and obvious, 
and the state of her soul is of far more importance 
than her strength of will. In my own circle I have 
the help of many Theosophists who are invaluable 
as healers and for this reason. 

The very foundations of Theosophy rest upon 
implicit belief in the Divinity of The Christ, and the 
students who enter the Esoteric Section are mainly 
engaged in developing-through meditation a con
scious relationship with The Divinity within. They 
practise " The Presence." They have learned how 
to harmonise and move " in tune with the Infinite." 
The going into the Silence at the command "Be 
still and know that I am God " brings them as close 
to the God consciousness as it is possible at this 
stage of our development to reach. 

Those of us who have advanced in the course of 
our lives believe that the Creator thought the uni
verse into being. If that be so then the Divine 
Ideal exists here and now, as expressed in the 
words " Whatsoever things ye ask believe that 
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ye have them now, and they shall be granted unto 
you." 

Our work in prayer is therefore an effort after 
at-one-ment; an unfolding of the Divine pefection 
existing in all. 

Our healing is done in the Silence after we have 
consecrated ourselves aloud to the Service of God. 
No money whatever passes between healers and 
patients. We give our services free. Our cases 
are, many of them, the incurables whom doctors and 
hospitals have discharged as hopeless. No case 
is hopeless to us. We believe that it is as easy for 
the Absolute to cure a case bedridden for years as a 
case of sudden seizure. 

If a patient lives at a distance it makes no 
difference. The Absolute is not conditioned by 
time or space. St. Paul living in the divine 
atmosphere of invisible power said" If the Spirit of 
Him that raised up Jesus from the dead, dwell also 
in you he that raised up Christ from the dead shall 
also quicken your mortal bodies by His Spirit 
that dwelleth in you." 

The healer who realises the consciousness of the 
Spirit of God working in humanity has no need of 
suggestion or hypnotism, with Emerson she can say: 

"Meanwhile within man is the soul of the whole, 
the wise silence, the universal beauty to which every 
part and particle is equally related, the Eternal 
One." 

I purposely refrain from writing of the cures we 
effect, as I hold that any action that tends in the 
slightest degree to offer credit to the human healer is 
most strongly to be condemned and avoided. Heal
ing should be conducted in the quietest and most 

• 
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unostentatious way possible, and outside the Circle 
cases ought never to be discussed. The patients 
ought to be severely cautioned against giving 
thanks or credit to any healer, other than the Divine 
Healer. All healers should keep constantly in mind 
the fact that the work of healing is in tune with The 
Infinite, and in perfect harmony with Divine law. 

If there is one thing we do know about God it is 
this, God or Nature if you prefer the word-heals. 
God works all the time, healing, healing, and the 
man or woman who strives to heal works with God 
towards that end. " Leave it to nature, and it will 
heal itself " is so common an expression that its 
profound significance is ignored. When we speak 
of " nature " what do we mean ? Nothing human! 
Can man bring new atoms, new tissues, weave them 
together, flood them with life and fill up a wound l 
This is what nature does, and considered in this 
aspect nature is a Divine law demonstrating to all 
Creation that healing is in consonance with Divine 
will. "Be ye perfect even as your Father which is 
in Heaven (the Divine Spirit within) is perfect." 
The intense activity of the Divine Healer is every
where, and at all times in evidence, leaving no 
possibility of doubt to the hollowest thinker that 
healing is essentially God's work, the object of one 
of His greatest and most glorious laws. 

" But " it will very pertinently be asked " what 
of the numerous cases where the healer fails ? What 
of the many failures of nature to heal ? " 

The reason of all such failures is lack of co-opera
tion and human ignorance. Healing is in its 
infancy. We do not yet know how, in all ways, we 
ought to co-operate with nature. 
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Those of us who use the inner vision are in full 
awareness of this new power of life dawning upon 
the world's horizon, and we recognise it as the slow 
unfoldment of that Divine Life which has always 
been the fountain of our being ; and the realisation 
of which is now being speeded up. It is a recog
nition of the fact that man creates his own destiny. 
He has the power to make cruelty, vice and disease, 
or harmony, peace and happiness. The cure for all 
our evil conditions is-stop making them. 

Emerson says: "There is no thought in the mind, 
but it quickly tends to convert itself into power, 
and organises a huge instrumentality of means." 

The patient has his part to play in healing. He 
must cease doubting, which has obviously not 
helped him, and take God at His word. He must 
strive to understand something of the power of 
mind over matter. If a man is convinced he cannot 
be healed he is rendering the Divine law impotent, 
and Divine laws are immovable rocks upon which we 
may eit1~.er rest secure, or dash ourselves to pjeces. 
We possess free will, and if the will is directed to 
failure in placed of success, failure is bound to 
triumph. Above all 

"Talk health. The dreary never-ending tale 
Of mortal maladies is worn and stale ; 
You canno~ charm, or interest, or please 
By harping on that minor chord disease. 
Say you are well, or all is well with you, 
And God will hear your words and make them true." 

Though we constantly_ see around us the great 
achievements wrought in the world by human 
intelligence, though we praise the brilliant creations 
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of genius the superhuman power brought to bear in 
the accomplishment of great purposes, yet we are 
still far from attaining to the full spiritual mastery 
of the body. We freely recognise the right of mind 
to dominate matter, yet we still await the control 
of human life by its highest power-spirit. 

To-day in the numerous healing circles all over 
the world we are witnessing the gradual develop
ment of this supreme power, this invincible spirit of 
eternal union with the God within. 

When we discover that we are standing upon the 
firm threshold of a new epoch it is wise to realise 
more seriously than usual that we are all engaged in 
making history. The 21st January, 1924, was a 
red letter day, the last of an old time, the beginning 
of a new. A milestone in our social and political 
history has been passed and th~ country remains 
calm in its habitual acceptance of the logic of facts. 

All great reformers, all experienced social workers, 
are aware that the most potent cure for crime and 
evil generally is to convince the criminal and evil 
doer that his actions are utterly unworthy of his 
true self. I cured a confirmed wife beater and 
drunkard by the constant suggestion that he really 
was a cut above that sort of thing. I assured this 
unspeakable ruffian that he was far too superior 
a fello:w to wallow in the public house, and that he 
was wasting his fine intellect in prison. I simply 
record the fact that the day soon came when he told 
me I was the only person who understood him, and 
he developed into a most respectable family man 
and hard worker. 

I am sure if we could only bring this system of 
uplifting into public life it would be of enormous 
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benefit to the whole community. It is the system 
of ·making the best instead of the worst out of what 
seems to us adverse conditions.. Our habit of 
attacking the inevitable in place of seeking for the 
good in it is a very foolish practise and invariably 
recoils on our own heads. We have at present an 
excellent example of this folly. Thousands of our 
people expect the worst from a Labour Government, 
and openly say so. Such a Government was inevit
able as all political students know. It has been 
placed in power by the People, and no intelligent 
person believes that it will ever grow less powerful 
than it now is. In place of m_aking the best of the 
inevitable, and recognising a perfectly intelligible 
move forward in the evolution of the race we assure 
those new and untried men that all we expect of 
them is ruin and damnation. 

What deplorable philosophy we have here! Do 
we realise that by this attitude of mind it is really 
we ourselves who are creating such conditions ? 
Also, there must be some men in the Labour Party 
who, reading our terrified abuse of them say," Well 
if that's what they expect and think of us, we'll live 
up to our reputation." 

It is of vast importance to us that the mass of 
the Nation remain quite unmoved ~nd unperturbed, 
and that the leaders of Labour are extremely intelli
gent men who can afford to smile at the" die-hard" 
threat to march the Grenadiers into Westminster 
and clear La hour out by the sword. Had La hour 
made such a threat we would all have been warned 
that peaceful sleep was henceforth impossible, and 
householders would be seeing to the breechlocks of 
their weapons, but the People know that the old 
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"die-hard" ravings are swan songs and they don't 
pay serious heed. "Let's get a move on, if one 
Government won't, another will," is all their 
reply. 

In such times the instinct of the mystic, the 
spiritual climber, is to turn a deaf ear and keep out 
of politics, yet we cannot altogether neglect political 
and economic questions. They are moral and 
spiritual issues, Phantoms of the Dawn that refuse 
to pass unnoticed. 

Neither soulless abstractions nor flaming hearts 
can solve the industrial problem. Industry to-day 
is an international not a national question, and 
intimately concerns all Brotherhood movements. 
The chasm betwixt brawn and brain is nearly 
bridged. We want to get back to the unity of the 
front when the order was: 

"Over the top altogether." 
No class, or section of a class, existed there and 

then. Where is the lost spirit that carried us 
through the War ? One never now hears the word 
"reconstruction" because multitudes have learned 
that the real seed of the future is a hope, not an 
organisation, that a strengthening of the inner life 
is more potent than a programme. 

The world is awakening to find its heart and 
purpose changed. There has now emerged out of 
the red fog of war a mass mind that is preparing to 
embark on the greatest adventure of all time, the 
great adventure of belief in God, and His power to 
rule His own world. 

Multitudes are asking is God's way force or love ? 
and they recognise that the world belongs, not to us 
but to its Maker; and it is now worth considering 
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whether or not He will permit us always to rule by 
our .methods instead of His. 

They look out upon our old methods with agonised 
eyes and they see nothing in them but failure to 
bring happiness to the world. Can any statesman 
hold higher ideals than the happiness of the multi
tude over whom he rules? Our present chaos is the 
struggle to throw up such a man, and chaos will 
continue until he is found. 

There are multitudes now who have learned the 
lesson voiced by the heroic Edith Cavell as she 
stood on the verge of eternity. That we must have 
bitterness in our hearts to none. "Patriotism is 
not enough." 

What did she mean by that last utterance omitted 
so often by us when her words are graven or quoted. 

It has always seemed to me that they could only 
mean one thing. Before patriotism comes the way 
of The Christ, and ~here is often a choice to be made. 
Lord Grey has said :-

"Hatred is never going to do good to the world. 
I don't mean by that, that you ought not to hate 
what is wrong . . . but when hate becomes the 
dominant motive ... your action will be destruc
tive not constructive." 

It is not in our power to alter edicts which we 
believe do not accord with the Christ ideal, but we 
need not countenance them through public support. 
We have been governed by men who take no heed 
whatever of the question : " What would be the 
Christ way?" and we have suffered accordingly. 
Two of our most prominent politicians openly scorn 
such idealism, and the People have rejected their 
services unhesitatingly, perhaps in anger against 
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the wasted lives in Gallipoli, the millions of money 
thrown away on the desert sands and the Russian 
White Armies. Had we these millions to spend for 
the benefit of our own people, how enormously 
the home situation would be eased. 

R. L. Stevenson has said : 
"The demand of the soul is that we shall not 

pursue broken ends, but great and comprehensive 
purposes, in which the soul and body may unite 
like notes in a harmonious chord." 

Nations must choose for themselves whether they 
will have reform or revolution, and. in the con
stantly changing Phantoms of the Dawn ; which 
no man's hand can stay from breaking into full 
daylight we have the conditions of the Powers 
battling for mastery. 

The Masters of Light and Wisdom are on the 
side of union and brotherhood. The dark forces are 
striving to restrain the evolution of the world by 
division and hatred. There we have the real 
simple test. 

Will you strengthen brotherhood and victory and 
aid the Sons of Light, or will you cast in your lot 
with those who preach the sword, coercion and 
hatred l Man has free will. Choose which path you 
will tread. 



CHAPTER XVI 

PHANTOMS OF THE DAWN 

" And not by eastern windows only, 
When daylight comes, comes in the light. 
In front the sun climbs slow, how slowly; 
But westward, look ! the land is bright." 

SEVENTEEN hundred years ago Marcus Aurelius 
wrote: 

"There is but one light of the sun, though it be 
scattered. . . . There is but one common sub
stance, although it be divided. . . . There is but 
one soul, though it be distributed among countless 
different natures and individual forms. There is 
but one intelligent spirit, though it may seem to 
be divided." 

Science to-day is briskly engaged in re-discovering 
these truths. 

Every intelligent mind will admit that there are 
countless things in heaven and earth that cannot be 
tabulated or systemized in any philosophy. How
ever wide be the view there will always remain an 
overplus of meaning that evades us, of fact which 
cannot be accounted for, perhaps never will be 
accounted for. 

I have dealt with many such facts in these pages, 
and I make no apology for failing to supply plaus
ible explanations. The man of science knows how 
far beyond his ken are the ultin1ate relations, and 
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that knowledge of the spiritual is no mere affair of 
the intellect. What folly it would then be for a 
writer of my modest calibre to attempt to define the 
undefinable ? I hold that our relation with The 
Absolute is a matter not for argument but for the 
working out in our own lives. 

I believe in a supernatural revelation because I 
have experienced it. I believe in a spiritual 
revelation for the same reason. The Universe does 
not need to be explained to me in words, I know it 
as the expression of a supreme all embracing spirit, 
and I can dispense with formulated creeds which 
are only useful for gaining obedient acceptance to 
defined doctrine. 

I am frankly unorthodox. The world moves arid 
always has moved, and I try to move with it. 
Orthodoxy is stagnation. The Apostles and their 
Master were innovators, as the Prophets were 
before them. The evolution of the Christianity of 
Christ shows us that truth has no limit. I am an 
adventurer into the Infinite, and to me the only 
obedience which is worth a straw is obedience to the 
call of the Higher Self-The God within. 

A new supernaturalism is now dawning. Men 
have suddenly discovered that religion cannot be 
taught because it turns out to be an experience. It 
is as easy to teach religion in a church as it is to 
teach love in a school. 

For years we have been confronted by new facts 
to which we can attach no meaning. Something 
has unaccountably broken in on what we believed 
to be a set order of nature. The meaning of a fact 
that has puzzled us more often flits across the 
limited outlook of our horizon. Moments come 
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when the entire meaning of a thing suddenly 
becomes transfigured. An unforgettable sanctity 
descends and brings a new understanding. 

What is it that has changed ? Certainly not the 
face of the earth and its reiteration, but the spirit 
which looks out upon it has rent a veil from the 
heart, a film from the eye, and for the first time the 
Divine significance of reality has floated into our 
being, through that connection of our life with the 
All Life ether encircling and interpenetrating it. 
It is the spiritual awakening of the meaning and 
glory of existence. It is the passing beyond seeming 
to that which is. It is the drawing forth of the 
Eternal into time, a lifting up of experience of 
time into the Eternal, into the heart of Being where 
dwells celestial rest. 

I have just been reading a masterpiece of beauty 
and reality. "The Book of the Beloved," and it 
seems to me to crown that host of printed revelation 
which floods the world to-day. None can doubt 
that this book is inspired. The Author, J. H. 
Johnston, is a Post Office superintendent engaged 
in dry routine work. The Beings who are using 
him as a channel to spread the light are of loftiest 
idealism, and here is but another proof that the 
time has arrived for them to descend into the public 
arena and broadcast their truths to the world at 
large. To outward seeming they use the humblest, 
the ·most unlikely instruments, but the things 
unseen arc those which count in evolution, and the 
spirit is veiled and contained in a multiplicity of 
forms. As day succeeds day, bringing to me always 
some evidence of the Divine outpouring, either by 
post or personal interview, I stand amazed at the 
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activity of the Holy Ones who are animating 
Humanity. 

Sometimes comes a sheaf of simple poems that 
have a distinct message for a certain section of our 
people. Sometimes comes the typescript of a little 
book just to be carried in the pocket, but of ines
timable worth when committed to memory. Again, 
comes a work of superlative grandeur, "The Book 
of The Beloved," who is the Cosmic Christ. From 
the humblest homes, from the common lodging 
house, from the railway inn of the constant tra~ 
veller in material goods comes flowing forth this one 
universal message, conveyed by so many different 
roads all stretching forth to the one goal, the one 
far off Divine event. 

As they pass through my hands and I do my best 
-alas! that it should be so little-to speed them 
on their way I wonder just what all those different 
human beings mean in my life, for I have long been 
convinced that they are sent to me with a purpose. 
Are they those who were my brother and sister 
pilgrims in a former existence ? Are they those to 
whom I owe a debt, or am I a humble channel 
through which The World Spirit externalises His 
mighty ideals, reproducing in matter that which 
exists in Spirit, supplementing our consciousness 
by a more powerful inrush of His own ? 

I do not believe that we are mere driftwood 
thrown together by the world's rushing stream. I 
am sure that the true epochs in our pilgrimage are 
not the dates of our births, deaths and marriages, 
but the deep influences known only to the self that 
shape the destiny, and point the way and manner of, 
the pil8rimage, 
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Perhaps the deepest sign of our progression, the 
most significant sign-post in the world to-day is 
that which points to our eventual complete power 
and control over every organ in the physical body. 
When there flits a phantom across the dawn-lit sky 
of such a consummation we catch the analogy in 
one of those mysterious natural processes which 
we have always known of. . 

An excellent example is that of the pregnant 
woman who possesses the power to alter the forma
tion of the offspring in her womb. For instance, a 
sudden and violent fright can turn it into a mons
trosity. There are thousands of such cases known 
to medical science. Everyone is aware of the 
necessity for providing the pregnant woman with 
the best, the sweetest and most harmonious mental 
surroundings possible. 

Now comes a phantom thought dawning upon the 
world that this truth can be extended, and, as 
Armstrong says in his book "The Mystery of 
Existence," 

"Deep down in the lower strata of the subliminal 
(sub-consciousness) we may have all the local 
guiding power needed for the making and conser
vation of every organ. If the woman's own spirit 
is not actually, though unconsciously forming the 
foetus how can any impression made upon her 
spirit influence its formation ? " 

Those of us who for years have been studying such 
subjects know that this is true. We know a little 
of the power of the subconsciousness and we realise 
its undeveloped might. 

We who note with eager anticipation those 
Phantoms of the Dawn attribute to them a Divine 
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prophecy of what is to be, and we take no heed of 
criticism. With Bacon we say : 

"The enquirie of Truth, which is the love making 
or wooing of it : The knowledge of Truth which is 
the Presence of it; and the belief of Truth, which 
is the enjoying of it ; is the soveraigne Good of 
human nature." 

The science of criticism is not yet even in its 
infancy. To be a good critic one ought to know the 
law, the facts of the case and how to apply the law 
to the facts. Who is capable at present of criticising 
the signs of the times, the Phantoms of the Dawn, 
the secrets of life and ~eath, of eternity and infinity ? 

Let us therefore go forward fearless of criticism, 
and devote ourselves to the only criticism that is 
of any value at present-self criticism, which is the 
development of self consciousness. 

The deeper we penetrate i:t1to the dark caverns of 
self the more do we discover there is still much to 
learn. Something more than a suspicion assails us 
that our quest debouches on infinity. We discover 
the minuteness of objective existence, and the 
apparently unlimited subjective life. ~ 

What countless others before our time have 
halted when face to face with the pathless unknown ! 
"Have the older races halted l 

Do they droop and end their lesson, wearied over there 
beyond the seas l 

We take up the task eternal, and the burden and the lesson, 
Pioneers! 0 Pioneers! 

All the past we leave behind; 
We debouch upon a newer, mightier world, varied world I 
Fresh and strong the world we seize, world of labour ~ 

the march. 
Pioneers 1 0 Pioneers 1 " 
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The old criticism has passed away. There is a 
constant fluctuation of standards, and we must face 
the fact that life in 1925 will have changed again. 
Knowledge that seems final, to-day will prove no 
guiding star, but the shadow or phantom we have 
groped after and elusively glimpsed. 

The inner life of our pilgrimage is too delicate and 
impalpable for speech. It cannot be criticised. It 
~onforms to no known law. No one can materialise 
the spiritual or make gross the impalpable, therefore 
it is folly to heed scoffing unbelief, for our knowledge 
dwells in the wordless silence of eternity; and our 
staff of pilgrimage is not fashioned by mortal hands. 

It can truthfully be said that we are aU naturally 
addicted to criticism, but let us ever remember that 
in criticising others we pass judgment on ourselves. 
We expose to the world the narrowness or width of 
our minds, the warmth or coldness of our hearts, 
and the range and extent of our intellects. 

Self criticism is the safest and best, and that 
which is ideal is greater than that which is actual. 
Let us brush aside the limitations of the actual and 
aim at the highest, the universal standpoint in its 
relation to spiritual and eternal realities. 

Have we any proof, it will naturally be asked, 
that an intelligence underlies those Phantoms of the 
Dawn that to many of us appear to be so replete 
with meaning ? 

No man has ever seen God, and it is mere waste 
of time to speculate upon a Being so very far 
beyond our ken. We can however sense, with 
comparative ease, ample evidence of intelligence 
in the world in which we are placed, and this 
intelligence we conceive to be the work of " the 
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Rulers" of this earth, of those exalted servants 
who serve under The Absolute. 

Very many people to-day conceive of a vast army 
of workers on the other side. Exalted angels who 
govern the Cosmos under the laws of its Creator. 
Below them, on the Jacob's ladder of life, are ranged 
the lesser powers, each with a mighty aim in view, 
a stupendous task to carry out. Reference to such 
" Rulers in high places " are to be found in all the 
Scriptures of the World, and there is a great amount 
of knowledge to be gleaned which can actually be 
verified by those qualified to study such obscure 
subjects. 

The Bibles of all peoples tell us something of the 
Occult Hierarchy of this world, and we find them 
composed of a triple division; namely "The 
Rulers," "The Teachers" and "The Forces." In 
Occult study one always meets with triplicity, just 
as in the Christian religion we are taught of God, 
The Father, God, The Son, and God, The Holy 
Ghost.' St. Paul teaches of Body, Soul and Spirit, 
and the analysis of mind recognised by Western 
science is again a triplicity. 

In the great Bibles of the East we read of four 
great Beings presiding over the four points of the 
compass, named "The Four Kumaris." They 
stand above the Rulers of the World, those mighty 
Beings who have to do with nations, races, cata
clysms and the distribution of land and water. 
They are characterised by Will Power. 

Next in the triplicity come "The Teachers" 
characterised by Wisdom, Knowledge. They are 
the founders of all great religions, and supply the 
great teachers of all faiths. It is to their activities 
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we attribute the great wave of spiritual teaching 
that is flooding the world to-day. 

Hosts work under their directions, from the Great 
Masters in the flesh and their Chelas or pupils, down 
to the humble teachers in countless home circles. 

Lastly come " The Forces " so called in Occultism 
for want of a better name. Their characteristic is 
energy, activity. They bring to pass all the 
activities on this earth, all that Divine unrest which 
marks the transition of one civilisation to another, 
all those troubulous years which are inevitable in 
order that the evolution of humanity shall 
proceed. 

Sometimes their activities are carried out through 
an almost imperceptable transition into a loftier 
condition of being, but, again, sometimes their 
activities must take the form of destruction, such 
as in the Great War. The wheat must be winnowed 
from the chaff. Those splendid souls who cared for 
an ideal rather than for self, the splendid youth of 
all the nations was required to bring about vast 
changes, to form a new race which is coming to birth, 
but yet to be born. 

• Looking thus behind the outer governors to the 
inner governors of the world, the power and 
principalities of the Unseen who adjust the balance 
of world power so that nothing worth preserving 
shall be lost, we can dimly trace their workings. 

Even the most unimaginative are inclined to see 
something strange in certain recent events. Even 
those who see prevailing everywhere in life certain 
tendencies, not easily discerni hie to ordinary minds 
are roused to momentary wonderment when inci
dents occur that seem curiously significant of an 

• 



314 PHANTOMS OF THE DAWN 

unknown working, the character of which cannot 
be guaged. 

We are witnessing old things being swept away, 
either to destruction or to transmutation, by the 
tide of evolution and the power of spiritual law. 
What significance does the student of Occultism 
attach to recent events which even the Press 
describe as "singular coincidences." 

Having taken note of the stagnation and deadlock 
in the political events of 1923, the student has been 
on the outlook for some violent change. The times 
were such as to preclude ~ continuance of utter 
inactivity. Pressing events were forcing an issue. 

It came in the extraordinary election at the end 
of the year, extraordinary, inasmuch as there was no 
apparent compulsion to go to the country. 

The Occult student expected Labour to come into 
power, as it anticipated the rule of what is called 
democracy; knowing that in turn democracy must 
emerge later on into the Socialism of Love, not that 
of hate as preached by Marx. This attempt must 
be made. The higher Socialism must be " tried 
out." That is where we stand at present, and we 
cannot say which way the scale will turn. 

Stagnation was ruining the world. For seven 
years the bloody tyrant Lenin had held millions in 
subjection. Other Governments rose and fell, rose 
and fell. He held Russia against the world. 

"The Forces" of the unseen universe intervened. 
Lenin was removed the day Labour took up the 
reins of Government in Britain. The Prime 
Minister at once offered friendship to Russia. 

The unseen Rulers of the World had sown a seed 
which drooped and languished, the League of 
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Nations destined to grow into a mighty federation of 
the world, a tree whose leaves would be for the 
healing of the nations must be revived e'er it 
perished. So we see a man placed in power at the 
head of the British Nation whose highest ideal is to 
awaken the League to a sense of its serious destiny~ 
The student anticipates the inclusion of Russia and 
Germany in the League, as the next significant move. 

Woodrow Wilson was the sower chosen to sow the 
seed. America's greatest Ex-President, whose name 
will now, by sentimental reaction, become a legend, 
has been released from his five years martyrdom, 
and his passing will stimulate his followers to a 
greater devotion to the sacred legacy which in 
honour they will live to carry through. 

Criticism is hushed at his grave, passion and 
opinion lie slain by Woodrow Wilson's death for 
humanity. · 

Lincoln gained immortality by his untimely pass
ing, so will it be with Woodrow Wilson who preached 
a new gospel to those who personify the spiritual 
side of life. His aim to unite the nations, even at 
its failure, was a glorious inspiration to millions. 

But did he fail ? It is too soon to answer that 
question. The High Gods alone can answer. 

General Smuts has said: 
" It was not Wilson who failed. The position is 

far more serious. It was the human spirit that 
failed itself at Paris. Only a man of his great 
powers and influence and dogged determination 
could have carried the covenant through that Peace 
Conference. Others had seen with him the great 
vision, but his was the power and the will that 
carried it through.'' 
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"The covenant is Wilson's souvenir to the future 
of the world. No one will ever deny him that 
honour." 

" It was the human spirit that failed." 
Undoubtedly this is true. The People were 

ready. Their leaders were not. It was they who 
failed the world. 

Woodrow Wilson came to Europe as a Prophet, 
acclaimed as its salvation by suffering millions. 
Gradually the splendid vision faded and clouded. 
The sun of his lofty convictions sank slowly, until it 
dropped down behind the bloody pall of Europe's 
agony. 

He returned to Washington a broken man, a 
recluse, a martyr, and like other martyrs he was 
forced to walk alone and carry his own cross. 

But though despised and rejected by millions of 
his own countrymen there were other millions who 
held him in profound reverence and love. Millions 
who also saw the vision, and remembered what 
Edmund Burke said : " that obloquy was a neces
sary ingredient in the composition of all true glory." 

A strong process of rehabilitation had begun long 
before his passing. Year by year his mental 
martyrdom diminished as his bodily frailty grew. 
Year by year the orbit of his influence enlarged, 
the pilgrimages to his dwelling increased in numbers 
and enthusiasm. 

When attending the burial of the "Unknown 
American Soldier" at Arlington he was acclaimed 
by a great non-partisan demonstration as "a 
wounded soldier of the World War," and that in 
truth was what he represented. I regret he has not 
been laid to rest in Arlington. As I stood amid its 
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graves not so very long ago Woodrow Wilson was 
always in my mind, and I strongly felt that. he 
would be honoured and vindicated in death, as for 
years past he had not been honoured in life. I 
know that his memory will be a very potent 
influence in the country he loved and served. His 
power' exerted from the other side will be a far 
mightier lever than his living voice. 

So passes a very great American, whose body has 
been laid to rest in the Cathedral upon the hill 
overlooking the City. The full national salute of 
48 guns, one for each state in the Union, boomed 
throughout the day whilst the thousands gathered 
in the streets. Then at 3 p.m. came the mortal 
remains of the great War President, passing in the 
utmost simplicity and without eulogy betwixt the 
weeping multitudes. As the body was lowered into 
the Crypt a deep silence fell over the mourning city, 
and I have no doubt that then the prophetic voice 
of Woodrow Wilson spoke to the listening thou
sands. Then from every church tower tolled out a . 
requ1em. 

Does such a concatenation of momentous happen
ings come about by pure chance ? 

The student of Occultism believes that they are 
really a transmutation which will bring about a new 
orientation in world politics. The deadly inertia 
that had fallen upon so many nations has been 
broken up. 

The passing of Lenin and Woodrow Wilson, the 
advent of Labour to power, each one of these events 
taken singly is of tremendous import to millions of 
human beings. Each one will bring change for good 
or evil into the lives of millions of people. 
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David Gow writes most truly in" Light." 
"Mr. MacDonald and his Party, or any other 

leader of organised Labour, or of any other Party, 
can retain political and social power only by 
obedience to the Divine Mandates proclaimed in 
Cosmic Movement and Evolutionary Law, which are 
plainly operating to a destined unification of the 
nations and races of this earth; under which super
nal powers all human institutions and wills, small 
and great, must ultimately bend or break." 

Obedience to evolutionary law! 
Eyes open to the Phantoms of the Dawn ! Ears 

open to listen to the Voice of the Silence ! What 
more is needful to bring Heaven down to Earth l 

"And he that sat upon the throne said: 
'Behold, I make all things new,' and he said unto me: 
' Write, for these words are true and faithful.' , 

-. -
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Fool," by Edward Charles Reed. It is an exceptionally brilliant 
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quality, the story, which is modern in atmosphere, is such as to 
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MASQUERADES 
By SHANE LESLIE, Author of "Henry Edward 
Manning : His Life and Labours," " Mark Sykes : 
His Life and Letters," " The Oppidan," 
" Doomsland," etc. 

Mr. Shane Leslie's "Masquerades" covel'S a wide range and is 
exceedingly curious to read. He has an eye for the romance and 
tragedy of life, and his fiction is alike humorous and pathetic, 
quaint and graceful, fascinating and fantastic • . The reader will 
close the book with the feeling that here is an artist in words who 
possesses his own very special outlook on things that matter, whether 
it's through a hagioscope or a bioscope that he looks. 

THE FACE IN THE NIGHT 
By EDGAR WALLACE, Author of "The Four Just 
Men," " Captains of Souls," " The Missing Million," 
" Room 18," etc. 

Another sensational story of an . unusual kind with an exciting 
system of entanglements, and an abundance of thrilling scenes 
which change with the swiftness of a cinematograph such as Mr. 
Edgar Wallace can always bfo trusted to tell. The plot is a mass of 
intricacies and complications, and yet it is recounted with such 
masterly clarity that it can be followed without the least effort, 
while the startling secret upon which the story is built will perplex 
the most experienced novel reader almost to the last page. In his 
own domain of romantic realism there is no living writer who can 
equal Mr. Edgar Wallace, and the new story is as full of vital power 
as any of its predecessors. 

BURNT BRIDGES 
By TEMPLE LANE. 

A powerful psychological study, daring and remorseless in its logic, 
worked out through a series of tensely 6ramatic incidents to an 
unexpected denouement. Cara Morrison's d~turbing personality 
forms the pivot of the action. Piqued by the indifference of the 
only man who has ever withstood her. she stakes everything on the 
supreme effort to wiR him from his wife. The unforeseen re.~ults of 
his temptation and the clash of wills between herself and a former 
lover constitute the main theme of the book, which, opening in 
London, rises by an ever-increasing progression to its climax in a 
French setting. 
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THE WOMAN TEMPTED 
By THE CouNTEss oF CATHCART. 

In this brilliant novel of Society life, by the Countess of Cathcart, 
the inscrutable Louise Harding appears as the central figure. Rich 
and beautiful, and outwardly a worshipper at the shrine of 
Mrs. Grundy, she is, behind the veil, a siren, engaging in a series 
of amorous adventures. One man after another falls a willing 
victim to her charms. She is no symbolical lay figure, but a self
conscious and vital chracter. With all her fluttering round the 
candle she at last gets singed, and it is the straight, open, innocent 
heart of a young girl which brings about the catastrophe. The 
story moves with well-handled development, is written with 
tremendous zest in a sprightly style, while the dialogue has point 
in every line. u The Woman Tempted" is a realistic nove! showing 
a knowledge of life in its innermost recessea, but though it does not 
beat about the bush it is expressed with artistic restraint. 

DESIRE OF THE DESERT 
By ARTHUR APPLIN, Author of " The Chorus Girl," 
" The Butcher of Bruton Street," " The Chinese 
Cabinet," "The Marriage of Margot," "The Fearless 
Lovers," "The Secret Sister," etc. 

There have been many stories written around the desert, but none 
perhaps quite so intriguing as Mr. Arthur Applin's latest novel, 
"Desire of the Desert," which, unlike so many desert stories, is 
written from first-hand knowlerlge, as Mr. Applin has lived in Africa. 
The plot circles round a yottng girl who travels from England 
with a girl companion to join her father in the Sudan. They meet 
Paul Lamotte, a soldier of fortune, who journeys with them to 
Cairo and induces them to visit the Sphinx, accompanied by a 
wealthy Egyptian prince, on the night of their arrival. Neither of 
the girls return from that midnight excursion ; the prince and the 
adventurer also disappear. Their advE-ntures, the clashing of will& 
and sex, the instincts of the West' at war with the instincts of the 
East, are developed with cunning and fascination. " Desire of the 
Desert " will arouse the desire in the breast of every man and woman 
who reads it to visit the scenes where the story is laid. 

JOHN LONG. Ltd .• 12. 13. 14. Norris St., Haymarket. Loadoa 
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THE DANCING GIRL 
By GASTON LERoux, Author of "The Mystery of 
the YeJlow Room," "Cheri-Bibi, Mystery Man," etc. 

A critic in " The Times Literary Su.pplement " remarks that 
Gaston Leroux recalls Victor Hugo, Eugene Sae, Charles Reade 
and Marcus Clarke. A tall order l And yet not unjustified, as is 
once more demonstrated in " The Dancing Girl." From convict 
settlement and gold diggings, the scene shifts to Society circles in 
Paris and Nice : and looming through the- story is the bizarre and 
fantastic figure of the great Chen-Bibi playing in his grotesque 
fashion the Good Samaritan. The novel is one of romance. mystery 
and adventure, with an unceasing progression of incidents. The 
atmosphere throughout is that of reality. 

THE HIDDEN HOUR 
By J. B. HARRIS-BURLAND, Author of "The Red 
Moon," " The Brown Book," etc. 

When John Merrington came to his senses after the motor acci
dent, he could not remember eitller the face or the name of the 
married woman he bad persuaded to run away with him. And 
Ruth Bradney, the woman, regretting her folly, thanked heaven 
that she had been saved rrom sin, and returned to he-r husband, 
hoping t}:lat he might never know of that mad drive through the 
night. How she fought to keep him in ignorance, how she suffered 
all the agony of suspense not knowing whether he knew or suspected 
anything, how she- tried to do her duty to the man she had wronged 
in thought if not in deed-this is the story of " The Hidden Hour.'' 

THE VENUS GIRL 
By LEsLIE BERESFORD ("Pan"), Author of "The 
Orchard of Dreams," " Mr. Appleton Awakes," etc. 

Engaged to the dearest girl in the world, and with an opera of 
his own composition on the eve of production at Cove-nt Garden, 
Milton Hastings-a wealthy young man-about-town-strolled down 
Bond Street on a morning as sunny as his own heart and nature. 
Half an hour later he was asked by his prospective father-in-law to 
execute a very simple commission. After which, the sunshine vanished 
from Milton's life, and the Venus Girl filled it with her beauty and 
her love. With what result, readers of Mr. Leslie Beresford's latest 
novel wiJI discover for themselves. Una from VeAus, a glorious 
creature with amazing powers, has given this popular author 
scope for a fantastic story as good as anything be has ever done. 

JOHN LONG. Ltd., 12, 13, 14, Norria St., Haymarket. Londoo 
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7s. 6d. NET NOVELS-continued 

THE SEA DEMONS 
By H. M. EGBERT, Author of" Draught of Eternity," 
" The Big Malopo," " My Lady of the Nile," " Mrs. 
Aladdin," etc. 

In this thrilling and original story, Mr. H. M. Egbert tells of how 
the human race is threatened with extinction, not from another 
planet, but from the depths of the sea. Under cover of clouds of 
vapour produced by their bodies, a horde of sea monsters suddenly 
appear in the Thames Estuary and rivers of our East shore. These 
monsters are of sub-human intelligence but of almost invulnerable 
powers, and the destruction of the human race Reems inevitable. 
However, thanks to Donald Paget, the horde is vanquished and the 
human race ia saved. 

THE CHALLENGE 
By NAT GouLD, the Author whose sales have nearly 
reached the colossal figure of 24 million copies. (For 
Complete List of the Novels of Nat Gould, see pages 
16 and 17.) 

There is no doubt about " The Challenge " bt>ing one of the most 
stirring novels of this popular author. It is bright, the a<'tion swift 
and dramatic, and thereisastrong love interest. The element of sport 
of course predominates, and the narrative is as exciting as anything 
Nat Gould has written. It is a tale of action from start to finish. 

THE ARREST 
By FREDERICK BROCK. 

Isaac Maclsrael, a political visionary, and Lady Dorothy Chedel
ham, daughter of the Duke of Downland, are the principal charac
ters in this story. Isaac is the leader of a party which seeks to 
overthrow and exterminate the class to which she belongs. The 
two unexpectedly meet, and their subsequent encounters recall 
the old gipsy saying : " Lives once crossed will cross and cross 
again." The great S<'.ene in the story occurs at midnight. Aimee 
Raton, a woman of thirty, whom Maclsrael has known for years, 
and who has loved him during that time, invites him to spend the 
evening with her and her brother at their rooms. Late in the 
evening London is swt>pt by a terrible blizzard. MaclsraeJ is 
persuaded to stay the night. and in a scene of elemental passion, 
Aimee, who has for some time suspected the existence of a rival, 
strives to win him for herself. She fails ; and the price which 
Maclsrael has to pay for that defeat is revealed at the close of the 
book. 

JOHN LONG. Ltd., 12, 13, 14, Norris St .• Haymarket, London .. 
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THE MYSTERY OF WO-SING 
By A. G. HALES, Author of the famous" McGlusky" 
books. 

This novel will grip those who believe in occultism and will appeal 
equally to those who are sceptical. The interest throughout is 
centred on Carl Strang, who is said to possess a miraculous person
ality. He meets a Chinaman, Wo-Sing, who teachE".s him tbe black 
arts. \Vben Wo-Sing dies his wicked soul enters the body of 
Strang. Strang-cum-Sing takes a fancy to the heroine, Peggy, and 
determines she shall be his. By the opportune arrival of the right 
man he is thwarted just in time. The vista opened out by the author 
concerning the perils of spiritualism in evil hands is appalling. Con
versely, the same force is shown to be an equally powerful agent for 
good in virtuous hands. 

MRS. ALADDIN 
By H. M. EGBERT, Author of" Draught of Eternity," 
"The Big Malopo," "My Lady of the Nile," etc. 

A unique and altogether delightful novel which relates how a 
second Aladdin's lamp was found by an excavator of Assyrian relics, 
and ultimately passed into the possession of the hero of this story
Mervyn Westfield. A series of startling, amusing and absorbing 
events begin to happen, and Mervyn becomes highly embarrassed by 
the attentions of a beautiful lady genie, who, in addition to bringing 
all his desires to pass in the most obliging manner, insists upon 
making love to him. Complications ensue .with his fianc~, who is 
unable to excuse bis apparent perfidy on the ground that his com
promising companion was a mere spirit that did not count, and the 
whole makes highly diverting reading. 

BARm:Y 
By S. B. H. HuRST, Author of " Coomer Ali." 

S. B. H. Hurst's previous novel," Coomer Ali,', was acclaimed by 
the critics as one of the most remarkable stories of its kind, and 
without doubt " Barney " will considerably enhance the reputation 
of the author. "Barney" is a novel of high action which never 
lags, and yet is very much more than just a tale of adventure. From 
England- where Barney and his best friend, Dick Carew, are accused 
of a crime of which they are guiltless-the scene moves to Alaska and 
Canada. The reader sees a destiny working itself out in a series of 
breathless incidents, fierce struggles, and heart·breaking setbacks, 
pervaded always by a strong and satirical philosophy. 'l'he hero is 
one of the strongest characters that ever fought, prayed and loved 
through the pages of fiction. 

JOHN LONG, Ltd., 12, 13, 14, Norris St., Haymarket, London 
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7s. 6d. NET NOVELS-continued 
A 

THE CREPE de CHINE WIFE 
By AMY J. BAKER, Author of" I Too Have Known," 
"Moonflower," "The Painted Lily," "When the Ice 
Melts," " Mary of Many Loves," etc. 

This is the eleventh novel the author has written, all of which 
have been published by the House of John Long, Ltd., and have 
been outstanding successe.. Puff Withera was a crepe de chine 
wife all the way through. She was not particularly good ; instead 
of morals she had an indolent sense of self-preservation which 
aeemed to do as well I When her husband was with her she was 
faithful to him, even loved him a little. When he was away she 
usually had a lover, because, in her own words, " It was too much 
trouble not to." Was she beautiful? Undoubtedly. Her ankles 
were slim, her hair was bobbed. Anything under her frock bung by 
two ribbon straps across her shoulders--fJbe was never cold, though 
sometimes a little blue. There she is--flome of her. She does not 
pretend to be a type, only something which happens nowaday.. 

THE BREAD OF DEPENDENCE 
By EDMUND B. n'AuVERGNE, Author of "The 
Merciful Darkness," etc. 

In some natures pity is as strong a passion as love, and pride may 
be the rival of both. Clement Cassilis loved his beautiful actress 
wife, but upon returning from prolonged absence abroad to find her 
rich and himself a beggar, he refused to live at her expense. Nor 
could his passion for her induce him to forsake the girl waif whom 
Fate had thrown upon his hands. The story deals with a not 
infrequent post-war problem and incidentally is a remarkable study 
of two diametrically-opposed types of women. 

JOAN PETERSON-SPORT 
By MARGARET ARMSTRONG. 

Joan Peterson is indeed a" sport." Forced by advene circum
stances to fend for herself, but full of detenninatioo and grit, she 
faces bravely the ups and downs of life, first as a typist and then as a 
dancing mistress. An attractive figure from the start, this struggle 
has the effect of giving her an added charm, and the story of Joan 
and her girl friends-with their dreams and their disappointments
makes very interestina reading. 

JOHN LONG, Ltd., 12, 13, 14, Norris St., Haymarket, Loudon 
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TIGER RIVER 
By ARTHUR 0. FRIEL, Author of " The Pathless 
Trail,, "Cat o' Mountain," etc. 

A thrilling story of death defied a dozen times a day, of brave men 
and savage foes, of vast treasures of Inca gold, and of daring and 
struggle in the tropic jungle of South America. Arthur 0. Friel is 
a master story-teller, who carries you · away to traverse teeming 
forests and wild rivers, to ftght for your life against overwhelming 
odds, to feel the primitive thrill of conquest and triumph. "Tiger 
River , is a soundly artistic piece of literature as well as a first-rate 
adventure story. 

THE WORLD OUTSIDE 
By HAROLD MAcGRATH, Author of" The Drums of 
Jeopardy," "The Yellow Typhoon," etc. 

A young man reared in a country village by a father who hac:\ 
never shown him affection and who had denied him the luxuries of 
life, suddenly finds himself, by the mysterious ·death of his father, 
the possessor of a huge fortune to do with as he pleues. To the 
young man, Collingswood Jeremiah Bancroft, brought up as be was 
in a gossipy, narrow-minded little village, the world outside was a 
closed room of which he had heard but had never entered. To 
satisfy his thirst for romance and adventure, he enters into an 
agreement with" The Great Adventure Company," which contracts 
to furnish unlimited thrills, involving the possibility of battle, 
murder and sudden death, for a nominal sum. How he saw the 
world outside and what he found there, is told in the true Harold 
MacGrath style. 

THE COMPULSORY MILLIONAIRE 
By W. HAROLD THOMSON, A~thor of" The Bishop's 
Masquerade." 

The scene of this story is laid in the Island of Lurg-ofr the West 
Coast of Scotland. Dennison Carr, an ex-bank clerk, is compelled 
for a time to play the r6le of millionaire, and the situations ift which 
he becomes involved a~ highly romantic but never impossible. Hie 
wooing-under adverse circumstances--of the gentle and charming 
Joan Warren is described with the proper quota of light and shade. 
This spirited and gay-hearted chronicle is certain to make a host of 
new admirers for the author. 

JOHN LONG, Ltd., 12, 13, 14, Norris St., Haymarket, London 
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7s. 6d. NET NOVELS~onttnuecl 

THE MARQUISE RING 
By E. W. SA vi, Author of" The Daughter-in-Law," 
" Neither Fish Nor Flesh," " Banked Fires,'' " Mock 
Majesty," etc. 

Love interest, humour and pathos are in evidence in this, the latest 
story by that notable novelist E. W. Sa vi. A girl of gentle birth, 
discontented with her circumstances, accepts the position of com
panion-secretary to a Countess in hopes of meeting with a romantic 
adventure. Her expectations are more than fulfilled. Given the 
persons of the heir to Hazelmeade, a jealous woman, and her accom
plice (an unscrupulous man), both of whom manage to become mem
bers of a hoU&t'-party at tbf' castJe, thf' heroine finds hersell obliged 
to fly in disgrace. She falls into.the clutches of the accomplice and 

· meets with a series of thrilling episodes which threaten to make it 
impossible for her f'Vf!r to return to her people. The novel treats of 
the love of the young Lord and the complications created by the 
marquise ring (stolen property in the possession of the heroine's 
enemies), which ia finally instrumental in vindicating the innocence 
of the heroine and bringing the villains to justice. 

THE DAY OF RECKONING 
By E. ALMAZ STOUT, Author of "The Way of 
Sacrifice.,. 

With her first novel, "The Way of Sacrifice," E. Almaz Stout 
displayed quite unusual ability. This attribute is no less apparent 
in " The Day of Reckoning." her seoond and latest novt>l. In it 
appears John Brent, who has served a long term of imprisonment for 
a forgery he did not commit. The evidence had been dead against 
him, as he himself admits. But he felt that, had theJudgeso decreed, 
there was one point over which he might have been given the benefit 
of the doubt. During his imprisonment he broods upon this. And 
when he comes out his one idea is revenge on the Judge, whose 
honesty he does not call in question, only his humanity. He dis
coven the one happiness of the Judge's life centres in his only son 
Robin. Brent, therefore, sets himself to win the confidence of the 
lad and then to ruin him so a1 to bring him within the power of the 
Law which baa been 10 relentless to himself. The novel powerfully 
depicta bow a fine man '• nature is warped through injustice ud then 
redeemed by a woman. 

JOHN LONG, Ltd., 12. 13. 14. Norri• St., Haymarket, London 
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ROOM 13 
By En GAR WALLACE, Author of "The Four Just Men," 
" Captains of Souls," " The Missing Million," etc. 

" Room 13 " forms one of a succession of remarkable novels 
whereby Edgar Wallace has become established among the fore
most popular authors of the day: indeed, to quote more than one 
reviewer, he is the soundest writer of mystery stories since Dumas. 
It is another of his super-thrillers of a new type. Again he reveals 
aJJ his accustomed brillianCf'· and versatility. "Room 13" is a 
first-rate detective story in which the mystery is not the entire 
feature nor will the reader be induced prematurely to fathom it. 
\Vben finally thE' unt'xpected secret is revealed the plausible dexterity 
of the narrative from beginning to end is apparent. 

THE INVISIBLE NET 
By J. J. BELL, Author of "Wee Macgreegor," 
"Whither Thou Goest," "Till the Clock Stops," 
" Thou Fool," etc. 

A story of love and adventure •••• love which triumpha over 
threatened tragedy, and adventure which is coloured throughout 
with romance. A story of lives which are lived vividly ; of men and 
women who dare all for gain. some for love and eo me for money. 
Not a story to be missed by those who would like to know more about 
the kind of man in whom the lure of gamhling is so strong that he 
would ruin not only his own life, but the lives of othen, in order to 
fulfil his passion. 

THE ROSE OF ALGIERS 
By CECIL H. BuLLIVANT, Author of" Blood Money," 
" Innocence," etc. 

To thm11e who like a romance instinct with life and passion against 
a background that is truly Eastern, " The Rose of Algiers," from the 
pen of Mr. Cecil H . Bullivant, will make an instant appeal. His last 
and fourth journey into the heart of North Africa provided the 
materials for this book, and Mr. Bullivant shows how strongly he has 
been impressed by the strange dramas brought about by the contact 
of the white and coloured races. "The Rose of Algiers," replete 
with the glamour and drama of the Orient, and written in this 
author's most brilliant style, deals with a problem of vital interest to 
every thinking man and woman. 

JOHN LONG, Ltd., 12, 13, 14, Norris St., Haymarket, London 

10 



John Long's New & Forthcoming Books 

7 s. 6d. NET NOVELS-continued 
, 

CHERI-BIBI, MYSTERY MAN 
By G.&sTON LERoux, Author of " The Mystery of 
the Yellow Room," "The Amazing Adventures of 
Carolus Herbert," etc. 

Ch~ri-Bibi, the legendary and fantastic hero and adYenturer, has 
come to life again. Once more we are ex~ited by the flashing 
episodes in the career of this peculiar and amazing figure, at once 
fascinating and repellent, loved and hatt'd, sinned against and 
sinning. Ch~ri-Bibi is a unique creation such as could only have 
emanated from a veritable wizard of romance like Gaston Leroux. 

THE END OF A CIGARETTE 
By Enw ARD GELLIBRAND. 

The rich John Kurton is found dead in his studv at Priests' Knoll. 
All evidence points to suicide, and the coroner;• jury bring Jn a 
verdict accordingly. 1\lrs. Kurton'e cousin, Kenneth O'Brien, just 
back !rom ten yeaN spent in West Africa, is staying in the house 
at the time of the tragedy. He and his friend, Dr. Alan Dawson, 
are asked by their hostess to remain on at Priests' Knoll to help her 
through all the troubles connected with her husband's death. After 
the funeral, O'Brien accidentally stumbles upon a half-smoked 
cigarette, which starts him on the trail of what proves to be a deeply 
complicated affair. Being an amateur in the art of detection, he 
makes several bad mistakes at the beginning, but the deep interest 
the matter has stirred up in him, and his natural tenacity, bring 
him eventually to the discovery of the truth in a totally unexpected 
quarter. 

THE LEGACY FROM NOWHERE 
By PETER GLADWIN. 

Three girls (sisters) take into their home the victim of an accident, 
where, in spite of their care and nursing, he dies. To their astonish
ment he has made them his sole heirs and they are suddenly wealthy. 
After a year, when they have become used to luxury, they have 
reason to suspect they are living on ill-gotten money. They are 
able to learn nothing of the antecedents of the man who made them 
his heirs. Can they continue to live in luxury on supposed tainted 
money? And who was the late Cleave Holsby: was he an honest 
man or a rogue ? The elucidation of these questiollil, coupled with a 
atrong love interest, provides the theme of the novel. 

JOHN LONG, Ltd., 12, 13, 14, Norris St., Haymarket, London 
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THREE OF A KIND 
By EMMELINE MoRRISON, Author of " Good Grain " 
(the Prize-Winning Novel in the 1921 John Long £500 
Prize Competition for the Best First Novel), "The 
Measure of Youth," " The Sins Y e Do," "There Was 
a Veil., 

This author first made her mark during 1921 with" Good Grain •• 
(selected as the Prize-Winning Novel from over 850 entered for the 
John Long £500 Prize Competition for the Best First Novel). That 
Emmeline Morrison has come to stay is denoted by the progressive 
successes she has since achieved with her three novels, " The 
Mea•mre of Youth," "The Sins Ye Do," and "There Was a Veil." 
With " Three of a Kind," bt>r latest novel, Emmeline Morrison 
achieves heights she has not hitherto reached. Its heroine, Heather 
Dene, tired of the monotony of life in a small country vicarage, 
longs for freedom. She assists a stranded airman on Salisbury Plain 
and later, solely in order to get away from her narrow and unin
teresting life, becomes engaged to a wealthy manufacturer. A half
hearted love affair, with the husband of a former girl friend, leads to a 
flying joy-trip with him before her marriage takes place. The jealous 
wife follows them and a tragedy occurs. This leads to the flight of 
Heather, who finds herself stranded in Paris. The airman provi
dentially comes to the rescue, but the situation is complicated by the 
advent of her fiance, who turns out to be his half-brother. She 
becomes involved with all three men, and only gets out of difficulties 
to fall into greater. Eventually she finds happiness with one of 
the three. 

STORM 
By HALLIWELL SuTCLIFFE, Author of " Kingfisher 
Blue," " Under the White Cockade," etc. 

Tbe scene is laid in the wild, romantic country of Bolton Abbey and 
Barden Tower, known to all readers of Wordsworth's •' White Doe of 
Rylstone." It IS a tale of feud, like so many of the author•s nov~Is, 
but a feud with a difference--not open ftght between clan and clan, 
but the struggle of the Master of Lo.ne, almost unaided, against a 
people inhabiting a sinister valley of the uplands. Three stark men 
of the Wilderness Folk challenge the Master of Logie at the outset 
of the tale. HIS answer is quick and passionate, and his life after
wards is made up of periJ, ambush, and love of the Pedlar'& giTl who 
shares its hardships. 

JOHN LONG, Ltd., 12, 13, 14, Norris St., Haymarket, London 
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GREY TERROR 
By HERMAN LANDON, Author of" The Grey Phan
tom." S. S. McClure (the famous American 
publisher) says: "I know of no story in which one is 
more certain of being thoroughly entertained than a 
' Grey Phantom ' novel. " 

The crisis had come in The Grey Phantom's rollicking, glamorous, 
periJ-defying career. On one sid.- he was threatened by the minions 
of the lJ\w ; on the other by his enemies of thf' underworld led by a 
fascinating adventuress, a lovely woman. The girl he loved was in 
desperate danger. While trying to reseue her he must side-step a 
thousand bidden snares. He had heard her maddening cries of 
terror ; in his helplessness each one had stabbed him like a rapier. 
Then the supreme test : Should he kill her painlessly, to save her 
from a horrifying death? What would YOU have done 1 

THE ALASKAN 
By GEORGE GooDCHILD, Author of" Klondyke Kit's 
Revenge," " The Va1ley of Lies," " The W ooJlen 
Monkey," etc. 

An intensely gripping story of the frozen North. The Alaskan 
is a picturesque figure and is the embodiment of the finer qualities 
of humanity. The great event in his life comes after seven years of 
complete happiness with the woman be has won. An old Jetter 
reveals certain facts relative to the past and in the short space of 
one evening he is compelled to reach a decision. How he decides 
and the far-reaching effects that follow are forcibly desC"ribffl.. To 
those who enjoy a quickly moving story of the open air, this book 
is sure to make a lasting appeal. 

)0~ LONG, Ltd., 12, 13,·14, Norris St., Haymarket, London 
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GILDA 
By IAN IRONS. 

It your folk were bent upon doing a great wrong to a girl you 
respected, but an outsider, whom would you support ? Adrian 
Kent is faced with this situation. He iR the odd man out in the 
family. He clashes with the stodgy cautions and conventions of his 
mother and his brothers and sisters. It is a sustained conflict, of 
which the ftnal and terri bit" crisis concerns a woman's honour. He 
has to face expulaion from the family, and from its business in which 
he it wrapped up : either that or a<-t as though indifferent to the 
girl I His choice entails a powerful clash of forces in which his own 
kith and kin plot to ruin him-unless he comes to heel. The 
ltrength of the narrative is thrown into relief by the beauty of the 
old-world place which furnishes a lovely and serene background for 
tht" interplay of the story. 

THE MAN with the VANDYK BEARD 
By FRED M. WHITE, Author of " A Deal in Letters." 

In the fteld of sensational ftction it is becoming increasingly rare 
for the popular author to unearth a really novel and holding central 
idea, but this, Fred M. White has brilliantly achievf'd in .. Thf' Man 
with the Vandyk Beard." In it the hero finda himself in the amazing 
position of being practically accused of bia own murder and yet 
unable to speak and expose the conspiracy against him since by so 
doing he will bring unspeakable trouble and humiliation on a blind 
woman to whom is assigned an important part in the story and 
who, had she her sight, could and would straighten out the tangled 
skein. What, then, is the hero to do in the circumstances ? What 
should he do when he stands in the dock face to face with the sight
less woman who is giving vital evidence against him without 
realising what she is doing ? The novel must be read to the end 
before the puzzle is solved. 

JOHN LONG, Ltd., 12, 13, 14, Norris St., Haymarket, Londoa 
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THE LAIRD 
By WINIFRED DuKE, Author of "The House of 
Ogilvy," "The Wild Flame." 

Winifred Duke scored an instantaneous triumph when she origin
ally came before the public with "The House of Ogilvy "-one of 
the select few closely in the running with the Prize-Winning Novel in 
the 1921 .John Long £500 Competition for the Best First Novel. 
She followerl this up and enhanced her reputation with " The Wild 
Flame." Now emanates from her a yet more ambitious novel than 
either, entitled " The Laird," being the story of the marriage of the 
Laird of Eastmiln to a young wife and his sudden death four months 
afterwards. His wife and brother are suspected of poisoning him 
and are tried and condemned for the crime. They are secret 
lovers, but both protest their innocence. The wife escapes from 
pnson on the eve of her execution. Her fortunes afterwards and 
the fate of her child continue the tale, of which the scene is laid 
principally in and around an old house in the braes of Angus, in 
Scotland. 

First Appearance in Volume Form 

FAMILY AFFAIRS 
By GEORGE RoBEY (The World-Famous Comedian). 
With illustrations by the Author and E. P. KinselJa. 
Crown 8vo, Pictorial Cloth, 2s. 6d. net. Striking 
Dust Jacket. 

Referee : " Entirely delicious. One is kept in a 
continual chuckle from first to last. It is real 
humour." Truth: " Irresistibl~· laughable. A fine 
handbook for comic reciters." Manchester Guardian: 
" George Robey, our acknowledged greatest 
comedian, altogether excels himsE-lf in sheer delight
ful humour, and there is sure to be a tremendous· 
run on the book." East6rn Morning News:" Per
fect screams. It is difficult to say which of these 
brilliant stories is the funniest. His book is a real 
tonic." Lteda Mercury: "Mr. Robey as an author 
is very like the George we all know on the stage." 

JOHN LONG, Ltd., 12, 13, 14, Norris St., Haymarket, London 
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John Long's New & Forthcoming Books 

The Novels of Nat Gould 
SALES APPROACHING 24 MILUON COPIES! 
TINNatimt t!l A.~:
., In the way of aale, hia 
waree eurpua all othen. 
To million~ they are the 
breath of mental life. We 
have heard that a newepaper 
purchaaina the eerial rightl 
of one of hia ltOriea could 
promise itself an increued 
circulation of 100,000 a day, 
no matter what itl politice 
or itl principle.." 

W atminlm Gaetu :-- .. The moet 
eucceaaful writer of ' beat eellen.' " 

S~ :-.. The library of a etudent 
of human nature ia incomplete without 
one example of Mr.Nat Gould'• novele. •• 

Tu TiMes :-.. If art in 
any ephere in life finda a 
baaia in the pleaaina of a 
multitude, then Nat Gould 
wae an artilt with few above 
hia abouldere." 

Momitw Po.t:- •• He ia 
the molt widely reid of all 
modern 1tory tellere, and 
a 1eniua in hia downriaht 
way." 

Globe:-" Mr. Nat Gould ia the mod 
widely read of all modern noveliata.'' 

Publisher•· Circular :-" One hu to 10 
back to Shakeepeare or the Bible to 
find a rival ' beat aeller .' " 

7 s. 6d. net Library Edition- Wnpper in Three Coloun 

AT ITARTIRG PRICE 
A DERBY WllfNER 

A GREAT SURPRISE 

SOLD JOB A BOBG 

BBATIIfG THE I'AVOURITE 

A BRILLIART SBASOB 

I'IBST IW THE I'IBLD 
• J 

THE CHALLBRGB (Wiftur, 1924) 

RIDIRG TO ORDERS (Sprilw, 1925) 

2s. net Edition 
ODDS Olf * 

Attractively bound. Wnpper in Three Coloun 

THE IIAif PROM REWIIARKET * 

A GREAT COUP (Filmed) 

THE CHAifCE of a LII'BTIIIB (Filmd) 

A LOifG SHOT * 
.THE BL UB RIBBOR * 
A 1'0 RT URE AT STAKB (Fihlud) 

THE DEIIOif WIRS * 

A BAD START* 

A DANGEROUS STABLE* 

A GAIIBLB I'OR LOVB (Filmetl) 

AT STABTIRG PRICE (111 Cheq Etl'n) 

New Style. Crown 811o • . Cloth Gilt 

A DERBY WllfRER (lit Chup Et/'11) 

THB RAKB (lit Clwap &l'w) 

A GRBAT SURPRISE (lsCCI&Mp Ed'n) 
SOLD JOB A BORG (l,ft_citu,p Urt) 

·BBATIKG THE PAVOUBITB 
(JantU(f"Y, 1925) 

A BRILLIABT SBASOB (Jia.w, -1925) 

* Thia 11. net edition ia the first in which the novel hu 1Men publiahed 

JOHN LONG, Ltd., 12, 13, 14, Norris St., Haymarket, Loadon 
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John Long'i New & Forthcoming Books 

The Novels of Nat Gould 
SALES APPROACHING 24 MILLION COPIES! 
Trwh :-"Who is the most_ popular I Sunda:y Timu :--"As Mr. Nat Gould 
of contemporary novelists ? Mr. Nat is easily first of the ' beat-aellen,' 
Gould easily and indisputably takes his booka need no bush!' 
the 6nt place." 

9 d. net Edition 
Demy Svo. 128 paaes. Thread Sewn. Paper Cover 

in Three Colours 

1 ONE OF A MOB 
2 THE SELLING PLATER 
3 A BIT 01 A BOGUE 
4 THE LADY TBAINEB 
6 A STRAIGHT GOER 
6 A HUNDRED-TO ONE CHANCE 
7 A SPORTING SQUATTER 
8 THE PET OF THE PUBLIC 
9 CHARGER AND CHASER 

10 THE LOTTERY OOLT 
11 A STROKE OF LUCK 
12 THE TOP WEIGHT 
13 THE DAPPLE GREY 
14 WHIBL WIND'S YEAR 
16 THE LITTLE WONDER 
16 A BIRD IN BAND 
17 THE BUCIUUMPER 
18 THE lOCKEY'S REVENGE 
19 THE PICK OF THE STABLE 
20 TBE STOLEN RACER 
21 A RECKLESS OWNER 
22 THE ROARER 
23 THE LUCKY SHOE 
24 QUEEN OF THE TURF 
25 A G BEAT CO UP (Filmd) 
26 THE KUfG'S FAVOURITE 
27 A CAST OFF 
28 GOOD AT THE GAME 
29 THE CHANCE OF A LIFETIME 

(Filmed) 
SO A MEMBER OF TATT'S 
31 THE TRAINER'S TREAS URB 
32 THE PHANTOM HORSE 
SS THE BEAD LAD 

34 THE BEST OF THE SEASON 
36 THE I'LYEB 
36 THE WHITE ABAB 
87 A FORTUNE AT STAKE (Filmed) 
38 A GAMBLE FOR LOVE (Filmed) 
39 THE WIZARD OF THE TURF 
40 KEVER IX DOUBT 
41 LEFT Ill THE LURCH 
42 LOST AKD WOK 
48 A TURF COKSPIBACY (Filmd) 
44 BREAKIKG THB RECORD 
45 THE SMASHER 
46 A NORTHERK CRACK 
47 THE RIDER IX KHAKI 
48 WON OK THE POST 
49 RACING RIVALS 
50 THE SILVER STAR 
51 A CHESTNUT CHAJIIPIOK 
52 ODDS ON 
58 FAST AS THE WlRD 
54 IN THE PADDOCK 
55 THE MAN FROM :NEWMARKET 
66 A RACE FOR A WIFE 
57 THE SWEEP WINNER 
58 THE STEEPLECHASER 

MEW VOLUMES, 1926 

59 A LONG SHOT 
60 THE BLUE RIBBON 
61 THE DEMON WINS 
62 A BAD START 
63 A DAKGEROUS STABLE 
64 AT STARTING PRICE 

Oth# V'olumu to fo/loiiJ 

JOHN LONG, Ltd., 12, 13, 14, Norris St., Haymarltet, London 
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John Long's New & Forthcoming Books 

The Haymarket Novels 
The volumea are let in cle&r type and ced on • euperior pap« They are band
IOmely bound in cloth and contain 320 to 160 pqea. Size 7i inc:hee by 
6i by 1. Price II. N. IUit. Suitable f« a CUculatina Library. 

IONNJCA. Author., The Four Honanen of the Apocalypse" VICENTE BLAsco I~EZ 
TYRJAN PURPLB .. . ... ... .. . .. . ... AMY J. BAKER 
TBB KIRO'I PAIIJO. ••• ... ••• .. . ... AMY J. BAKER 
THB DAPPLB GRBY ... ... ••• ••• . .. ... NAT GoULD 
THB BUCKIU.PBR ... ••• ... ... • .• . .. NAT GoULD 
THISTLEDOWN ••• ... ... •.. . .• ... EILEEN FrrzGERALD 
APROI-STRIIOI ••• . .. ... •. • • •• ... RICHARD MARsH 
THB FA.JLT TRADITJOI ••• •.• . .• • .. . .. }UI.IAN HINCKLBY 

BBIITBA II THB BACKOROURD ••• ... .. . . .. BBATRIC! Km..sT0N 
IBBKBRS BYBRY OIB . .. ... .. . . .. ... BI!ATRICil KEI.sTOM 

OF FINBR CLAY ... . .. ... ... ... . .. HYLDA RHODES 
TBB OLBA. ••• ... ... •. • .. . • •• . .. ALFRED E. CAREY 
THB DARK LADY ••• ... . .• .•• .. . . .. .ALFiu!D E. CARn 
STAIRS Or lAND ... ... . .. ... ... ••• FARRBN LB BoroN 
THB BASKING PBAR ... . .. ... ... ••• }AMES BLYTH 
FAITH AIID UNFAITII ••• ... ... ... ... }AMIII BLYTH 
A WIDOW'S WOOING ... ... ••• ... ... JAMIII BLYTH 
THB BRIDB Or SHIV A .. • . .. ... ... ... HBNIIY BRUCB 
THB AMBITIONS OJ' IILL ... ... •.• ... • •• MAY WYND 
A GALLAIIT LADY ... ... ... ••• ... ...PElleY }AMIII :8REBNBR 
A BRUSH WITH FATB ... ... ... ... ... CAiu.TON DAWB 
THB MIGHTY ARM ... ... ... ... . .. ••• CAiu.TON DAWB 
ALL THB WINIIBRS ... ... ... ... ••• ... NATRANDL GUBIIINS 
THB KBW DA Wlf ••• ••• . .. ... ... ... GloROB Woun. 
THB SBCOID BVIL ... ... . .. .. • ••• ... SADI GRANT 
TBB POUR CAKDLBI ••• ••• ••• ... ... H.wty TIOBB 
souND GRou•D ... ••• ... ••• ... ... v . GOLDo 
A IIIAJQ UBRADB aDd a 111011 AITBRY ••• ... ••• Ama WEAVER 
TBB LAST ITROKGBOLD ••• ••• •.• ... ... Eu.IN ADA SMITH 
BY TIIA.BS AID TIBBR ... ... ... ... Mas. AYLMJ!R GoWING 
SPORT AIID THB WOIIIAII ... ... ••• ... CAIIPBBLL RAB-BaoWN 
CROSS-ROADS ... ••• ... •.• . .. ... ••• D. H. DIINNIS 
THB DUAL IDENTITY ••• . .. ... ... ••• C. GUISB MJTIIORD 
TBB DICB OF LOVB • •• ... .. . ... ... ... E»MUND 8osANQUBT 
HIS LITTLB BILL or IALB ..• ... ... ... Eu.Js J. DAVIS 
HIS 'PRBKTICB BAIID ••• ... . .. ... • .. SYDNEY Plm.PI 
TBB PAINTBD LILY ... ... ... ... . .. ... AMY J. BADB 
TBB SOIIIBTHIIIG BBTTBB .•• ... ... ... ••• Ln.IAN ARNoLD 
All ISLAND WOOIIIG ... ... ... ... A. SAFRONI- MIDDLBTON 

TBB FOUIIDRB8S ... . .. ... . .. ... ••• JoHN AYSCOUGB 
PUTTIIIG MARY OF:P ... ••• ... ••• ••• }OHM L. CAit11IR 
WRY l ... ... ... ... ... ... ... ... G. G. CIIA~H 
TBB GOVBB.OB'S BOIIIAIICB ... ... ... ... Mnu HOLT 

LUI~ on~,._ 

JOHN LONG, Ltd., 12, 13, 14, Norris St., Haymarket, Loacloa 
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John Long's New & Forthcoming Books 

THE HAYMARKET NOVELS. 3s. 6d. NET--continued 

TBB KAZB ••• ••• ••• ... ... 
TBB STORY OP A OAKPAIGK BSTATB .•. 
TBB VILLAGB INFIDBL ... ... . .. 
IBB WAS A WIDOW ... ... ... 
OBIOKENS co•E BO.E TO BOOST ... , 
OBLI!IB ... ... ... . .. ... 
TBB ORASEB'I LUCK ... ... ... 

... ... B. J. TIDDY 

... ... FtOBBRT TIIYNNB 

.. . ... c. E. HEANLBY 

... . .. RUTH RIVERS 

... ... L. B . HILLI!S 

FRANCliS El.JZABiinl FIIIHBOURNB 

... "G. G." (H. G. HARPBR) 

Otlwr Yoluma to follDfll 

The Novels of Curtis lf" orke 
SALES EXCEED ONE MILUON COPIES 

Moming Post:-" Whether grave or gay, the 
author is a raconteur whose imagination and 
vivacity are unfailing. Few, moreover, have in 
the same degree the versatility which enables b1er to 
provoke peals of laughter and move almost to t4ears. 
The writer is natural, realistic and entertaining." 

Y orluhire Post :-" In the novels of Curtis Y1orke 
there is an abiding charm." 

DBLPBIKB 
THE WOKAR B UTB 
EROBANTED 
ALII OP THE GLBK 
ONLY BETTY 
PATRICIA OP PALL IIALL 
.ISS DAFFODIL 
TBB GIRL AND TBB liAR 
OLIVE KIBSBLLA 
TBB WORLD ARD DBLIA 

WAYWARD ABKB: 
Q UBEB LITTLB l .AKB 
TBBIB IIABBIAGII 
A PLIBTATIOK WITH TRUTH 
TBB OTHER SABJl 
DABGEBOUS DOR:OTBY 
•oLLIB DBYEBIL,L 
IBBBSPORSIBLB JiUTTY 
TBB GIRL IB QRJBY 
TBB VISIOK OP T'BE YBABI 

Tblll Konll an pabllabed Ia Yarlou et1Uoa1 

Prl .. from tbe BotaeU.n 

JOHN LONG, Ltd., 12, 13, 14, Norri1 St., Haymarlket, Londoa 

19 



John Long's New & Forthcoming Books 

GENERAL -LITERATURE 
BY CAMEL AND CAR TO THE 
PEACOCK THRONE 

By E. ALEXANDER PowELL, Author of " The Last 
Frontier," " Asia at the Cross Roads," etc. Folding 
Map in Colours and Profusely Illustrated. 

Demy 8vo. 15s. net 
Saturday Review : " Major Powell and hjs friends showed a fine 

spirit of enterprise and an innate optimism in undertaking so 
hazardous a journey. To cross the Syrian desert by camel from 
Damascus to Kabaissa, to travel thence by train and motor-car to 
Teheran, to return by the same route to Baghdad, to set OJ.It once 
more northward to Mosul, and then back across the sun-parched 
desert to Aleppo, would be a venture to daunt thE" bravest, but this 
venture Major Powell and his friends undertook &.nd successfully 
accomplished. They are to be congratulated upon their achieve
ment. It was a journey fraught with incidents, some amusing and 
some perilous, but all such as to bring a craving for travel, a secret 
envy, to thorte who read." 

UNDERSTANDING ITALY 
By CLAYTON SEDGWICK CooPER, Author of " Under
standing South America," etc. Profusely Illustrated. 

: Demy 8vo. 15s. net 
Shejfteld Tekgraph: "'Understanding ItaJy' is by a writer who 

does understand Italy, not merely as a country with an illustrious 
past, but a progressive and alert nation, facing the political -and 
industrial problems of the day with all the immemorial 'Vitality and 
genius of the race. Mr. Clayton Sedgwick Cooper deals discriminat
ingly with the Fascist movement and, in respect to industry, gives a 
valuable conspectus of modern Italian energy and resources. He 
does not ignore the beauty and treasures of Italy and does full 
justice to it as a living and moving nation." 

NewcMtle Chronicle: "'Understanding Italy' is a capital picture 
of modern Italy: highly interesting and so well written as to make 
its reading extremely pleasant." 

Glasg(JfD Herald: "Very readable, very entertaining, informative 
and usetuJ." 

Western Morning New•: "Of infinite value." 

JOHN LONG, Ltd., 12, 13, 14, Norris St., Haymarket, London 
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John Long's New & Forthcomin~~ Books 

GENERAL LITERATURE-contintu~d 

MEMORIES OF MANY YEARS : 
1839-1922 

By ARCHBISHOP SETON. Introduction by SHANE 
LESLIE, M.A. (Cantab.), Author of" Henry Edward 
Manning : His Life and Labours," " Mark Sykes : 
His Life and Letters," etc. With Portrait of Author. 

Demy 8vo. 15s. net 
Daily Dispatch : " It is like making the ' grand tour,' crowding 

the celebrities and introductions of 82 years into a few days, to read 
the channing and thoughtful' Memories of Many Years (1889-1922),' 
by Archbishop Seton--descendant of the famous and lovely Mary 
Seton, the Scots Queen Mary's devoted companion. ~rhe book is 
crowded with vignettes of scenes and portraits of people, and 
especially with penetrating judgments on movements and affairs. 
It is a book that lives." 

Daily E:x:prus : " This is a delightful book of memoirs, for surely 
nobody has ever run through such a gamut of acquaintanceship in 
two continents as Archbishop Seton. Wonderful Memoirs 1" 

Nation &J Athenreum: "A book of considerable charm and 
humour." 

HILL-TOWNS OF THE PYRENE18:S 
By AMY OAKLEY. With over 80 Illustrations from 
Original Drawings by THORNTON OAKLEY. 

Demy 8vo. '2ls. net 
Bystandef': "A delightfully produced volume writt4en by Mrs. 

Oakley and sumptuously illustrated by drawings from her hus
band's clever pen. This is no dull geography book, but a live and 
sometimes even thrilling account of an unconventional tour through 
the mountains, with a host of good stories and old legends1, and a series 
of vignettes of modern Basque life such as I have not 1seen before. 
The author and illustmtor between them have certainlly managed 
to produce a book which is as informative as it is entertaining." 

PLAYING THE GAME : What Mr. A,squith in 
his book, "The Genesis of the War," does n.ot tell us 

By E. G. JELLICOE (Gray's Inn). 
Demy 8vo. 12s. 6d. net 

Among other things the book reveals the inner hist4ory of facts 
underlying both British and American Twentieth Century diplomacy 
and political polity as seen from an Englishman's standpoint. It 
shows what " playing the game " in Imperialism and Transatlan
ticism has done for Christianity, Civilisati~n and the World at large. 

JOHN LONG, Ltd., 12, 13, 14, Norris St., Haymar.;et, London 
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John Long's New & Forthcoming Books 

GENERAL LITERATUR~onHnued 

CASUAL WANDERINGS IN ECUADOR 
By BLAIR NILES. Profusely Illustrated. 

Demy 8vo. 12s. 6d. net 
Ludl Mercvry: "This is a book with life and action in every 

page : a book which thrills one with desire to wander in strange 
lands of adventure--a book which grips. It is the chronicle of a 
woman and her husband who journeyed down the West Coast of 
South America and the ' Run of the Little Ports ' to the remote 
cities and wilds of Ecuador. The author writes with an entrancing 
zest which transmits her feelinga to the reader. We all follow Blair 
Niles-alas, in printed page only." 

Ceylon Observn : •• This is a very beautifully got up book of 
travel by a lady. exquisitely illustrated by photographs taken by 
her husband, and describes aU that she sees with admirable and 
picturesque sincerity. We finish the book with the tropics and the 
upper Amazon, and must compliment the talented authoress on 
her charming and alluring invitation to others to follow her foot
ateps and wander and write of these entrancing lands of promise." 

MOUNTAIN CLIMBING 
By FRANCIS A. CoLLINs, Author of" Sentinels Along 
Our Coast," etc. Profusely lllustr~ted from Photo-
graphs. Demy 8vo. 1 Os. 6d. net 

Daily Nt:11Js: "The epic nature of the recent attempts to scale 
Mount Everest, and their historical significance, will be more com
pletely realised when one has read this succinct and absorbing 
history of mountaineering. The book is illustrated with unusual 
action photographs taken at great altitudes." 

THE STRUGGLE FOR POWER 
IN MOSLEM ASIA 

By E. ALEXANDER PowELL, Author of "By Camel and 
Car to the Peacock Throne,, "The Last Frontier," 
"Asia at the Cross Roads," etc. With Textual Maps and 
large Folding Map in Colours. Demy Svo. 15s. net 

This volume constitutes an invaluable treatise on the present-day 
political and economical conditions in Western Asia : Turkey, Syria, 
Palestine, Arabia, Mesopotamia and Persia. The book reveals 
considerable inside information acquired by the author. Major 
Powell writes with a zest that is irresistible. 

JOHN LONG. Ltd .. 12, 13, 14, Norri1 St., Haymarket, London 
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John Long's New & Forthcoming Books 

GENERAL LITERATURE-continued 

ADVANCED BILLIARDS 
By ToM NEWMAN. Profusely Illustrated with Photo-
graphs and Diagrams. Demy Svo. 2ls. net 

This work, by the world's bil'liards champion, goes further into 
the teaching of billiards than has ever been attempted in any 
previous book on the game. Every stroke is exhaustively explaint-d. 
The volume will prove invaluable to that very numerous body of 
cuemen who have reached a certain degree of proficiency and then 
stopped. It is profusely illustrated with photographs and diagrams 
specially taken and prepared for the work. 

ROME OR DEATH: The Story of Fascism 
By CARLETON BEALS, Author of "Mexico : An Inter
pretation." Profusely Illustrated. 

Demy Svo. 12s. 6d. net 
lllustf'ated London New1 : " It is a work that ought to be very 

welcome to a large circle of readers in this country, for it gives a 
clear and Ol'derly account of matters which even careful reading of 
newspapers may leave in some haze. Professor Beals has been an 
eye-witness of pGlitical events in Italy during the last three years, 
and has watched the growth of Fascism from its first disorderly 
beginnings until it put on the mask of Constitutionalism. Hi1 
book is avowedly popular rather than philosophical, and the style 
is at times frankly sensational ; but that is qualified by the ingenioUI 
parallels which the author draws between Ancient Rome and 
Modern Italy." 

PHANTOMS OF THE DAWN 
By VIOLET TwEEDALE, Author of "Ghosts I Have 
Seen." With Foreword by SIR ARTHUR CoNAN 
DoYLE. Crown Svo. 7s. 6d. net 

In its revelations ofp1ychic phenomena," Phantoms of the Dawn" 
is even more potent than the author's so widely popular " Ghosts I 
Have Seen "; indeed, the most sceptical cannot fail to be profoundly 
impressed. Those competent to judge are convinced the book is 
destined to rank highly among the best of the literature concerning 
the occult. For sheer interest the facts Violet Tweedale relates far 
surp881 the realms of fiction. 

JOHN LONG, Ltd., 12, 13, 14, Norris St., Haymarket. London 
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John Long's New & Forthcoming Books 

GENERAL LITERATURE-continued 

MEN, MAIDENS, AND ~NTILLAS 
By STELLA BuRKE ~lAY. With Folding Map In 
Colours and Profusely Illustrated from Original 
Drawings and Photographs. Demy 8vo. 15s. net 

Svnday Time• : " A volume of peculiar charm. The illustrations 
are numerous and excellent." 

Daily Tekgraph: "An original travel book." 
Scotnnan: " This interesting and appropriately illustrated book 

of travel., 
Manchester Dispatch : " An alluring book of travel is, to many, 

the most delightful book with which to pass an hour away. 
Written by a woman, giving a woman's point of view, the story is 
sometimes all the more interesting. It is so in this case." 

NoUingham Guardian : "The excellent photographs are specially 
noteworthy adjuncts to a book that is at once instructive and 
entertaining." 

MY LIFE STORY 
By Colonel ARTHUR LYNCH. With Portrait of Author. 

Demy 8vo. 15s. net 
Colonel Arthur Lynch presents a vivid account of the exciting 

events in which he bas taken part, some of which have made history ; 
of many notabilities he has met ; and of the thousand-and-one 
picturesque and humorous incidents of his varied career. 

WANDERINGS IN THE PACIFIC 
By CHARLEs NoRMAN DE CouRcY-PARRY. With 
Portrait of Author and Profusely lllustrated from 
Photographs specially taken for the work by the 
Author. Crown 8vo. 5s. net 

Mr. Charles Norman de Courcy-Pany is a traveller who seeks 
out the unfrequented places of the globe, and reaches them by 
unconventional methods. His wanderings in search of new 
sensations afford him abundant scope for pleasant gossip, and his 
observant eye never fails to alight upon the essential features of a 
place or a people. His gift of humour and robust commonsense 
stand him in good stead in this attractive and entertaining account 
of his travels. 

Truth : " This sprightly book from the outlook of a thoreughly 
original and delightfully humorous mind. The author's descriptions 
of his visits to Tahiti, the Loyalty Islands, and Noumea make the 
most appetising of light repaats." 

JOHN LONG, Ltd., 12, 13, 14, Norris St., Haymarket, Loadou 



John Long's New & Forthcoming Books 

John Long's Select 
Half-Crown Library 

First-rate Authors- Unequalled production 

Crown Svo, 800 to 500 pages, printed on Antique Wove Paper 
from new clear-faced type, handsomely bound in REAL cloth, 
gold blocked, and wrappered in artistic three-colour dust jackets. 

THE MAID-AT-ARMS ... ... ... . .. RoBERT W. CHAMBERS 

CARDIGAN ... ... ... . .. ... RoBERT W. CHAMBERS 
THE MAIDS OF PARADISE ... ... . .. RoBERT W. CauuERS 
BROICE OF COVENDEN ... ... ... . .. ... J. c. SNAITII 

WILLIAM JORDAN, )UNR. ... . .. ... .. . ... j. c. SNAITH 

KINGFISHER BLUE ... ... . .. . .. . .. H.w.Jww. SuTcurn 
UNDER THE WIDTE COCKADE ... . .. • •• H.u.uWELL Surcurn 
WHAT NOT ... ... .. . . .. ... ... ROSI MACAULAY 

THANKS TO SANDERSON ... ... ... ... • •• W. Prrr RmcE 
THE HAPPY RECRUIT ... ... ... ... • •• W. PETI' RmcE 
11IE OUI'LA W ... ... ... .. . ... ... MAURICE HEWIErT 
GUDRID THE FAIR ... ... . .. ... ... MAURICE HEWLETT 
PONGO AND THE BUU. ... ... ... ... HILAIRE BELLOC_ 
DESIRE ... ... ... ... . .. ... . .. UNA L. SILBERRAD 

KEREN OF LOWBOLE ... ... ... ... UNA L. SILBERRAD 

BEAUTY AND BANDS ... ... ELLEN THORNEYCROFI' FoWLER 
THE REAL MOTIVE ... ... . .. ... ... DoROTHY CANFIElJ) 

THE STAR DREAMER ... ... ... AGNES f!il EcmrroN USTLE 

TilE MAKING OF AN ENGLISHMAN ... ... .. . w. L. GEORGE 

WILD HONEY ... ... ... ... ... .. CYNTHIA STOCKLEY 

HOME PLACE ... ... ... . .. ... ... GEORGE w. OcDEN 
PALS FIRST ... ... ... . .. ... FRANCIS PERRY ELLIOTT 

WEST OF TilE WATER TOWER ... ... ... ... HoMER Caoy 
FAMILY AFFAIRS• ... The World-Famow CollU!dian GEORGE RoBEY 
MENTAL FIREWORKS• The World-Famow Comedian GEORGE RoBEY 

Other Vol umea to /ollotO 
• Now for the first time published. 

JOHN LONG, Ltd., 12, 13, 14, Norris St., HaJID8l'ket, London 



John Long's New & Forthcoming Books 

John Long's New 2s. JNet 
Cloth-Bound No'\Jrels 

Acclaimed as the finest Series on the Market 

NOTE CAREFULLY THE WONDERFUL GET-UF'-Crown 8vo. 
Handsome bulky volumes. 820 pages. Antique Wove Paper. 
Artistically bound in REAL cloth (with Embossed Design). 
Special End Papers. Rounded Backs. Gilt Lettet~ed. Striking 
Jackets in Brilliant Three Colours. 

GOOD GRAIN (Tbe John Lo~ 1821 £600 Prize Novel) EMMELINE MoRRISON 

THE MEASURE OF YOUTH... ... ... . .. EMM1£LINE MoRRISON 

THE SINS YE DO (Film shortly by Stoll) ... . .. EMMJ~LINE MoRRISON 

THERE wAS A vm ... .. . ... . . . . .. EMMIELINE MoRRISON 

THE GATE OF TEMPTATION ... ... . .. PERCY jAMES BREBNER 

THE AMBmONS OF JILL ... ... ... ... • .. MAY WYNNE 
APRON-STRINGS ... ... ... ... ... RICHARD MARSH 
A BRUSH WD1I FATE ... ... ... ... . ... C.W.TON DAWE 

SONNICA (By Author of .. THE FouR HoRSEMEN") VICENTJK BLASCO IBANEZ 
KEEPERS OF THE HOUSE... ... ..• •.• OOSMo HAMILTON 

THE HARD WAY (Filmed) ••• ... ... ... •.. BY A PEER 
LOVE'S FOOL ... ... ... ... ... MRS. STANLEY WRENCH 

THE GOLDEN SPUR ... ... ... ... ... . ... j. S. FLETCHEB 
THE INVESTIGATORS ... ... ... ... . ... j. s. FLETCHER 

MANY ENGAGEMENTS ... ... ... ... . ... j. S. FJ.ErCHER 

THE IMPENITENT PRAYER ... ... ... ... AMY j. BAKER 
THE VIPER OF MILAN .. . •. . •.• ... MARJORIE BoWEN 
THE GLEN 0' WEEPING . . . .. . . .. . .. l\1ARJORIE BoWEN 
THE INSCRUTABLE MISS STONE •.. ALICE$' WUDE Asuw 
EVELYN . . . . . . .. . .. . . . . . .. ALICE (!;I WUDE AsKEw 
A WIDOW'S WOOING ... . . . . .. . .. .. • jAMES BLYill 

SAMUEL THE SEEKER . .. ... ... .. . UPTON SINCLAIR 

PATRICIA OF PALL MAil.... ... ... ... . ... CuRTIS YoRKE 
THE GIRL AND THE MAN... ... ... ... .... Cwm.s YoRD 
ONLY BETTY ••• •.. ... ... •.. ... .. .. CuRTIS Yoao 

Lilt contin ueJ on o~te /IQie 
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2s. NET NOVELS-continued 
WAYWARD ANNE •.• ..• .. . . . . . .. .•• CuRTIS YoRD 
THE OTHER SARA (Film in preparation) •.. ... •.• CuJms YoRKI 
MIST IN THE VALLEY (Film now showing) . .. ••• DoRIN CRAie 
PERPETUA (Film now showing} ..• •.• DION WYI'ON WTIIROP 

SWEET • DOU' OF HADDON HAU (Filmed)... j. E. MUDDOCJ: 
DIANA AND DESTINY ... ... ... ... CHARLES WRVlCI 

THE FATAL RUBY ... ... ... ... ... CHARLES GARVlCI 

THE HEART OF A MAID ... ... ... .. . CHARLES G.utVlCI 

IN FINE FEA TilERS ..• .. . ... .. . . .. CHARLES GARVICI 

LORD OF IDMSELF ... ... ... ... ... CHARLES GARVICI 

A LOVE COMEDY ... .. . .. . ..• ... CHARLES GARVICI 

LORRIE ... ... ... ... ... ... ... CHARLES GARVlCE 

FOR HER ONLy .. . . .. .. . .. . . . . CHARLES GARVJCE 

LOVE THE ADVENTUROUS... ... ... ... CHARLES WRVICE 

A DERBY WINNER .. . . . . .. . ... .. . ..• NAT Gotn.o 
THE RAKE .•• •.. .. . . .. ... . .• ..• NAT GoUlD 
A GREAT SURPRISE ..• ... ... ... ... ... NAT GoUlD 
SOLD FOR A SONG ... ... ... ... ... ... NAT GouLD 

BEATING THE FAVOURITE... ... ... ... ... NAT GoULD 
A BRILIJANT SEASON ... ... ... ... ... NAT Gouw 
CAPTAINS OF SOULS ... ... ... ... EncAR WALLACI 

THE MISSING MILLION .•. .•. •.• ••• EooAR WALLAa 
TILL TilE CLOCK STOPS ... ... ... ... ... *J. j. Bw. 
WHITHER mou GOEST ... ... ... ... ... *J. j. Bw. 
nfOU FOOL ..• ••• ... .. . ... ... ... *J. j. BELL 
THE ABLE McLAUGIU..INS (tOOth Thowand-:-Erwland MARGARET WILSON 

and Ameru:a) 
A DEAL IN LEITERS ... ... . .. ... ... FRED M. WHITE 

THE VALLEY OF UES ... ... .. . ... GEORGE GooDCHILD 
THE GREY PHANTOM ... ... ... ... HERMAN LANDoN 

IF RICHES INCREASE ... ... ... VICTOR L. WHITECHURCH 

THE TEMPLETON CASE ... ... ... VICTOR L. WHITECHURCH 

THE RED MOON ... .. . .. . .. . J. B. HARRIS.. BURLAND 

THE BROWN BOOK ... .. . .. . . .. J. B. Huuus-BuRLAND 
DRAUGHT OF ETERNITY . .. ... ... . .. . .. H. M. EcsERT 
BLOOD MONEY... .. . .. . .. . .. . . .. CEciL H. BuLLIV ANT 
THE WAY OF SACRIFICE ... ... ... ... E. ALMAZ SroUT 
MURIEL WINS TIIROUGH ... ... ... ... ... Guv THoRNE 

THE YOUNG PITCHER ... ... ... ... ... ZANE GREY 

* Author of the famous .. Wee Macgreegor •• 
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A u.ull••• ••l•fll ~ll•W Bo.ica1 tfl lekl 5IJ Pol•rru• .. bbliMI 
Fr-. '1111111 .u wtlw• fer 25 coliu ltl&ll of tle I..Gdlw •u Cloti Btlitiou 

The Carlton Classics 
A Series of Books of the World's Masterpieces 

•• ww outbid all rinla ... -BooAma.. 
•• Tbae volum• are really marvela of cheapnaa."-Truth. 
•• Contains the very cream of our lit.erature."-l>dily GrtiiJI* • 
.. Certainly wonderful."-NcatiM f!J/ A~ • 
.. The aelection of titla b wide and comprehensive. There will be no doubt 

u to their welcome from the book-lover. Type, paper-, bind.ina, are a pleaaure to the 
eye. Worthy and beautiful boob at a reuonable price-boolu that wW not be 
thrown away u aoon u they are read, but will be cherished u valuable additiooa 
to any library."-Dcaily T.UV~. 

Artistic Cloth, rounded back, Jlilt top, gold blocked side and back, 
decorative title page, silk marker, 2s. net; Leather, rounded back 
and round comers, gilt top, gold blocked side and back, decorative 
title page, silk marker, 3s. net. All the volumes are tmabri~d 
and contain Biographical Introductions by the Edi.tor, Mr. 
HANNAJ!'OBD BENNETr. 

A IOURIIAL OJ' TBB PLAGUB YBAR 
BSSAYI ... 
LETTBRS 
IN MEMORIA. 
POEMS ••• 
BSSAYS ... 
TRB POUR GEORGBS 
ORILDB HAROLD'S PILGRIMAGB ... 
K UOR ADO ABOUT IIOTRI.G 
WARRBN HASTINGS ... 
THB LIJ'B OJ' NBLSOJI (I Yolamll) 
TALU (ltlHttd) 

DANIBL DIIPOB 
DAVID HUIO 

LADY MARY WORTLEY MONTAOU 
AI.FRm, LoRD TINNYsoN 

ROBIRT HDIUCII: 
WILLLUI HAzurT 

W. M. 'l'HAc:oaAT 
LoRD BYRoN 
SIIADSPIIAU 

LoRD MACAULAY 
Roaar SoUTIIft' 

EDcwl ALuM~ 
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THE CARLTON CLASSICS-continued 

OHBISTABEL IDcl Otber Poema 
A SEBTIIIEifTAL lOUIIIf.EY 

... SAMUEL TAYLOR CoLBRIDGB 

LAURENCB STERNE 

THE BLESSED DAIIOZEL aucl Otber Poems ... DANTB GABRIEL ROSSBTTl 

COifriSSIONS or · AN ENGLISH OPI UII-EATBB ... THOMAS DB QUJHCh"Y 

A VOYAGB TO LILLIPUT ... . .. . .. .. . .... DBAH SWIFT 

GBAOE ABOUifDING ••• ... ... ... ... .. . ]OHN BUNYAN 

ESSAYS ... ... ... ... ... .. . . .. .. . MATI'HBW ARNOLD 

PO EllS ... ... ... ... ... ... . .. PIRCY BYSSHB SHELLEY 

JIB. GILriL'I LOVE STOBY ... ... ... ... GI!ORGB ELIOT 

SOEif£S rBOII LOBBBQUEB ... ... .. . ... CUAiw!s LBvBR 
PO EllS ... ... ... .. . ... ... .. . ... BEN ]ONSON 

COUIISELS CIVIL AMD KORAL ... ... ... .. . FRANCIS BACON 

KllfOB POEIIS ... ... ... ... .. . .. . ]OliN MILTON 

011 BIBOES AIID HEBO WORSHIP (2 volamll) ... THoMAS CAiu. YLB 

SONifBTS AlfD POBIIS ... ... ... .. . ... SliAKE:sPEARB 

BASSI LAS ... ... ... .. . ... ... . .. SAMUEL ]OHNSON 

SONNETS AND POEMS ... ... ... ... .. . EDMUND SPENSER 

BSSAYS (Seleotecl) ... ... ... ... .. . ... ]OSIPH ADDISON 

HIS BOOK ... ... ... ... ... ... .. . ARTEMUS WARD 

THB DUNOIAD and Other Poelll.l ... ... . .. . .. ALEXANDER PoPB 

ENGLISH HUIIOBISTS or THE EIGBTEBifTH CEIITUBY W . M . THACKERAY 

THE lUIIPIIfG rBOG ancl Other Sketohu ... ... MARK TwAIN 

SOifGS ... ... .. . ... ... ... . .. .. . ROBBRT BURNS 

ESSAYS (Seleotecl) ... ... ... ... .. . .. . LEIGH HUNT 

LETTERS or lUifiUS ... ... . .. ... .. . ANONYMOUS 

HUIIOBOUS POEMS .. . ... ... .. . ... . .. THOMAS HooD 

SELE9TIOifS ... ... ... ... ... ... .. . EDMUND BURKE 

SO If lETS ... ... ... ... .. . . .. WILLIAM WoRDSWORTH 

A VOYAGE TO LISBOif ... ... .. . ... ... HENRY FIBLDINO 

ESSAYS ... ... ... ... ... . .. . .. ]AMP3 ANTHONY FROUDE 

ESSAYS rBOII THE " EDINBURGH REVIEW" ... FRANCIS, LoRD JEFFREY 

DISOOUBSBS Olf ART ... ... ... ... ... SIR JoSHUA REYNOLDS 

LOVB POEMS ... ... ... ... ... .. . ... ROJUillT BROWNING 

THB BEIIEDIOTIIIB OBDBB ... ... ... ... CARDINAL NEWMAN 

IBSAIIE AND LILIES ... ... . .. ... .. . JOHN RUSKJH 

IIISOELLAR.EOUS POB•S ... ... .. . ... ... CJWU.Jill KINOSLBY 

01/Nr v ... ,. follt-
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Recent Library Novels 
Crowa 8'fo, Cloth, 7a. 6d. aet. With J•cket1 ia Three Coloun 

TBB ABLB ••LA UGBLI.I (lOOIA Thotu~Biwlattd MAaOAUT WILION tJI1IIl A.urteG) 
WUT OJ' TBB WATER TOWBB ••• .•• ••• ..• ••• Houmt Caoy 
THE •IISIRG •ILLIO. ••• ••• ••• ••• ••• EooAa W ALI.Aa 
Bll LADY IBCRBTAB'f ••• ••• ••• ••• ••• }OHN L . CARTP.B 
A DEAL 1• LKTTBBI ••• ••• ... ... ••• FRED M. Wmn 
•A•'f E•GAGBMERTI ••• ... ... ... ... J. S. F'LncHD 
TBB VALLB'f OJ' LID ... ... -· ••• ... GIORGI GooDCHILD 
THE BABBIRGTORS (J IBSSA•Y ... ••• ••• Mas. GEOmtn SULMAN 
TBBBB WAS A VEIL ... ... . .. ... ... EMvu IJU MoaaiiON 
A BRJLLIART IUIOR ... ... .. • ... ••• ... NAT GoULD 
TBB GREY PBARTOM ... . .. ... ... ... HDMAN LANDoN 
TBB TBDLETO. CAIB ... ... ••• ... VICTOR L. WBITECHURCB 
THE BBOWR BOOK ••• ... ... ... ••• • •• J. B. H.wtii-BURLAND 
&o•a PLACB ••• .. . ... ... ••• ••• ... GIOROI W. OGDEN 
COOMER ALl ••• ••• .., ... ••• ••• ••• S. B. H. HUJtST 
DBA OGBT OJ' BTBBRIT'f ••• ••• ••• ••• ••• • •• H. M . EoBIRT 
PALS J'IBIT ••• ••• ••• ... ••• ... FRANCIS PIRRY ELLIOTt' 
BLOOD •oRE'f ... ••• ... ... ... ... CECIL H. SULLIVANT 
•a APPLJ:TOR AWAKBI ••• . .. ••• • .• LIIL18 BDUIIIPORD ("PAN") 
THE WAY OJ' SACBIJ'ICE ... ..• ... ... ••• E. A1.MAZ STOUT 
THE IlKS YE DO (FilM 1hortly by Stoll)... ... ... J9om INJ1 MoiUUSON 
THE WILD J'LAMB ••• ••• ••• ... ... . .• WJNmUID Duo 
BYBLYR ••• ••• ... ••• ... ••• ALia (J CLAUDE AsDw 
CAPTAIRI OJ' IOOLI... ••• ..• ••• •.• ••• Eoo.Ail WALI.Aa 
TBB BED •oo• ••• ••• ••• ••• ••• • •• J. B. H.wus-BUIU.AND 
BEATIBG THE J'AVOUBITB ••• •.• ••• ••• ••• NAT GoULD 
•ARY OJ' .ARY LOVES ... ... ... ... ... • •• AMY J. BAKEil 
MURIEL WIBI TBROOGB ... ••• ... ... ... . •• GUY TBoRN8 
THE IOBOOL OJ' VIRTUE ... ... ... . .. ... VIOLET TwDIDAU 
IJ' RICHES IROBEASB ... .•• ... ... VICTOR L. WRJTIICHUilCB 
TBB CURTAIIIS OJ' SOLO.OR ... ... . .. ... M.uuoN OsMOND 
TBB BBST HOLLOW .YSTBRY .. . . . . ... . .. RDICCA N. PoRTER 
0 UTGOIIIG TIDES • • • .. .. . •.• ••• MARY TYRWHJTr-DRAD 
THE GIRL Ill THE FOG ... .. . ..• . .. ... }OSI!PH GoLLoMB 
TBB UKE-BBLIEYB LOVBB ... ... •.. . .. • .. ALia EvsTACI 

MY LORD CARDIIIAL ... . .. ... ... CHABLIS BRUNTON KNIGHT 
TBB PURPLE TRIDBIIT ... ... .. . . .. ... CHARLES WHITTON 
FIRST Ill TBB FIELD ... ... . .. .. . ... ... NAT GoULD 
TBB MERCIFUL DARKIIBSS . .. ... ... EDMUND B. D' AUVERQIU 

TBRO' BA WSB PIPE TO CABUf DOOR ••• ... ••• ... LADY }INKINS 
THE YOUIIG PITOBBB (31. &d. net) ... ... . .. ••• ZAN8 GUY 
UBGOT'S PBOGRBSI (Sia 6d. net) •.• •.• ... DOUGLAS GoLDIUNO 
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