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PREFACE 

ONE of the stories included in this volume is 
the worst I have ever written. The critics, if 
they trouble to read them, which I doubt, for 
I am a critic myself, will not know which it is. 
They will say that several are so bad that it is 
impossible to tell. 

But you, not being a critic, will know, just as 
I know. 

I have included it, in spite of its manifest faults, 
because it helps to cover a vast ground of partly
explored phenomena with which, to-day, the 
world is gradually getting familiar. 

All the stories printed here were originally 
published in Britannia and Eve, one of the most 
enterprising of our monthly magazines. 

" I will write you a short story a month," I 
said to Jesse Heitner, the editor, " but you must 
order them. I cannot write on spec." 

He took the chance. 
They seemed to puzzle the staff. Mter reading 

the first, they called it "Studies in Psychology, 
Number 1." For months they included them, 
in the index, among the "Articles." Perhaps 
they thought them too unusual to be fiction, too 
extraordinary to be anything but fact. 

Besides, who was I, a mere journalist, someone 
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must have asked, that I should be put among the 
" authors," people who made things up ? 

" Is your article ready yet ? " they used to ask 
on the telephone. 

I did not protest, for months, that I was a 
fully-fledged author now .••• 

Anyway, they published them. 
No-one uttered a word of praise. No-one 

wrote in, so far as I heard, and said, " Stop that 
fellow!" 

So I went on. 
There was one strange reaction. I heard that 

the story was going round that, " When he was 
in Palestine, Swalfer saw Jesus ! " 

Characteristically-it is a way I have-I started 
the story, "The Mirage Of God," with my 
favourite " I," and so some people read it 
as meaning that the " business man " into 
whose mouth I put the story was the author 
himself! 

Yet, how much of " The Mirage Of God " is 
true of my own experience ? I would not like 
to say. In it, I have dramatised a good many 
of my own feelings during my never-to-be
forgotten pilgrimage to Palestine. It was, I 
believe, an experience not so uncommon as 
you might think. 

I dictated the stories one by one, on the days 
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they were due at the printer's, and on going 
through the proofs of this book I did. no more 
than alter a few words. 

The ideas nearly all came, automatically it 
would seem, just before I began to put them into 
words, beginning and end and middle, all at once. 

Now, how much of it all is based on fact? 
I have spent a great part of over ten years, 

now, on what some people call psychical research. 
In consequence, I can personally vouch for the 
reality of much of the phenomena described in 
the stories. 

As regards "Dogs Know," which I put first 
merely because it is a story told by a dog, and love 
of dogs is a great part of my life, there would 
seem to be evidence that animals are what is 
called " psychic." You may not believe it, but 
that does not worry me. 

As for the rappings described in " A Modem 
Hamlet," well, have you never heard on your 
wall raps that no water~pipe or gas or trick of 
the climate could explain? Edgar Wallace once 
jeered at mine, heard some of his own, and then 
publicly recanted. " I will never laugh at spirits 
again," he said. 

" The Old Woman Who Knew " is a record, 
in narrative form, of a good deal of teaching about 
the life beyond the grave that has poured through 
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mediums all over the world. I do not expect 
you to credit it. 

The essential parts of the story told by a judge 
in ''That Ye Be Not Judged" could be dupli
cated by many experiences vouched for by my 
friend Dr. Carl Wickland who, in Los Angeles, 
treats cases of obsession by psychic means. If 
you are interested, read his book, Thirty Years 
Among the Dead. I could tell of two cases 
in my own investigations. 

Have you ever tried the planchette ? 
Thousands have done so. Many, to say the 
least, have been puzzled. In " The Planchette 
Laughs/' I merely carry the known into the 
realms of the speculative. 

The Churches talk glibly of "ministering 
angels/' but do not believe them. John Wesley 
preached about them as a reality. If" The Ever
lasting Arms " is nonsense, well, let us make an 
end of Religion. 

" The Trumpet Sounds," imaginary though it 
is, makes liberal use of an experience of my own
the hearing of a genuine supernormal voice during 
a seance at which Dennis Bradley and I were 
sitting, " for fun," with a former medium who 
we knew had descended to habitual fraud. In 
this case, no-one was so surprised as the 
" medium " himself I 
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When you come to " When Men Talk Truth," 
try and understand that many parsons know, 
to-day, much more than they dare to preach. I 
know it because they have told me. 

In "Eternal Triangle," I deal with reincarna
tion, in which I do not believe. It would seem 
to be an open question. I do not see the logic 
of the theory, although it is the faith of many 
intelligent people of my own acquaintance. 

Do you believe in inspiration ? I write of it 
in" The Wrong Sort of Story." Alfred Noyes, 
the poet, does. So does Cosmo Hamilton, the 
dramatist. So, to a degree, did Hall Caine. I 
could quote many others. • • • 

"The World's Lover Smiles" is about clair
voyance, a very commonly-possessed form of 
mediumship. You may have seen it. You may 
possess the gift yourself. 

Then, in " Her Last 'Messiah,'" I dramatise 
something I know to be true-that the end of 
this life and the beginning of the next are so 
much a part of each other that, for a time, some 
people do not know which one they are living. 

Now, after reading all this, you know whether 
to read the stories or not. If I were you, I 
would now shut the book up-and throw it 
away. 

You see, if you know anything much that you 
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shouldn't, you are wiser than this. If you do 
not, it is " wicked." 

If some parsons had their way, this book would 
be specially dealt with by the Disaffection Bill, 
if it becomes law ...• They will not realise that 
my evidence is largely on their side-and that 
millions welcome it in place of their theories, 
assertions and appeals to" Authority." 

fiANNEN SWAFFER. 
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DOGS KNOW 

I .AM a dog, and my name is Punch. Sometimes 
people have asked me what sort of a dog I am. 
I do not know. Nobody seems to know. I 
am just a dog. 

But there are lots of things I can tell you. 
Why are men so silly? Why are there so 

many things they do not understand ? 
Now, my Mistress says my Master is dead. 

But He is not dead. I am always telling her so. 
But she will not understand. She just cries and 
looks sad. 

It all happened in a very funny way. 
When I was a small dog, there were several 

of us, and so all but one were going to be 
drowned. But as no one had the courage to put 
us in the water, they chose one of us because 
he was fatter than the others and kept him, and 
then left the others lying about in the street 
outside. We all crawled away, in different 
directions. I saw one of my brothers picked up. 

I crawled about for a little time and then 
smelled some food. I followed the smell, and 
then sat on a mat outside a door. 

A woman opened it soon after and said, " Oh, 
what a poor little dog!" and took me inside. I 
have been there ever since. 
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I was not really a poor little dog, but I had 
managed to look like one. I soon learned that, 
whenever I wanted anything, I had only to look 
like a poor little dog. Then I got it. I think it is 
the people who are poor. But they do not know. 

In the evening, my Master came home, and I 
saw Him for the first time. 

I do not know what He is, but He is some
body very important. 

" You must be tired, dear," they said to Him, 
and brought out some slippers, and sat Him in a 
chair. 

Then I crept from under the chair and looked 
at Him. He looked at me and said, " Hullo, 
old fellow." Then I loved Him always. 

Ever since, I have always sat near Him when 
He has been at home. He talks to me and I 
talk back. 

But, although I can understand what He says, 
it seems too funny to me that He does not know 
when I reply. 

Men people do not know, but, when dogs 
love them, they do not have to hear the words 
they say. They can tell it all by what they 
think. We cannot tell men that, but we know 
it. We try to tell them, but they are so silly 
they will not understand. 
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Nor do they know why they love us so. The 
real reason is that, as we go by their thoughts, 
and not by the sounds that come from their 
mouths, we understand them much better than 
anybody else. Often they think one thing and 
say another. We know what they think. So 
we know. And, when you know, you love 
Him. 

Master is very important. He used to bring 
home large papers and read them by the fire and 
worry. Sometimes Mistress would say, "Shall 
we get through it ? " I used to hear words 
like " crisis " and " business." Month by month 
Master used to get greyer and seem more tired 
when He came home, and He used to sit and 
worry more. 

But, all the time, I would be by His chair or 
even up on His lap. He would sit thinking for 
hours, merely saying now and then, "Dear 
doggie." 

When Master was not at home, Mistress used 
to tell people how worried He was about 
" affairs," and how brave He was, and how the 
country depended upon Him. 

One day I tried to tell her that He was ill. 
I knew it. It was not the worry outside, but 
He was all tired inside. But she took no notice. 
I was quite clear about it. I barked every word 
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very dearly. But she merely said, " Do be 
quiet, Punch." 

Master got tireder and tireder. Then, one 
terrible day, when I tried to get into His bed
room to wake Him up, as usua1, they would not 
let me in. 

Then a tall man came, looking very serious, 
and went inside. For days the door was shut, 
except that they opened it quietly every now and 
then, but always kept me out. Every time I 
tried to tell them that I wanted to go inside, 
that I would be very quiet, they got angry, and 
at last I was shut in the kitchen. 

People used to call and ask how Master was. 
Then Mistress began to cry. All the time, I 
knew that Master was inside the room and that 
He wanted me. But they would not let me inside. 

Then, one night, nobody went to bed. Some
times they crept in and out of the bedroom, but 
all the rest of the time they sat crying. 

Then Master stood beside me and said, " Hullo, 
Punch; I'm better now." His face shone. The 
grey lines had gone. He did not look tired any 
more. 

I barked with delight. :fie sat down in a 
chair and I crept up beside Him. It seemed 
funny, though. There was more room in the 
chair than usual. 
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"Tell them it's all right, Punch," He said. 
I ran out to Mistress and barked away with 

delight. 
" Come in, Master wants you," I said. 
But someone slapped me and said, " Do be 

quiet, you naughty dog ! " 
So I went back and talked to Master. 
"Tell them it's all right, Punch," He said. 
I kept on barking, but every time I barked, I 

was slapped. 
When I looked round again, Master was not 

there. I did not see Him go. But suddenly He 
was not there. I looked all around, went in all 
the rooms. But He was not there. 

Well, all this time Mistress was crying. Then 
people began to call, and say " How dreadful! " 

I wondered what was dreadful. 
I was so glad, now that I could see Master 

again and talk to Him, and not be shut out of 
the room where He was lying. I kept on 
barking my joy. But they always slapped 
me. 

" Be quiet, Punch," someone said. " Don't 
you know your Master is dead ? " 

I did not know what they meant. I only 
knew that for days I had been talking to my 
Master again and that He looked quite well and 
so happy, and was smiling. 

B 
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Then a lot of flowers were brought. I 
smelled them, but then they slapped me again, 
and said, "Punch, keep away from those wreaths." 

I did not know why I had to keep away from 
such lovely flowers. But everything I did was 
wrong. When I had barked before, people used 
to say how happy I was. Now, every time I 
barked, I was slapped. But I went on barking, 
telling them I was so happy that Master was 
well again. 

Then they came out of Master's bedroom 
carrying a big box. Four men , carried it, and 
they took it down the stairs. Then I saw that 
Mistress was dressed in black and that a lot of 
people had called, all of them in black. Most 
of the ladies were crying, and the men looked 
very sad. 

Then I saw Master standing beside me. 
" Ask them what all this fuss is about, Punch/ ' 

He said. "Tell them not to cry." 
I barked to tell them, and then I was slapped 

again and pushed on one side. 
" Go on, Punch, tell them I am here," said 

Master. He was smiling, and He looked-oh, 
so happy I 

"Tell them all the pain has gone, and that 
I am with them still," He said. 

I barked it all, word by word. But I was 
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slapped for every bark I made. So I ran down 
the stairs. 

Outside there was a large crowd, and carriages, 
and lots of flowers in coaches. 

Master came down with me and said, " Come 
on, Punch I We will go too." 

They all got into carriages, and I walked 
behind. No one noticed me because they were 
all crying so. But Master walked by me. 

" \\'11at are they all crying for, Punch ? " He 
said. "You and I are not crying. Tell them 
not to be so silly." 

But it was no good trying to tell anybody. 
All along the streets, crowds were gathered. 
And all the people took off their hats. 

" \\nat a lot of fools, Punch," said Master. 
"Don't they know I am here? Why do they 
suddenly get sorry now ? Lots of them dis 4 

liked me before. Why do they all take off 
their hats now ? " 

We walked miles along the streets, and there 
were crowds all the way. Master laughed all 
the time and said, " Good old Punch 1 You 
and I know. But what a lot of fools the others 
are I" 

All the people saw me, and all of them seemed 
to wonder what I was doing, walking behind. 
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" Look at that dog 1 " they said. 
No one seemed to notice Master. It was a 

funny day. 
Then we came to a place where there were 

some boys wearing white, and they started to 
sing. We went in a small building, so small 
that only a few people could get in. , The ones 
who were crying most seemed to get inside. 
They carried the box in. And a man in white 
said a lot of words. And the more he said, the 
more people cried. 

" Tell them to stop it," said Master. " Tell 
them to stop crying. Tell them it's all wrong. 
Tell them I am here with you." 

I barked to tell them. Then they kicked me 
outside, and I had to hide among all the people. 

Master came with me and shquted, "Don't 
kick him, you fools. The dog has got more 
sense than you have. . . . Come on, Punch, 
let's get away from them." 

He started walking home, and I went with 
Him. Then, when I looked round, He had 
gone. I got in the house and waited. Some 
time later the people came home, and they beat 
me and said," You dreadful dog!" 

So I hid under a chair. It was no good telling 
anybody anything. The world is a silly place. 

\V'1len Mistress came home, she sat in a chair 
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and went on crying for hours. I crept up near 
her, but every time she pushed me away. 

"Go away, you dreadful dog 1" she said. 
" Don't you know that Master is dead ? " 

I barked back, asking her what she meant, 
and then I was thrown out of the room. 

They kept me in the kitchen for days after 
that, and no one spoke to me. But Master used 
to come and see me. 

The maids went on with their work just as 
though He were not there. No one took any 
notice. I could not understand it at all. 

"Tell them to tell Mistress I am here, Punch," 
He said. 

But every time I barked they beat me. That 
has been going on for days and days. It is 
dreadful. I used to be such a favourite. Every
one used to say, " What a darling dog l '' 

Master comes to see me often, and I sit on a 
chair beside Him for hours at a time, just as I 
did before. Sometimes He talks to me, just as 
He used to, in what He thinks is dog talk. But 
nearly always He keeps on saying, '' Go on, 
Punch, tell them I am here. Tell Mistress not 
to cry. Tell them I shall always be here. Tell 
Mistress that whenever she wants me I will come 
in a minute. Tell her I can help her more 
now-more than I could before I was ill." 
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Very often I walk up to her chair and pull her 
skirt to tell her that Master is standing beside 
me. But she does not seem to see Him. Some
times He strokes her hair. But she does not seem 
to feel. Sometimes He kisses her. But she does 
not seem to know. She just cries or looks sad. 

I do not understand it. 
Master and I are perfectly happy when we 

are alone. I just talk to Him and He talks to 
me. All that is just the same as before. 

But then, after a long time of that, He says, 
" Go on, Punch I Tell them." 

Then I get slapped again. 
I feel I have something so very important to 

tell Mistress, or Master would not keep on 
telling me to say it. But no one will listen. 

They only say I am a silly dog or else a naught}' 
dog. 

How can I be a naughty dog when Master is 
so happy? 

I asked another dog about it one day, when 
someone brought him to tea. All he said was, 
" Oh, Men fools do not know anything. You 
and I know. The best thing to do is to keep 
it to ourselves. Then they give us cake." 

But I do not want cake. I want to tell Mistress, 
so that she can be happy again, as happy as I am. 

\Vhat is a dog to do ? 
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THERE came a rap on the wall, and then another, 
and then a thlrd. • . • 

I went on reading. Then there came another rap. 
I took a sudden interest. 
The wall was just an ordinary one. There 

was nothing behind it but a passage, on which 
nothing hung. There were no pipes inside it 
and no ·wires. I knew, because we had built 
the house ourselves. 

In spite of all that, I examined the passage 
and, in the silly way people try to prove or 
disprove something, made raps myself on the 
~·all with my knuckles. 

Then, forgetting it again, I went on reading. 
Once again there came a rap. 

Some time afterwards I went to bed, and 
then, in the night, woke up and started thinking 
of the raps. 

I had read about raps in some book downstairs, 
so, because I could not sleep, I went down and 
found the volume, and went through it. It was 
one of those many books, which pour out from 
the printing presses every year, on Spiritualism, 
a tl:1.ing I had always laughed at more or Jess, 
although every now and then I had read 'With 
gr(:at interest something to do 'With the subject. 

II 
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Then I found in the book that what is called 
Spiritualism all began with some rapping on a 
window-pane in America eighty years before, 
rapping by means of which a murdered pedlar 
was said to have proved how he died, and 
where he was buried in the cellar underneath 
the house. 

Now I must tell you that, except for the ser
vants, I was alone in the house. My father had 
died a year before and, because he had not 
altered his will since I was a child, I now found 
myself dependent upon my mother, who, taking 
advantage of the new law, had married my 
father's brother. 

I had been brought up to considerable wealth, 
not trained for anv~rofession, and more or less 
unfitted to leave ' > and start in the distressed 
circumstances following the War. 

I did not like the new conditions. My father 
had idolised me and would have left me with an 
income of my own, I know, but for the fact 
that, in the way men do, he had left his will 
unaltered. 

We all expect that everybody is going to die 
except ourselves. . .. . 

Well, then, he was taken ill and died one day 
rather suddenly. The doctor was more or less 
puzzled by his collapse, but this he explained by 
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saying that he had been working too hard for 
years. My mother and I closed his eyes in 
death and buried him. 

"Don't worry about the will," she said. "I 
shall look after you." 

But then there happened a strange thing, 
which would surprise any son. Rather quickly, 
she married my uncle, who now, as a consequence, 
was the master of the house in which I felt more 
or less an intruder. 

They had gone away on a long honeymoon 
and so I was alone. Every now and then I 
would resent the new conditions, and then I 
would remember that women are women, even 
if they are mothers, and that my mother had as 
much right to choose her own life as anybody else. 

While they were away, I used to mope about 
the house, reading a great deal, sitting around, 
going out occasionally for a lonely walk, dread
ing rather, although I was tired of my isolation, 
the time of a return which would impose upon 
me a new restriction. 

I did not welcome the sight of someone else 
sitting in my father's chair, occupying his place 
at table, giving orders to servants who had 
served our family for years. 

I know I ought to have gone out and done 
something for myself, but I did not. 
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Then this rapping started. 
Well, in the book I saw that, by discovering a 

code, a whole string of messages had been 
received from something, or somebody, who 
would seem to have proved to lots of people 
that he was a man, that he was a pedlar who 
had been murdered. Anyway, someone had 
certainly been buried mysteriously in that house, 
for the bones were discovered many years 
afterwards. 

What was the code, I wondered ? I had heard, 
but dismissed the idea more or less with scorn, 
that two for " No " and three for " Yes " were 
rough-and-ready signals. I had heard, too, that 
people who put their hands on tables got move
ments which spelled out words. But what was 
the code? 

Well, anyway, I went to sleep again and, in 
the morning, the matter was once more dis
missed from my mind. 

Then, in the evening, there came another rap, 
and then another. Now and then the raps got 
louder. In spite of myself I began to talk to 
them. 

" Is there anyone there ? " I asked. 
Three taps came in quick succession, with a 

solemn sort of pause in between. 
" Do you want to speak to me ? " I asked. 
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Once again there came three taps. 
" Do I know you ? " 
Again three taps insisted. 
Now what else was I to do? There seemed 

some sort of intelligence in the signals. They 
stopped when I asked no further questions. 

They answered only when I asked. 
Then, almost by chance it would seem, I 

blundered across a code. 
" Will you rap once for A ? " I said, " two 

for B and so on, right through the alphabet
twenty-six for Z ? " 

I did not expect anything to happen, except 
that I thought there might be three for " Yes " 
again, and this I heard. 

" Will you spell out your name ? " I asked. 
Then a long rapping began. I counted the 

number of the sounds. There came eighteen 
before the rappings stopped. I moved my 
fingers quickly on my knee to count as far as 
eighteen in the alphabet, and found it was R. 

" Do you mean R ? " I asked. 
Three taps replied. 
Then there came an I and a C, nine and then 

three, and it went on until, to my surprise, my 
own name, Richard Thompson, was spelled 
out. 

" Do you mean me ? '' I asked. 
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Then, for the first time, there came two raps, 
apparently a " No." 

Then suddenly I remembered that Richard 
Thompson was also my father's name. 

Instantly there poured into my mind a maze 
of memories of my father, a host of experiences 
that we had shared. :Mixed with them was in
credulity and a mocking sense of cynicism. 
Here was I, a sane man, sitting in a comfortable 
expensive chair in a lavishly furnished house, 
almost on the verge of believing that I was 
talking to a ghost. 

I did not believe in ghosts, nor had I any 
ideas of a fixed kind about people living on or 
merely dying off. I had been brought up in 
a church, of course, but only in the ordinary 
careless kind of way, and I merely knew that, 
when people died, they sang hymns and prayed 
and soon forgot them as a rule. 

But then, in spite of myself, I asked, " Do you 
mean you are my father ? " 

Then, to my amazement, there came on the 
wall a long series of taps, with intervals in 
between which spelled out, according to my 
code, " Hamlet, I am thy father's ghost." 

" What nonsense l " I thought. 
If this was indeed my father's spirit-and 

several people had accepted evidence of this 
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kind, I knew : scientists of all sorts and hard
bitten, materialistic kinds of men-why should 
my first attempt to speak to a man I mourned be 
burlesqued by a phrase which, taken from the 
greatest of Shakespeare's plays, was sometimes 
used in conversation as a joke ? 

I remembered that actors, when drawing their 
salary, said, "The ghost walks," this because of 
the fact that, of all the great plays they knew, 
"Hamlet" was the greatest, and a ghost walked 
in that. 

" Will the ghost walk to-night ? " was in 
Hamlet's mind, and sometimes the poor devils 
of actors had thought the same thing about their 
salaries. 

Then it dawned on me. Hamlet's mother had 
married her husband's brother I So had my 
mother. Hamlet had seen his father's ghost 
upon the battlement, and held converse with 
him. And here was I, almost on the verge of 
believing that I was doing the same thing I 

Then the rapping began by itself. This time 
it spelled out dramatic words : 

"Hamlet's father was murdered. So was I." 
I neatly leapt from my chair. 
" \Vhat do you mean ? " I said. 
There came no answer. 
I sat there for an hour or more, and every 
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few minutes I asked the wall questions. But 
still no answer came. I went out into the night 
and, though it was raining, walked for miles. 
And all the time there conflicted in my mind two 
stories which met every now and then, and then 
had to part because of the differences. 

Hamlet's father had been murdered by his 
brother, who had then married the widow and 
succeeded to the throne. 

What did that mean to me ? 
There poured into my mind all the dislikes 

of the man who had taken my father's place. I 
remembered that I had never trusted him. No, 
" trusted " was not quite the word. But he 
seemed so different from his brother. He used 
to call on regular occasions, and I knew he had 
come for money. I did not consciously dislike 
him, because I had scarcely exchanged with him 
more than a few passing words, and then at 
intervals. 

That was until the wedding, when, naturally, 
I resented his presence by my mother's side, 
every detail of the ceremony. 

That was natural prejudice, of course, I argued. 
No son likes to see anybody step into his father's 
place. It was a resentment that I had to con
quer, if only for my mother's sake. 

And all the time, too, I was wondering-



A MODERN HAMLET 19 

" Shall I hear any more ? Will the wall be 
silent now, or will it speak again ? " 

Next morning I went and sat in the same 
chair, staring at the wall. I spoke to it. It was 
silent. I spoke louder. Still no answer came. 
I shouted. There was not a sound. 

Then I walked out alone, my mind a conflict 
of angry, frightened, reminiscent feelings. 

But then, that evening again, about the same 
time it had occurred before, the rapping began 
again. 

How tedious it was ! I was so impatient. 
How angry I got when I guessed that W had to 
come and I had to wait for twenty-three taps 
before the letter was confirmed. 

Now and then, in my haste, I would guess 
the end of the word, wrongly. Sometimes, if I 
guessed right, it would stop and rap " Yes " to 
shorten it. But when, for instance, I had got 
" whe " and I guessed that an N was coming, I 
said " Yes, when," to shorten the agony of 
waiting-usually the word was not what I 
guessed-it went on relentlessly spelling not 
" when " but " where." 

That night will always be remembered in my 
life. 

I sat in the chair for what seemed hours, 
listening to rappings that went on. They filled 
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me with awe. They forced upon me a feeling 
of calamity, of doubt, of terror. For the rap
pings told me that my father had been murdered 
by his brother ! 

I had, of course, thought about that for hours, 
forcing myself, however, to conclude that all 
that had come because of the Hamlet name that 
had been spelled. 

But, in long insistent narrative, there now 
came from the wall the rapped-out story of how, 
one night, when my father was lying very ill, 
his brother, who was sitting in the room with 
him, had opened the window, that he had left 
it open for two hours, letting in icy air, and 
then closed it. 

In the morning, all that was known was that 
my father's condition was so much more serious 
that, a few hours afterwards, he died. 

Now, mind you, I did not believe this. I 
could not believe it. .Besides, here was my 
father's brother, comfortably married to his 
sister-in-law, enjoying the sunshine of her favours, 
well off, most safely circumstanced. 

The doctor's certificate was signed and the 
body was buried, and if it were exhumed, well, 
there would be nothing to show. 'Why, I could 
not even challenge my uncle. I could not say 
a word. 
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\\nat was I to do ? There could be no 
murder trial. There could be no punishment. 
There could be only the brealcing up of a home. 

Besides, suppose it were not trrn. 
Yet how could I live in that house again ? I 

should betray myself. Not that I believed it. 
But I should show doubts, and fears, and hos
tility, and suspicion and, in a few weeks, aggra
vate a condition which would force me to leave 
home. 

" I must pull myself together," I said. 
Then I remembered all the calamity that 

followed Hamlet's discovery, how, overcome by 
similar doubts and fears, he had staged a play 
scene in the hope that his uncle would betray 
himself. 

Yes, that was all very well. But the end of 
" Hamlet " was wholesale death, poison, a duel, 
just tragedy. 

No good had come because Hamlet's father 
had walked the battlement. What good could 
come of this ? \Vny had the " dead " disturbed 
me so? 

\\"'as I always to be the victim, as Hamlet had 
been, of doubts and fears ? Why, to this day, 
Shakespearean scholars argued as to whether 
Hamlet were mad or not ! Was I to be thought 
mad ? \\ere the servants to look on me sus-

c 
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piciously, as Polonius and the rest had looked 
on Hamlet ? Were there to be nudges around 
me behind my back for years ? 

The rappings stopped before I had asked any 
questions about that. 

Yet I went on talking to the wall myself. 
" \Vhy did you start all this ? " I said. " Why 

not leave me alone ? It isn't fair." 
It was the next night that I got instructions. 

Again at the same hour the rappings restarted. 
· " Make him listen to my raps ! " was spelled 
out, word by word. 

" What do you mean ? " I said. 
" Set him where you sit, and give him the 

code." 
Here was a play scene, you see, staged not by 

living actors, but by a ghost I Two men were 
to be the spectators, two people only, and the 
only actor was to be a knocking on the wall ! 

I cannot remember all that happened in the 
days that followed. Now and then I looked for
ward to the return of the newly-married pair with 
eagerness. Sometimes I was afraid even of 
myself. 

I began to feel, just. as Hamlet did, more 
moody and still more wretched. 

I found myself walking about, as he did, 
soliloquising-yes, reciting quotations from his 
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speeches .... "But for the fear of something 
after death," "the undiscovered country," odd 
phrases that I recalled. I began to feel like 
Hamlet. I would stare moodily into the fire 
for hours. 

The rapping had stopped by now. I talked 
to the wall night after night, but never got a 
sound. 

Well, I had had my orders, I supposed, and 
that was the end of it. 

It was with almost brutish eagerness that I 
kissed my mother when they did return. I wel
comed my new father with a hand-shake, the 
vigour of which must have surprised him. 

Well, anyway, the end of all my anxiety had 
come. It was better to have a violent outburst 
about it all than that these fears and doubts 
should stop in my mind. 

\Vhile we ate, I talked eagerly of passing things 
that had happened. My excitement was such 
that I spoke of trifles as though they had been 
great events. 

My mother seemed glad to see me in what she 
thought was such a good mood. My stepfather 
was trying to be friendly, I knew. 

Then, when my mother had gone up to bed 
alone, I knew that the great hour had come. 

\Y/ e were at last together, the two of us, in the 
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room in which had come the great revelation, or 
where I had been the victim of what I sometimes 
still thought was imagination, but which I could 
not test. 

Then, gradually, I got the subject round. 
It was dark, for we had not lit the lamps, but 

were sitting merely by a dying £.re. 
It took me half an hour, perhaps, to prepare 

the stage. I excused myself to him for believing 
it, but said that, while he had been away, there 
had been strange rappings on the wall. Had he 
ever heard such things ? 

I did not, of course, accept them, but they 
were remarkable. They had spelled out a name 
and told me things. 

" How ? " he asked. 
And then I told him the code. 
" Sit in that chair," I said, and I set him facing 

the wall in a low armchair in front of me. I 
could not see his face. I did not want to see 
his face. I merely sat behind him. 

" Ask if there is anyone there," I said. " H 
there is, it may answer with three raps. Then 
.ask who it is. One rap is for the letter A and 
so on, as I told you." 

Then, thrill of thrills, the rapping began. I 
sat in the dark for half an hour perhaps. It may 
have been more. It may have been less. But 
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the same pitiless story that I had heard was 
rapped out, letter by letter and word by word. 

This time, though, it did not say " I was 
murdered," but " You murdered me." It did 
not say " He opened the window," but " You 
opened the window." 

Not a sound came from the chair in front of 
me. I wanted to strike a light and push it in 
my uncle's face and look, but I did not dare. 

The rapping went on, accusing, challenging, 
pitilessly. 

Then it stopped. 
I waited. Time passed, but how long I 

cannot say. 
I waited. That was all. 
Then, suddenly, I shouted. 
" What have you to say? " I asked. 
There came no answer. 
I struck a match and looked. 
My uncle was dead ! 
I shouted for the servants and we called a 

doctor in. 
"He has died of shock," said the doctor. " I 

treated him for his heart some months ago." 
So we buried him-and his secret. 
Or did we only bury, in his grave, my budding 

insanity? 
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I HAD no notion of going to sleep. Nor do I 
remember waking. I was in a sort of haze. 

And around me was neither distance nor space, 
for things that seemed far away were also very 
close at hand. 

Was it opium ? 
I had never taken any, nor, if I remembered, 

even held any in my hand. 
Was it a dream ? For everything seemed real 

although, at the same time, nothing seemed to 
have definite shape or substance. 

Time did not pass. There was none. It 
seemed like a mixture of all that had been and all 
that was to come. 

I stayed like this for a space I cannot measure. 
And I merely wondered. 

Then I heard a voice. 
" You are dead," said Something from Some

where. A being, or a force, it seemed like, that 
was present. And yet there was no one there. 

" You are dead." How could I be dead if 
there was behind me no memory of any dying ? 

Yet, though there was no distance, there seemed 
an infinity of space, and, though there seemed no 
time, it was both like a second and an eternity, 
both at once. 

z6 
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" You are dead." How could I be dead, for I 
seemed alive enough ? 

Then, somehow, I seemed to remember ha"ring 
known, at some time, that one day soon I was to 
die. Then, gradually, bit by bit and incident by 
incident, it all came back. 

I had lived, I remembered. I did not seem to 
ha\e married, nor to ha\e many friends. 

It gradually came to me that I had lived a 
number of years having neither been happy nor 
unhappy-that I had nothing to regret or to 
admire myself for. 

" You are dead." Yes, I suppose I was. 
And then I recalled how I had been uken ill, 

and that I had lain on a bed for weeks, and then 
forgotten everything. 

\\'ell, if I was dead, what was this place that I 
was in ? It did not look much like Heaven, and 
it did not seem to be Hell. 

Those were the only places that I had ever 
heard of as being the places you went to when 
you died. I do not believe it, though, but that 
was taught me when I had been young. 

I remembered that thousands had believed it, 
and that thousands had not. 

\\'ell, here I was-dead. 
:t\othing seemed to happen much until, sud

den! r, there flashed in my mind the memory of a 
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man I had seemed to know years or eterruties 
before. Then I remembered that, years before 
me, he had died. 

I wished I could see him. And, as suddenly 
as I wished, he was there before me ! I did not 
seem to travel to him. Nor did he seem to 
come to me. 

I wished-and there he was. 
He did not say anything. He did not move. 

No sound came from his mouth, but, without 
speaking, he seemed to tell me all there was to 
tell. 

Then I realised that he was thinking to me, 
and, without using my ears, or hearing a sound, 
I could understand it all quite well as he thought 
it. Yes, he told me that I was dead, that I must 
not be disturbed about it, that there was not very 
much to worry about, and that I was very lucky 
in the sense I had found somebody who could , 
tell me where I was. 

According to him there were thousands of 
people who remained dead for years, some for 
centuries, in fact, without knowing they were 
dead, because, when they were told that they 
were, they would not believe it. 

" They came over here,'' he said, " expecting 
a final heaven and a final hell, and with fixed 
minds as to what things are like after death. 
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When they die they absolutely refuse to believe 
that they are doing anything else but dream. And 
so they are quite helpless. They wander through 
space all alone, the victims of their own prejudice. 

'' Let me take you round," he went on. " I 
wish I had known that you were going to die, 
for then I should have met you, just as though, 
in some foreign land, I would have done the 
same had I gone there first and then you had 
followed. The great advantage of having friends 
who passed on first is that they wait to meet you 
when it is your turn to come. They hover 
round your death·bed, waiting for your earth life 
to cease, and then, there they are, on the Other 
Side, one fleeting second away from you, waiting 
to stretch out a helping hand, waiting to explain." 

Then followed the most amazing experience of 
the two lives that now I have led. I was taken 
through vast spaces to what seemed to be places, 
although we did not travel. They seemed to come 
to us rather than that we seemed to go to them. 

I saw all at once all the places I had ever seen 
-thousands of them, tier on tier of them, miles 
and miles of them, although they all seemed to 
be in the same place. 

I went to what seemed to be all countries 
without travelling. I seemed to survey all races 
without moving a yard. 
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The infinite was understandable. Eternity 
became a second. The whole universe was in 
one spot. 

And then I was judged. 
I had always heard, as a boy, that there was a 

judgment waiting me. But I was judged in the 
sense that I had to judge myself, for there passed 
before me, in a ceaseless panorama, all that I had 
ever done and said before. 

And I saw it all in a new way. I had com
mitted several crimes. 

"We all do that," I had argued in my former life. 
I had spoken flippantly of the Ten Command

ments. 
" I have broken them all except one," I used 

to say. That one was the commandment, 
" Thou shalt not murder," and even of that I 
used to remark that I had broken it in the sense 
that, although I had not killed anybody myself, 
I had paid other people to fight in wars for me. 

And, as they had killed in order to save my 
life or my pocket, I was just as guilty as though I 
had bought a gun and shot a man in the street. 

But somehow, now, lots of the crimes seemed 
very unimportant. 

And yet, on the other hand, all sorts of things 
I had recorded as negligible, silly little lies, petty 
little selfishnesses, failures to do something which 
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I could have done, assumed a new aspect of 
importance. 

And I realised that, by being unkind one day, 
I had set into operation a series of incidents to 
which apparently there was no end. 

And I felt utterly sad and wretched, not 
because of a commandment which I had broken 
but because of a commandment which I had not 
helped to make. 

I was now the centre of a world which I had not 
improved. I remembered unpopular truths which 
I had not sought to champion and I saw them 
now neglected things, of importance to the 
future of the world. 

Then another voice spoke. It was beside me, 
and yet miles and miles away. It seemed to 
echo from the very beginning of time, and yet 
to speak as finality. 

" All that is the beginning, my son," it said. 
cc It cannot be wiped out. But the injury can 
be repaired. That will be your life here." 

Then I was taken, although I did not seem to 
go, above, and through, a series of universes, the 
last of which was so bright that it blinded my 
eyes, far from it though I seemed to be. 

I saw worlds where people were ever moving 
upwards. They were working. They were all 
active; they had all something very definite to do. 
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Then I knew that it was coming upon me as a 
sure and certain know ledge that I should earn 
my way, step by step, station by station, upwards, 
into a condition which I suppose was what we 
called " Paradise." 

I saw people from all the nations of the earth, 
separated no longer by colour or by speech, 
engaged in moving on. Some offered a hand to 
help. If someone lagged behind, there was a 
word of cheer. 

But, between them, they all moved upwards. 
The ones at the bottom seemed eternities away 

from the ones at the top. 
There were no harps. There were no trum

pets. There were no wings. And there was 
no throne. But, right at the end of it, there 
seemed to be a goodness so infinite that I trembled, 
I shuddered, and yet I hoped, with awe, at the 
very thought of it. 

Then around me there started argument. 
"How can it be proved?" a voice was saying. 
And I saw a man with an intellectual brow, 

with a cultured face, with an aspect that seemed 
to express all the education of the earth, uttering 
a protest. 

" How can you prove that I have lived 
before ? " he said. " I demand scientific proof of 
such an ainazing statement. I have no know-
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ledge of having lived. I am a scientist, and I 
demand that all statements shall be proved." 

" But I remember," said another voice. " I 
knew you on the earth." The speaker was an
other man almost of the same type. " Don't 
you remember ? " 

" I remember nothing of the sort," said the first 
voice. "I demand concrete facts, not assertions." 

And there was another man who seemed like a 
minister of some sort. He too was arguing. 

" I was one of the righteous,'' he said; " and, 
therefore, when I die I am going to heaven. As 
I am not in heaven I cannot be dead." 

And all around me was wrangling and argu
ment. 

Although I had not moved, I had come to a 
place where discussion seemed to have been 
going on for an eternity. 

People were telling other people that they 
were dead, but the others would not believe. 

Then again the scene changed. I was in a 
place where people were perfectly satisfied, and 
yet were never content. I saw a miser counting 
gold, and yet very angry because there was more 
than he could count. 

I saw an orator addressing a large crowd, and 
yet cross because they applauded him so much. 
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I saw an artist so efficient with his brush that 
he finished too quickly all the things he had to 
paint. 

And I saw men eating horribly, greedily and 
without ceasing, trying to keep pace with all the 
food that was being brought in, dish after dish, 
tray after tray, meal after meal. It was a place 
where all desire seemed to be killed because there 
was too much. 

Then I came to a place of tears, and this seemed 
to be the worst place of all. For there were people 
who sought to tell their friends, whom they had 
left behind, that there was nothing to worry about. 

They were happy, but they were unhappy · 
because they could not tell others how happy 
they were. 

They seemed to be mourning for friends 
who were still on the earth-mourning in the 
sense that they knew those on earth were 
mourning. 

They could see their relatives and their friends, 
very near to them in an earth life, weeping sad 
tears because they had gone ; and they themselves 
were weeping because, although they were with 
their friends, whom they had left behind, their 
friends did not know it or would not be told. 

In the middle of all this a small grey-haired 
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woman was talking. Her face was red, her eyes 
gleamed, her whole being gave out a sense of 
joyous exultation. 

" I have spoken to my son," she said. " He 
saw me. He heard my voice. I told him how 
happy I was. He understtnds, he knows." 

And then there arose a sound of argument all 
around. 

"Do not be silly," said another voice. "How 
can you communicate with the earth world ? 
You first have to prove that there is one." 

" I do not have to prove anything," said the 
little woman, beaming with her joy. "I know. 
As for you, why should I prove anything to one 
who will not understand ? " 

" But science says--" began another voice. 
" I do not know what science says," she replied, 

" and I do not care. When I was on the earth 
I learned that those who were said to be dead 
were not dead. I read how Someone had once 
told His followers: 'I shall be with you always 
until the end of the world,' and I knew that what 
was true of Him could be true of everybody. I 
knew that in God's mighty purpose there was no 
such thing as death. 

"I knew that prayer and knowledge together 
can conquer everything. And when they told 
me I was dying, and I saw the weeping all around 



36 WHEN MEN TALK TRUTH 

me, I said, ' I will come back and tell you.' And 
I have been back. 

" It does not matter what you say about it. 
It did not matter on the earth what you said. 
You denied it then. You have forgotten. You 
deny it now. People like you would always deny. 

" You might just as well deny an earthquake, 
or a thunderclap, or the setting of the sun, or the 
rising of the moon. A blind man denies the 
light because he has never seen it .... " 

And then I remembered ... 
On the earth I had heard arguments just J..ike 

that one. But they concerned the future. Now 
they concerned the past. 

All that seemed to happen years ago, except 
that, as there is no time, there are no years. 

I used to live in a world where people said 
that death was the end. Now those same people 
say that death was the beginning. 

And they argue about it, so that there is no 
ceasing of talk and wrangling. They want 
everything proved. 

Every now and then I see the old woman. 
" I have been talking to my son on the earth," 

she says. " One day he will join me." 
And the learned people mock at her and say 

that she is mad ! 
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You will find this statement of mine, after my 
death, with my private papers, my will, which, 
although I am a lawyer, I hope you will find in 
order, and some letters for friends which, I know, . 
you will see reach their destination. 

I ought to have told you all this before. I 
should have disclosed it to the world. I know all 
that. 

But, as you know, I am a man of reserve who 
never once in his life has been guilty of an 
indiscretion, and who throughout his career has 
been cautious. 

But when you find this I shall be dead. Only 
then have I the courage to ask you to make it 
public. 

You will remember how I was appointed a 
judge, and how the newspapers announced, only 
a few weeks afterwards, that, owing to ill
health, I had relinquished my appointment. My 
tenure of office was one of the shortest that was 
known. 

You yourself, as a friend, must have wondered 
how, although I had resigned on the ground of 
indisposition, I went on normally with my life. 

I was often asked about it. I always evaded 
the question, turning it away with a smile. 

D 37 
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Well, now at last you will know all about it. 
I want the rest of the world to know. 

I had served my party well in the House of 
Commons for years and then, when a judgeship 
fell vacant, it was o~ered to me in the way that, 
sometimes, judgeships are given to faithful 
politicians. 

I do not defend the practice. Nor do I con~ 
demn it. It seems to work as well as any other 
way. 

Indeed, as you know, one of the worst cases of 
jobbery in our lifetime resulted in the appoint
ment of a man who, in spite of harsh criticism at 
the time, proved one of the best judges who ever 
sat on the bench. On the other hand, men 
chosen only because of their legal distinction 
have sometimes turned out failures when they 
ceased to plead before other judges and became 
themselves judges on the bench. 

My life as a lawyer had been entirely confined 
to civil practice, Chancery disputes, and matters 
of that sort. I was also an authority on copy
right. Now and then I found myself leading in 
some very important commercial case where vast 
sums were involved. 

I was making, some years, as much as £z.o,ooo, 
when the Lord Chancellor sent for me and 
offered me a judgeship. Accepting this would 
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red~ce my income to £5,ooo a year. On the 
other hand, it offered me a position of great 
dignity, a knighthood, which, however, I could 
have obtained, because of my "political and 
public services," by asking for it, and five hours 
a day five days a week for part of the year on the 
bench, listening to evidence and guiding a jury. 

Well, as I was tired of the House of Commons 
and I had saved money, I accepted it. 

Then, for a few weeks, after going through 
dignified formulas, and being congratulated in 
court, I listened to several civil disputes, decided 
difficult points of law, summed-up to juries and 
delivered judgment. 

Then it came my turn to go on Assize.· De
cided by rota, all judges do it, as you know, 
whatever their previous training may have been. 
Anyway, criminal cases are usually the easiest. 

So, for the first time in my life, I found myself 
in a small city with a long calendar before me. 

Now, on the calendar was a murder case, one 
to which I paid no particular attention because it 
so happened that I had read the report of the 
police court case, a short one of a few lines. It 
seemed obvious to me that the man was guilty. 

It was just one of those cases of wife murder, 
an argument, it would seem, a blow, just one of 
those ordinary Saturday-night sort of quarrels 
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by no means unusual in working-class homes 
where there is drink or where there is grinding 
poverty. 

I scarcely mentioned it to the Grand Jury. 
They found a true bill and the case was left on 
the calendar for trial. 

Then, for two or three days, I found it my 
duty to preside over criminal trials of the usual 
type : thefts of all kinds, a case of arson, a brutal 
assault, and so on. 

Some of the prisoners were defended. Some 
pleaded guilty. Justice is supposed to have 
blinded eyes. I must confess that I peeped over 
the bandages and looked at the prisoners, and 
was as merciful as I felt I could be in the 
circumstances. 

Then, when all these were disposed of, there 
only remained the one charge of murder. The 
accused was a clerk named Alfred Wilkinson. 
It was to come before the court next morning. 

Then it began to worry me. I knew the formula, 
for I had read and heard about it all my life, how 
the judge carries in, as unostentatiously as he can, 
a black cap, laying it beside him, how the chap
lain is seated on the bench, waiting to pass a sort 
of benediction on the court's decision .... 

Every judge, unless he has been hardened by 
constant association with criminal courts, and, 
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even then, unless he has been a Crown prosecutor 
for years, must approach with some hesitation 
the hour when, for the first time, he has to 
condemn some other human being to death. 

I left the court, went to my lodgings, had my 
bachelor dinner by myself, and then . . . 

Now, as you know, my butler Ferguson had 
been with me for many years. He was almost 
my only servant. He was, in fact, the only one 
I knew, for the female part of my establishment 
were, by my desire, kept well below the stairs 
when I was about. 

My relations with Ferguson were those of 
good master and a faithful servant. We did not 
talk much but we understood each other, except 
that it had always seemed to me he was a little 
bit peculiar. I cannot exactly explain it, but 
every now and then I would notice in his eyes, 
which were very bright and luminous, a far-away 
sort of look. Now and then I would surprise 
him in abstractions. Sometimes I had to call 
him twice. 

I never reproved him because it did not 
matter. I am not a fussy man and he served me 
well. 

During dinner that night the dread business of 
to-morrow was in my mind. I did not like my 
job. 
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I almost regretted that I had given up my life 
of pleading in the court. I did not want to face 
that prisoner. I did not feel good enough to 
condemn someone else, or bad enough, perhaps, 
would better explain it. 

I had never seen the man. I only knew his 
name and occupation, and, very roughly, the 
circumstances of his crime. I understood that 
he had refused to be defended, that he would 
plead guilty. Judges hear things like that. 

I decided it would be all over in a few minutes. 
But, somehow, I began to think of the three 

weeks of waiting that man would have to go 
through when I had sentenced him. I dramatised 
in my mind the last dread morning. 

I felt I ought to know better, for I am a man 
of the world. 

These things had to be. As members of 
Society, we all conspire to condemn by deputy, 
even if none of us is the one deputed to represent 
the rest. 

" When I have got used to it, though,'' I 
wondered, " shall I be a better man because of it, 
or a worse one ? " You face things sometimes. 

Then, when I had dined, and was sitting by 
the fire, an extraordinarf thing happened. 

Ferguson had waited on me, removed the 
dinner cloth, cleared away the glasses and the 
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knives, and taken the cheese back to the pantry, 
when, for no reason I knew, he came back into 
the room. 

Then, as I was sitting by the fire, he said, 
" Pardon me, sir," and pulled up another chair. 
Then sitting in it he faced me I 

'' What do you want, Ferguson ? " I said. 
"I don't know, sir," he said, 4reamingly. 

" You must forgive me, but I feel I have to sit 
here. I have something to tell you. Forgive 
me if I am offending you, but I feel I must sit 
here." 

And then there came into his face an expression 
I had not seen before. His polite manner became 
harshness. His body quivered, became tense, 
and then quivered again. 

Then he began to speak, and it seemed to me 
that, although it was his voice that was speaking, 
it was a different voice, a deeper one. 

" You have got to listen to me," said this 
voice. " Now realise that it is not Ferguson 
who is speaking. He does not know what he 
is saying." 

" What on earth do you mean ? " I asked, my 
composure ruffled, my sense of dignity offended. 
I was not in the habit of having even a lifelong 
butler sitting down and talking to me like that. 

" It is not Ferguson who is speaking," went 
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on the voice. " You must understand that. I 
want to talk to you about that murder trial to
morrow. You are going to sentence to death a 
man who is not guilty. And you will sentence 
him to death knowing he is not guilty, and yet 
you will be unable to do anything. He will 
plead guilty. You will sentence him to death. 
And he will be hanged. And yet he is not guilty. 
And you will know it. Yet you will do nothing., 

I did not know what to say. In fact I did not 
answer. What was there to say except to order 
out of the room my faithful butler ? Besides, I 
was fascinated, hypnotised almost, by the 
unusualness of it all. 

"It was I who killed that man's wife," went 
on the voice. "Just as I am now speaking 
through your butler, who is only the instrument 
of my speech, so, through the man whom you 
will try to-morrow, I killed his wife. I did it 
deliberately. And it will not be the last murder 
I shall commit. I am going on and on, exacting 
vengeance." 

Then, for half an hour, I listened, without 
interruption, to the most amazing recital in my 
life experience. 

Ferguson's eyes were closed. He moved 
convulsively every now and then, sitting in the 
chair, and all the time a voice which was not his, 
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which did not sound like his, poured into my 
ears a story of revenge. 

I was told that the person speaking to me was 
William Matthews, that he had been convicted 
of murder ten years before, convicted of a murder 
he did not commit, that all the evidence was 
against him, and that he could not explain it to 
the satisfaction of the court, but that, although 
he was innocent, he had been tried, convicted 
and hanged. 

" Now I am seeking my revenge against 
Society," I heard, " and I shall go on getting it. 
They thought, when they hanged me, that that 
was the end of me. The truth is they hurled 
me, when I was feeling revengeful against all 
mankind, into a world where I was freer to do 
harm than if I had been sent out to walk the 
streets. Now I hate all mankind. It hanged me 
for something I did not do. Society is cruel and 
terrible. And I am going to be cruel and 
terrible." 

Then, listening in spite of myself, I heard 
from my butler's lips a story of how William 
Matthews, creeping into what he called the aura 
of Alfred Wilkinson, when he was suffering from 
the effects of drink, had forced him to pick up a 
poker and hit his wife on the head. 

" Now you can do nothing," went on the voice. 
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"To-morrow morning the man will plead guilty 
and you will have to sentence him to death. But 
when he pleads guilty, it will not be Alfred 
Wilkinson who is speaking, but William Matthews. 
I shall get near enough to him to control his 
brain and make him say 'Guilty,' although he 
does not mean it. And then he will be hanged. 
And then he will come over to my world, hating 
Society as I do. And then he will do as I am 
doing. 

"Now, realise that you can do nothing. No
body would believe you. You will not dare to 
tell anybody. You are now paid to sentence other 
people to death. You will do it to-morrow 
morning for the fust time. But you will never 
do it again." 

My butler's eyes opened as though he had been 
asleep. He looked around him. 

" What on earth have I been doing, sir ? " 
he said. "I am sorry. I must have gone 
asleep." 

And, apologising still, he walked out of the 
room, looking ashamed of himself. 

Then there followed the worst night of my life. 
There faced me, suddenly, all the arguments I 
had heard against capital punishment. 

Only that morning, " literature " had been sent 
me by some so-called humanitarian. The public 
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do not know, but such people post it continually 
to anyone prominent in their minds at the 
time. 

I pored over it. I read all the figures collected 
to prove that capital punishment and murder 
statistics seem to bear little relation to each other, 
except that, as capital punishment had declined 
more and more as a practice, the proportion of 
criminals to population had declined also. 

I discovered, what I should have known before, 
that when, a century ago, they ceased to hang 
people for cattle stealing, the number of cattle
stealers committed for trial immediately declined 
when cattle stealing ceased to be a capital offence; 
that it was the same, too, in the case of horse
stealing and forgery, house-breaking and burglary, 
and that, indeed, whereas, in the last three years 
in which piracy was a capital offence, fifty-two 
men had been committed to trial for piracy, in 
the first three years after it ceased to be a capital 
offence, only two had been sent to trial. 

I read how, not many years ago, children were 
hanged for quite trivial offences, how, "in 
178o, the English law recognised over zoo 
capital crimes, including stealing ss., associating 
for a month with gipsies, or for assuming the 
title of a Greenwich pensioner." 

I read how, in the reign of Henry VIII, 71.,000 
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executions took place. I read how, a century 
ago, when Sir Samuel Romilly tried to secure the 
abolition of drawing and quartering, he was 
denounced by the Law Officers to the Crown " as 
breaking down one of the bulwarks of the Con
stitution." They called it " godly butchering " 
then. 

I even came across a paragraph sent me, and 
cut from a newspaper, telling how, in 182.7, the 
chairman of the annual dinner of the United 
Masters of Chimney-Sweepers Association de
clared, " If climbing boys are to be prohibited, 
the public will never be safe from fire." 

Now, I am a fair-minded man. I had never 
faced all these facts before. I knew that, in the 
past, people had been hanged when they were 
innocent, but I regarded it all as incidental. 

Was I to believe what I had been told? My 
butler would not dare to play a trick on me. 
And yet . . • how silly it all sounded. 

All night long my dreams were haunted. 
I woke up feeling ill. I drove to the Court. 

I went into the judge's room and sat alone for a 
time. The chaplain came in and joked about the 
weather. 

I do not want to write down all the details of 
what happened aftetw"ards. Nor do I think I 
could do so. I do not remember much. 
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I \Vas in a daze, waiting for only a word or 
tv.ro, , , , 

I took the dreaded black cap and hid it in my 
sleeve. I remember the court standing up when 
I entered. Then I remember seeing a very 
ordinary-looking man facing me from the dock. 

I can still hear, dimly, the clerk reading out 
the charge and his saying, " Do you plead guilty 
or not guilty ? " 

The man seemed to jump. A slight change 
came over him, like I had seen the previous 
night coming over my butler, not so violent a 
one. But the man did seem to change. Or 
was it my imagination ? Or was it just what I 
had expected, or dreaded, or believed perhaps 
could not happen ? It is hard to put thoughts 
down. 

I waited. It seemed an hour. 
" Guilty," said the man. 
Now you know what happens in such a case. 

The evidence is briefly explained by the prose
cution. Then the judge has no alternative. The 
jury brings in a formal verdict. Then the judge 
takes up the black cap. 

This is exactly what happened. 
I knew what I had to do. And yet " Am I 

doing something wrong ? '' I asked myself. " Or 
is it just my duty ? " 
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A judge, I decided, could do nothlng except 
what I was going to do. Fear may have made 
up my mind. 

Anyway, I picked up the black cap. The 
words I had to say were written out for me 
because they were new in my experience. 

" Soon," I thought, " I shall get used to them. 
I shall know them off by heart, as do all the court 
officials and the reporters, yes, and some of the 
ghoulish crowd." 

"The sentence of this court is," I began," that 
you be taken from this place to the place from 
whence you came .•• " 

I stopped. I could not read the rest of it. 
They always stare at a judge when, for the first 

time, he pronounces the death sentence. I knew 
that all eyes were on me. 

Then I began again. 
" .•• And that you be hanged by the neck 

until you are dead." 
And then I heard a voice beside me. It was 

the voice of a minister of Christ. 
" And may the Lord have mercy on your 

soul," it said. 
I do not remember any more. 
They say they picked me up and carried me 

outside. I was ill for days, you remember. 
Then, shortly afterwards, on the plea of ill-
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health, I resigned and retired to a garden I bought, 
and began to play golf, and to fish in the neigh
bouring stream. 

You may think I was mad. I do not care what 
you think. 

I want you to print this story for the world to 
read. 

I am sorry I had not the courage to do it when 
I was alive. But perhaps the circumstances of 
its finding will do more good than if I had told 
it all at the time. 

If I sinned, I shall be suffering already by the 
time you begin to read these lines. 



THE PLANCHETTE LAUGHS 

I FELT a bit of a fool. I wanted to buy a planchette. 
It was not quite the sort of thing I liked to 

be seen asking for. 
" You can buy one in a toy shop," I had 

been told, " or if you go to one of the big 
stores ... " 

Now, I am not the sort of man who feels 
comfortable in a toy shop. Nor do big stores 
do anything more than confuse me. But, 
anyway, I went into the biggest store I knew, 
feeling that the bigger it was the less I should be 
noticed. 

Women, of course, are used to finding their 
way about these great establishments. When, 
in the lift, they hear, " Gloves, linen, glass," they 
get out without the slighest tremor. 

But you cannot very well expect a man of my 
serious mien to face one of the super-chauffeur 
girls who run the lifts, especially if the lift is 
crowded, with the request," Planchettes, please." 
Nor did I care to ask the gigantic porter at the 
door. 

Inside, in spite of the confusion, people seemed 
to know their way. Only a few men wandered 
about looking stupid. 

The girl at the scent counter seemed the most 
51 
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likely one to ask. She was standing alone, ~d 
I thought no one else would hear. 

" Pardon me," I said, quietly. " But which is 
the Planchette Department ? " 

"Try Enquiry," she said. 
I thought she winked, except that I knew they 

do not do things like that in these hives of 
industry, where, the busier the bees are, the more 
conventional they become. 

I found " Enquiries." I lined in a short queue. 
Then, when my turn came, as softly as I could, 
I said, " Where can I buy a planchette ? " 

" Toys, Fourth," said the woman. 
Now, what on earth was I doing with a toy ? 

Yet I had been told it was a game, that you could 
ask it questions, and it answered, that they used 
it sometimes at children's parties. Indeed, one 
v:oman had told me you sometimes got the most 
surprising answers. 

"\\"hy, we once got a Derby winner! " she said. 
I cannot explain my curiosity except that, in 

the end, anything interests me if I have the time. 
And for some days a strange sort of urge had 
made me more and more curious. 

it. 
\veil, the toy woman seemed to know all about 

" Super or ordinary," she asked. 
\\ben I hesitated, she explained that the cheaper 

E 
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.. were half-a-crown, but if you wanted rubber 
?heels it was three-and-sixpence. 

I risked the extra shilling. 
She went away and laid down a nicely -packed 

parcel about a foot long. I looked embarrassed. 
In fact I felt as though I had to carry out an 

been \.., .. ; ...,.. _,dy bear unpacked for all the world 
" ' ' stores ... 

Now, I am ntred about it when in the bus. I 
comfortable in omeone to say, " What on earth is 
do anything t was an ordinary parcel. 
anr:vay, I wet to get it away from me lest it 
feeling that the attention, I put it on the rack and 
noticed. ot out, left it there forgetfully. 

Women, of l. a parcel behind," shouted some
way about thes .,dow. 
in the lift, they j_.eeling very guilty, almost certain 
get out without th, was inside the paper tied up 

But you cannot 

serious mien to f~ home I went straight upstairs 
girls who run the 1 away. I did not want to 
crowded, with the r\uestions. Besides, it was so 
Nor did I care to a. nd 1 thought that, if once the 
door. . ay with it, that would be the 

Inside, in sptte of nt. 
to know their way. before I had an opportunity 
about looking stupid. My wife was away, nursing 

The girl at the seen 
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So, when the children had gone to bed, and 
the house was quiet, I took the parcel from its 
hiding-place, unpacked it and looked at the 
strange thing. 

It was just a polished piece of plain wood, 
egg-shaped, with two wheels under one end of it 
and a pencil stuck through the other, so that it 
formed a sort of moving table. 

Inside the cover of the box I read directions 
which told me that, while some people regarded 
the planchette as a game, others used it for what 
they considered to be spirit communion. I 
was told that, if the fingers rested lightly on the 
top, it might be found that the planchette would 
move and write messages by means of the pencil 
on the paper underneath. · 

Now, most of you who read this will not, 
perhaps, understand why I felt such a fool. 
Perhaps you are used to doing silly things. 

But I, a Bachelor of Science and a most regular
minded sort of man, have often, during my long 
life, stood at a fair and longed to go on the round
abouts and try the thrills of a giant coaster. I 
have yearned to throw rings and tickle somebody 
with a feather. 

I have for years wanted to be just one of the 
crowd for once, and have a lark. But, every 
time I have tried, I have been self-conscious. 
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You cannot live, I suppose, in a world where 
everything is done by rule and then, even for 
a moment, break out into fun. 

We all want things both ways. 
Well, it was very late one night, nearly midnight 

in fact, when, feeling a bigger fool than I have 
ever felt in my life, I put my fingers lightly on 
the planchette, as the cardboard box instructed 
me, just to prove that it was a lot of nonsense. 

" Yet, if it's a lot of nonsense," I wondered 
to myself, " why on earth am I doing it ? " 

Now, only a person of my persistence would 
have had the experience that I had that night. 
I was certainly surprised when, after a few minutes, 
the planchette began to move. Very slowly it 
started to move round and round, making more 
or less regular circles. This went on, to my 
annoyance, for perhaps ten minutes. Gradually 
the speed increased, until the revolutions became 
quite violent. 

Now, all I was doing was lightly resting my 
fingers upon a piece of wood. 

Frankly, I could not explain it. I had heard 
it said that there is perhaps electricity in the 
human body. But that I doubt. I had known 
scientists to write of mysterious fluids. But I 
am sufficiently a cold-blooded scientist to know 
that much so-called science is a lot of asser-
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tions always being disproved by experience and 
test. 

Now, why I went on touching what I regarded 
as a silly toy I cannot tell. Round and round it 
went, leaving on the paper a thick circle of lead
pencil markings. Minute after minute passed. 

Still it continued to revolve, not because of 
any effort on my part. If I took one hand away 
it still went on. Even if I lifted that one it still 
revolved when the other touched it. 

Mter a long time the paper became so covered 
with markings that I turned it over. And last, 
although the pencil still moved, it moved in 
another direction. And, very slowly, it described 
the shape of an enormous H. 

I noticed that the clock in front of me pointed 
to ten minutes past one. I had been sitting there 
for over an hour while a toy made pencil markings 
on paper l 

Then, when the H was formed, the silly thing 
moved on so that it began to describe a smallish 
circle. 

Now my diHiculty begins. 
I have told, in ordinary simple words, what 

happened up till then. But now I begin to realise 
that even a long vocabulary is too limited for 
some experiences, that you can describe only 
definite things to which you are used. But there 
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are other experiences to explain which you have 
to repeat phrases that have been used before you 
often ; the more experienced you are in using 
words, the less can you describe something outside 
your usual range. 

I have told you how there was in front of me, 
on the paper, an enormous H, and then part of 
what seemed to be a circle. 

Then, immediately, all that was blotted from 
my mind. A strange eerie Something, not a 
being but a force, seemed to fill the room. I felt 
almost hypnotised, as it were by nothing. 

I saw nothing. I heard nothing. But there 
seemed to dominate everything I knew a Power 
so great, so strong, so all-inclusive, that I sat in 
a daze of wonder that was fear mixed with an all
compelling reverence. 

I forgot that, all the time, my fingers touched 
a toy. I did not know whether it was still 
moving or not. I seemed part of a universe 
greater than one I had ever known. 

Now, how can I describe the appearance of the 
Being who then appeared in front of me? He 
seemed to have neither shape nor size, so far as 
I could tell. Yet he seemed so big, I wondered 
why my room could hold him. 

Finite words cannot explain the Infinite. To 
describe great distance we merely put a lot of 
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noughts at the end of another figure. If we were 
to put t:\vo more noughts, it would merely mean 
a hundred times more something that before we 
could not understand. 

\\nat followed is almost like that. For, 
mind you, I heard nothing. That is the most 
extraordinary part of it. Yet every unspoken 
word of an unheard conversation is still fixed in 
my mind. 

I merely sat and stared. I did not see my 
room around me, nor the table by which I sat. 
The walls seemed to have given way to space. 
I and the Eternal seemed to be part of each 
other. 

No, I cannot describe the Being. For although 
he had Shape, it seemed a Sense rather than a 
Personality. But then, as I understood it, he 
spoke to me for years and years. And yet he 
said nothing. 

" I am not here," he told me-not in words. 
It seemed to be in my brain. That, indeed, he 
explained. 

" I am not talking to you," were words that 
reached my consciousness. And yet they were 
not words. It was an understanding. " I am 
reaching your inner self with mine," he said. 

I could not look, so all-powerful, in a way I 
o.·mot write down, was his presence. 
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" It is my thought which is here. I have 
projected it." 

A thousand questions became confused in my 
mind. The Being sorted out one and then another. 
The answers reached me as though by magic. 

Now, I can best tell this by saying that, although 
I had lost all sense of time, the Being seemed to 
be with me for a period that was boundless. 

A new library of understands opened itself as 
I sat. I was in a universe hitherto unknown. 
Yet I was in my study. And the knowledge of all 
these countless volumes crowded into my brain, 
and the vistas of that vast new universe opened 
themselves before my eyes. I could see the End 
of All Things-and the Beginning. 

While I sat there, I knew that I was in the 
presence of the First Stranger who had come 
from a far distant land. It was a place where there 
was neither Space nor Time, for both had been 
fathomed. 

I knew that he could go back to the Start and 
that the Future hid nothing. He poured that 
knowledge into my mind. 

He searched out the question, " What are you 
doing here ? " from a myriad of others, which, 
all confused, made a baby of my stupidity. 

Then I knew that he had come as a warning. 
Far away, so far that our knowledge of astronomy 
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had never penetrated one-tenth of the distance, 
there was a Race, of whom he was one, which 
had evolved so far that they had reached per
fection. They were masters of everything. 

Yes, they had abolished Death. And having 
abolished Death, they had abolished Birth. I 
·will not write down more than an idea of the 
incredible truth that filled my brain. You will 
not believe this. ~"'hy worry you with more than 
a few words? 

Yet ... 
" You are immorul," I sensed as coming from 

his mind. " I too am immortal. But I can live 
in my body for ever. You, after a short time, 
have to escape from yours. We discovered that 
the great enemy of Progress was physical death, 
that at the age when he knew most and was most 
e:-.:perienced, a being's body wore out and so he 
had to leave it. We discovered how to replenish 
the body, and so we accumulated experience
progressive, endless." 

I became conscious of Somewhere, a long
distant place where ev-en Sex had disappeared. If 
there were no Death, and therefore no fresh beings 
were needed, I learned, Sex, being useless, would 
in time vanish. 

The Being and his fellows had reached a stage 
beyond mere gratification. 
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"Well, the noblest of our earth have advanced 
beyond that," I thought in a flash. 

That · very understanding, that instant of 
memory, seemed to attune me more for what I 
was made to realise. 

Dreams of Utopia have been written down in 
our books. Philosophers by the score have 
imagined a perfect world. But most of them 
have left out All-Knowledge. The Being in 
front of me was one of a Race which seemed to 
have mastered even that. 

I realised, in the answers with which he £lied 
my mind, that, literally and not merely as a 
scienti£c theory, the universe was all vibrations, 
that he and the people from whom he came could 
tune themselves in, to pick up a record of any
thing that had happened anywhere, that even 
the Future had a vibration-and even that too 
could be tuned in. 

For what seemed years, I soaked in such a 
revelation of perfection, a blend of selfless 
virtue and selfless, yet self-centred, Mastery, that, 
while I sat there, I seemed to have conquered 
everything. 

It was at the end that Fear controlled me. He 
had not come to teach me anything. The 
Being was there for a purpose more vital than 
that. 
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" It is all a universe of Thought," he told and 
made me know. 

He was Thought, and so was I. And so was 
everybody and everything. 

Yet where he belonged, the more developed 
they became, the more sensitive they grew. 
That was the new curse. 

So, from far away from them, in our world, 
the place they inhabited had picked up the 
vibrations of our earth. They had contacted 
with us. 

That was how he had got through to me. He 
was the rust one to penetrate the ether. 

They had destroyed Space by mastering it. 
But, from where we were, there had invaded 

their sphere, just as he had invaded mine, our 
vibrations of anger and cruelty and fear. 

Now they were the masters of all the universe 
they knew, but we had become, without knowing 
it, a part of that UI1irerse. 

"I haYe come to warn you," he said. "You 
are stopping us. Your tears retard our progress. 
Your wars disturb. The hunger you allow 
millions to suffer amid plenty reacts on us. Your 
inequalities might become ours. Your cruelties 
are felt now, even where we are. I have been sent 
to tell you. \\7 e could . . ." 

And, mind you, not because of words used, 
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but only in feelings which I sensed, I knew that 
he could wipe us out. 

Yet, with so much Knowledge, there had 
come, too, a great deal of pity. 

There came into my mind a picture of Man 
destroying, in the jungle, fierce ao.imals because 
they were crue~ and another picture of Ugliness 
being swept away by us to give place to a broad 
thoroughfare and dwellings with light and air. 

I shuddered in a great terror, for I knew that, 
with just one word, if it could be a word, or one 
motion, if that could explain it, certainly with a 
great force, what we call the Eanh could be made 
to disappear. 

I saw in a second, not only all my O\\n faults, 
but all the faults of all ~fankind, the tyranny and 
the agony, and the ignorance and the blundering. 

I felt as though I were the world's worst sinner, 
which I was not, facing for judgment a God in 
whom I had neyer believed. 

All that came over me-and it made me 
abysmal in my agony of realisation. 

Then, as quickly as the Being had appeared 
to £ll my life, there was no one there, and nothing. 

I looked down. ~Iy £ngers were resting on 
a piece of wood. 

I had forgotten it It moved slowly under my 
hands. 
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Then I remembered that it had written a big 
H, and then begun to describe a small circle. 
I saw that it had still moved while the Being was 
with me. It seemed a million years since I had 
seen the planchette. 

Yes, it had moved on a little. The small 
half-formed circle had become an A. And then 
it had dra·wn a second H and another A. 

"Ha ha!" it had written. 
I looked at the clock. It still pointed to ten 

minutes past one. 
I broke the planchette up. I put it on the fire. 
Why do grandchildren play with toys ? 
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I SAW him fust in the Chapel of the Ascension, 
on the Mount of Olives. I was alone. He was 
g9ing round with a small party. 

I noticed that when the guide accompanying 
him and his small group of tourists pointed to a 
rock, his face e:ll.l'ressed cynicism, even contempt. 
That was why I noticed him. 

" That mark is the footprint of Christ," said 
the guide. 
· One or two of the party sniggered. Some of 

them looked almost with awe. But he openly 
sneered. 

I thought I did no more than just notice it. 
His opinion, more or less, was mine. I may have 
shown it. 

I had come from Cairo, where, in one of the 
big mosques, a Christian guide had pointed out 
to me a piece of black rock on which a very large 
footprint could be seen. 

" They say that is the footprint of Mahomet," 
he said. " Of course we know that it is not. In 
Jerusalem there is the footprint of Christ. And 
we know that is genuine. But this is not." 

This Christian guide was almost contemptuous 
when he saw Moslem women rubbing their 
children's faces against the 1I~homet foot. 
\ 66 
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I had gone to Jerusalem on business. But 
being there, I went to see the sights. You do ...• 
Besides, you may never be there again. 

That night, in the King David Hotel, the man 
came up to me. 

" I saw you smiling to-day when I sneered," 
he said. " This place is a joke. I've been 
laughing for two days now." 

Then he told me quite a lot about himself. 
He objected because there was no jazz band in 
the town .••• Jerusalem wanted a night club. 
• . . . There was nothing to do after dark. . . . 
His name was Mitchell. . • . He was on the board 
of several companies. . • . He wanted a holiday 
and his mother had suggested Palestine. . . . 

" She's a bit religious," he said. " I didn't 
mind where I went. But I'm getting fed up with 
this place." 

We talked about Jerusalem for an hour. We 
had seen a good many of the same things, yes, 
and with the same eyes. 

\Vhen you stand on the wall of the City of 
Jerusalem, and they point out three different 
Gardens of Gethsemane, each reverenced by a 
different Church, and when, in the Church of the 
Holy Sepulchre, you see three different religions 
quarrelling as to which has certain rights over 
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the Tomb of Christ, you are apt to become 
cynical. 

If you go as a member of an orthodox Church, 
people belonging to your own sect show you 
around, and you are guided aright in the strict 
way of Convention. But when you go, as I 
went, with the eyes of a man of the world, and 
you hear them all quarrelling, and you see them 
all selling you something, you get cynical. 

Well, Mitchell suggested that I should join 
him next day. And so, in the morning, we went 
together out to Bethlehem. 

It was hard to realise that, only a few years 
before, pilgrims had gone along that road on foot, 
guarded by Turkish soldiers to keep the robbers 
away, almost funny to remember that there were 
then few places for them to sleep. 

Now, motor--cars dash everywhere and there 
are motor omnibuses and it was all as safe as 
walking along the Strand. 

I was to see a lot of Mitchell, and to hear a lot. 
All the way he talked to me of his businesses and 
the dividends paid that year. He blamed the 
rates of exchange. He found fault with tariffs. 
Half the governments of the world were wrong. 
He did not trade with the countries run by the 
others. 

" Why are you going to Bethlehem to-day ? " 
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I said. I thought he might be more profitably 
employed trying to sell something. It was a 
growing country. Indeed, it had had a sur
plus Budget that year. There was no unem
ployment. 

You might laugh at the Jews. You did. But 
they seemed to be doing something. 

" Surely there is something you can sell 
them? '' I said, laughing. 

" The truth is, I am on a holiday," he replied. 
" And why not Bethlehem ? At least we have 
heard of it." 

And he grinned. 
Then I want to tell in the words he used what 

happened some days later. 
On our way to Bethlehem we looked down on 

the Valley of the Shepherds. It was bathed in the 
golden glow of a wondrous evening. 

It looked just as it might have looked on the 
day when, centuries ago, they told us, some 
shepherds looked up and saw a star. 

I did not believe it. But millions of people 
did. And it was at least interesting to look down 
on a valley to which, every Christmas Eve, the 
eyes of all Christendom turn, and to think of the 
hymn which I remembered singing at school, 
"While Shepherds Watched." 

Any place associated with history or legend or 
p 
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romance is of interest. I take them as they 
come .•• 

Then, as we turned a comer of the road, 
I noticed that he started. I may have started 
too. I do not know. But we talked of it 
later. 

He seemed silent for a time. Then he soon 
began talking business again, cursing politicians, 
£nding fault with the obstinacy of working men, 
blaming trade unions, discussing things, just as, 
all over the world, business men do most days, 
in clubs and restaurants, and when they meet on 
trains. 

He laughed again in the Church of the Holy 
Nativity. In one part of it Catholics were holding 
a service. In another part there were the Greeks 
or the Russians. 

And downstairs, where the guide told us Christ 
was hom, we laughed when we saw the silver 
star which marked the place. I had heard how 
two different churches had quarrelled about that 
star, how someone had stolen a silver nail and 
how, for weeks, two great Churches argued as 
to which had the right to buy a new one-and 
how, one morning, both went in disgusted to 
£nd that, overnight, the Sultan had sent a soldier 
to knock one in, to stop the quarrelling. 

Two nuns were kneeling as we looked on, 
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counting beads. A Greek priest with a long black 
beard was going round, bowing, and kneeling 
every now and then. 

We looked curiously and we went upstairs 
again. 

There, outside, shopkeepers chased us. We 
were almost the only people there that day. And 
so our party of two was enticed inside by the 
keepers of all the shops that were open. 

They sold Stars of Bethlehem made of mother
of-pearl. They sold inkstands made from stones 
found in the Dead Sea. They sold pictures of 
the Virgin. 

" Things are very bad this year," said one. 
" All our prices are reduced. Now is the time to 
buy." 

And then he brought out a book bound in 
olive-wood. 

" You can have this for five shillings," he 
said. " It cost more than that. It is a red
lettered Testament." 

" \~11at' s that ? " asked Mitchell. 
" The words of Christ are all in red," said the 

man. He was a Jew. 
" It'll do to give away when we get home," 

said Mitchell. 
And he bought one. 
"I've never read the New Testament," he 
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said. " It ought to be cheap at five shillings, 
especially if bought in Bethlehem I " 

I was looking up the narrow lane just then. I 
wondered if he saw me start. And then I noticed 
that something strange came into his eyes. We 
did not speak though. 

He paid the few shillings that he owed, and 
we drove back to Jerusalem. Mitchell was 
quieter on the way back. I noticed, in the next 
few days, these periods of quietness became more 
frequent. He seemed to change. We drove, 
day after day, to various parts of Palestine. 

" Mter all, there is nothing else to do," he 
said, almost apologising. 

So we went out one day to the Jordan, and ate 
our lunch on the bare tables of an outdoor 
restaurant. 

And afterwards, when we stood on the spot 
where the Greeks said Christ was baptised, 
although the Catholics said it was somewhere 
else, he threw some water over my face. 

" I don't know whether you've been christened 
before," he said; " but I've baptised you, 
anyway." 

He was laughing. But then I noticed that 
he seemed to start again • . . and for a long 
time he was quiet. 

We drove afterwards to the Dead Sea, across 
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the salty plain in which there are hills with stranA'e 
shapes, all covered with a salty crust. We stood 
on the beach facing the mountain from which 
Moses is said to have looked on the Promised 
Land. 

" This sea is full of phosphates," he said. 
" Some lucky guy got the concession. I 
should have liked it. I'm told they're coining 
money." 

Then he went on with a long story of how he 
had dealt in phosphates once, discussed the value 
of mineral manure to agriculture, and added, 
"Well, these Jewish guys at least can teach us 
something about farming." 

For we had been to one of the settlements 
where, after sleeping on the bare soil for months, 
Jewish colonists had built shacks, and then farm
houses, and applied to the soil the latest scientific 
methods of agriculture, revolutionised the land, 
in fact. 

" Moses spoke about a land flowing with milk 
and honey," said Mitchell. "It may be milk 
and money before these Jews are through." 

That night, after dinner, as we sat in the King 
David Hotel, Mitchell opened up the subject of 
Bethlehem again. 

" I wonder if you tell the truth," he said to me, 
bluntly. 
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~i ( 1 do sometimes, like everybody else," I 
replied. "But I'm in business, you know." 

" Well, I want to tell you something I have not 
dared to say before," he said. " When we were 
going into Bethlehem the other day, I swear that 
I saw going round the corner Someone in a white 
robe. I only saw His back. But when we caught 
Him up, He wasn't there. Did you see that ? '' 

" To tell you the truth," I said, " I did. And 
I noticed that you started. And I wondered if 
you saw me looking as though I wondered about 
something. 

" Then," I went on, " I saw it again in Bethle
hem, outside that shop. I saw Someone in a 
white robe walking along. And when I looked 
again there was nothing to see." 

" Yes, it was when I was joking about that 
red-lettered Testament," he said. "And, do you 
know, I saw It again to-day. It was walking 
along the road, coming back from Jericho." 

''Yes, I saw a whit~ robe again, just near the 
cross-roads/' I said. " And then, when I looked 
again, once more there was nothing to see." 

For a long time he was silent. Then he went 
on. 

" I have been thinking," he said. " You 
know, this place grows on you. I started laugh
ing when first I came. And every now and then 
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I laughed. They seem to believe such silly things. 
And they all seem to believe different things. 

" When we went to the Dome of the Rock, 
there were Jews outside praying at a wall. I 
laughed that people should pray at a wall. 

" Then, inside, I saw Moslems showing us 
what they said was a Rock which was one of the 
foundations of their faith. Yet it was a rock 
that the Jews also regarded as sacred, and for 
another reason. 

" They thought something different about 
the same rock, and they quarrelled about it. 
The Jews said it was the site of King David's 
Temple. And the Moslems said it was something 
else. And yet, somehow, I did not laugh to-day • 
. . . . This place grows on you." 

It was my turn for frankness. 
"I don't know whether it is the scenery," 

I said, " or whether it is all these stories they tell 
you. You don't believe them. And yet so 
many of them seem that there is a basis somewhere 
for what they say. 

"Now, I do not believe that Christ ever lived. 
I have been shown where they say He was born. 
And I have been shown where they say He was 
buried. I have been to various places connected 
with His alleged life. And I have laughed when 
some particular religion tried to sell me something 
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in a place where that particular religion had built 
some particular kind of church. I always paid 
the few pence because it seemed worth it, and I 
felt sorry for them. But I laughed when I did 
it." 

Then I went on to qualify this. I said that it 
was not in the churches that I found anything 
except a fine stained-glass window, perhaps, or a 
beautiful bit of mosaic work in the ceiling, or 
something fascinating about the lights. 

" It is outside, in the roads," I said, " that you 
seem to recapture something. It is something 
holy •.. " 

And I reminded him of the sheep we had seen 
mixed up with goats, and the olive trees that we 
had passed, and how, gradually, to me these bits 
of scenery and the living things that followed part 
of them, all seemed to tell of a Truth, hard to 
fasten down, difficult to formulate, yet . . . 

" I must get away from here," said :Mitchell. 
" It seems to worry me. I was sure that I 
believed nothing when I came. Now I do not 
know what I believe. And I do not like being 
worried by things like that. I like to know. 

"And I have been reading that New Testa
ment. You know, a lot of it seems true now. 
I do not know what parts are true and what 
parts are not true. But there are bits of it I 
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like. They would not go well with my business, 
though. • . • I want to get away." 

It was two days afterwards, down near the 
Sea of Galilee, that there happened something 
without which I should not have told this story. 
For, up till then, I was-well, it was nothing. 

We had driven down through Nazareth. We 
had been to Jacob's Well, where they said Christ 
met the Woman of Samaria. 

Then we had gone on through Cana, and 
looked down on the valley leading down to the 
Sea of Galilee. 

The guide pointed out Mount Hattin. It 
was not a mount really, but quite a tiny hill. 

" That is where Christ preached the Sermon on 
the Mount," he said. 

I expected a laugh to come from Mitchell. 
He had nearly always laughed when the guides 
had pointed somewhere and recalled a Biblical 
incident. But this time he did not laugh. 

" I was reading about that last night," he said. 
" I had never read it before. I had heard of it, 
of course. They always spoke of it as some silly 
thing that was impossible. But last night I read 
that Christ, seeing the multitudes, went up into 
a mountain. Then it says, 'And when He was 
set '-and I wondered what ' set ' meant. But 
then He said to His disciples, ' Blessed are the 
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poor in spirit, for theirs is the Kingdom of 
Heaven.' 

" I do not remember the rest of it except that 
He blessed those who mourned, and the meek, 
and those that were merciful, and the pure in 
heart and the peacemakers. Now this is all very 
difficult. And it sounds so silly. And yet I've 
been thinking that, after all, it is more sensible 
than anything I've ever done." 

We had stopped the car. We looked out for 
a long time on a placid Eastern scene. No one 
passed. We were all alone. And then some
thing happened which I would not tell, except that 
that night, Mitchell and I, in Tiberius, where we 
stopped, talked again. . . . 

The Valley went. The expanse of gentle 
scenery was no longer there. It was just like a 
mirage .... 

The scene was peopled with beings who 
seemed to belong to another age.· And every
where I looked, there arose houses, dignified in 
architecture, and with many trees around them. 
I seemed to be able to see for hundreds of 
miles. And all around me there was a golden 
city. 

It shone with a splendid brightness. From 
somewhere in the sky I heard a Voice. No, it 
was not a Voice. 
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It said to me ... no, it did not say anything. 
But the meaning of whole volumes of words 

became part of my brain. 
I was looking out on the world of the Future, 

looking into centuries yet to be born. I do not 
know how long we watched. 

Then, suddenly, the scene became a valley 
again, and the small hill was there once more, 
all alone in the silent peacefulness. 

" Do you know . . . ? " said Mitchell that 
night. " I saw what you saw. And I heard 
what you heard. Only it did not seem to be 
sound, but just knowledge." 

" Yes," I said. " Knowledge. That was 
it. . . ." 

And I knew that what had happened was that 
someone had built a perfect world, in which the 
pure in heart were exalted, and the merciful were 
blessed, and the peacemakers were indeed the 
children of God, and all those that mourned were 
comforted. It was the Kingdom of Heaven on 
earth. 

" I know what is going to happen," I said. 
"Something told me while I looked. One day, 
when the world has got worse than it is, if ever 
it could get worse, someone is going to buy one 
of those red-lettered Testaments we bought and 
read it for the first time. He will not be a great 
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man. He will merely be a man who does what 
he knows is right when he reads it. 

" But he will not only read the words as we 
have read them. ·He will make them come true. 
He will not worry his head about where Christ 
was hom. He will know that what He taught 
was more· important than that. He will know 
there is Truth in everything that is good. And 
then the Kingdom of Heaven will begin upon 
this earth." 

" Yes, that is what I seemed to know," said 
Mitchell. " God help me to remember it . . . 
I wish I were that now." 

When next we met it was in the Embassy Club 
in London. A syncopated band was playing, 
and people danced. 

"Hullo, old man," he said. "How are you ? " 
" Very well,'' I replied, as one does. " How 

are things with you ? " 
"I've had a splendid year," he replied. "I'm 

back in phosphates now. There's big money 
in it." 

We did not mention the Sermon on the Mount. 
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SHE knelt down and faced her problem-a 
child. 

There were many such problems in London
children with unknown fathers, children with 
missing fathers, children with drunken fathers, 
children with dead fathers. 

Always, at the time, it was a problem for the 
mother, and for years after, and then, later, a 
problem foi: the child. 

All around were houses, thousands of them, 
large mansions, crowded tenements, rows and 
rows of houses, miles and miles of streets. 

And in every street there was a problem like 
hers. 

Children came-thousands and thousands of 
them. The world had no room for them. No 
one cared. No one seemed to want to help. 

The picture of the child seated in a £eld of 
buttercups, with its arms stretched out to the 
blue heavens, looked just a lie-the adoration of 
children a myth, a fable. 

At least that was what the unwilling mother 
thought. 

It was all very well for those with money to 
hand them over to nurses. It was easy for those 
living in nice suburban villas to wash them in the 

h 
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morning, and send them off to school, and smile 
when they returned. 

But here, in a cot beside her, was a calamity. 
"What do mothers do with all these children ? " 

she wondered. 
There were workhouses, now politely called 

" institutions." There were adoption homes 
and societies. But oh, how she dreaded the 
formality of all that, and the questioning I 

Motherhood once was sacred, a thing which 
poets had exalted, and about which the novelists 
had written down thousands and thousands of 
words. 

Now they wrote statistics instead. 
And the Machine Age grew nearer and nearer, 

an age in which children more and more would 
become unwelcome. 

She thought of the Labour Exchange queues 
and the streams of workless. 

And then she did what thousands of other 
women have done before in extremity. She 
prayed .... 

Oergymen did not want her kind, she had 
thought, passing a church door. She was only 
another of those " problems," alas, now too 
many for solution even by the men of God ! 

She had kept the first commandment, " Increase 
and multiply and replenish the earth." But the 



THE EVERLASTING ARMS 83 

increasing seemed multiplied too much, and the 
replenishment had become overstocked. 

She felt a criminal. Women would pull their 
skirts on one side as they passed, if they only 
knew. A policeman might have something to 
say. 

The landlady, herself a victim of economic 
necessity, threatened to turn mother and child 
into the street. 

If there were no baby there might, by some 
lucky chance, be work. But there could not be 
both. 

And so she prayed. . . . 
She had heard of " ministering angels " and 

she had read, " Lo, I am with you always, even 
unto the end of the earth." And there was the 
phrase '' The everlasting arms " that came to 
her mind. 

Were they just beautiful phrases, rhythmic 
words, all built on a delusion ? Or was there 
something behind it all ? 

And so she prayed. . . . 
Then there came what seemed to be a way 

out. She would lose her child and leave it to 
the " everlasting arms." She would entrust it 
to the " ministering angels." 

She had knelt down despairingly. She arose 
determinedly. 



84 WHEN MEN TALK TRUTH 

She clutched her child. She went to the door. 
She walked out into the night. 

Outside, a thick fog had fallen. It blotted out 
all London. Strange shapes went by which none 
could recognise. 

Now and then a light just managed to peer 
through the all-concealing fog. When she had 
walked a few yards and turned a corner or two, 
her whereabouts were hidden even from herself. 

Have you ever been out in one of those fogs 
which, once a year perhaps, envelop London ? 
They seem to blanket even the sound of traffic. 
You see a railing now and then, or the shape of 
a door. But otherwise you might be sightless 
as you blunder on. It all seems like some dark, 
dank underworld. The tooting of horns and 
the ringing of bells make raucous the night. 
~ut otherwise it is just blackness. . . . 

_On and on she walked, it seemed for miles. 
wo~ she turned to the right, and then, far on, 
pray~e left again. Sense of direction had long 

Oelgone. 
thoughching her child, she \y'alked for miles. 
another ·omething touch her then ? 
many forned that there was a friendliness sur

She had her. Once, when she nearly fell, it 
and multipl)old her up. It seemed to be guiding, 

where .... 
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She walked right on. She went by houses 
that she could not see. She blundered, now and 
then, through traffic dimly feeling its way. It 
all moved so slowly. But, apart from the hoot~ 
in g and the bells, London was silent and still. 

And all the time, inside her being, there was 
echoing a prayer. She did not want to see her 
child again. Nor did she want to know what 
had become of it. 

She merely asked that it should find a home 
where it would be safe. 

And on and on she walked, hoping that the 
fog would blot out all her knowledge of that 
night and its persistent pilgrimage. Even the 
fog seemed an answer to her prayer. It promised 
oblivion-a new beginning. 

Then something seemed to stop her, and a 
voice whispered. " Here," it said. 

She felt her way to a door-and on the step 
she laid the child. She kissed it once and said 
" Good-bye " and left it on the step. Then, 
"·ith tear-stained cheeks, she blundered on 
again-alone. 

Then for another hour she walked. "I have 
left my past behind," she said. " I can start 
afresh." 

But, determined that her old life should be so 
far behind that she and it would be for all time 
separate, she still walked on, to lose in the fog 

G 
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all knowledge of where, on a doorstep, in the 
night, her child waited for someone to foster it. 

And as she walked, blundering on, she still 
prayed. " Mother of God," she said," look after 
my child. Give it the best home that any child 
can £nd. Find for it a perfect mother. Ensure 
its future. And bathe us both in your 
love." 

And still on into the night she wandered. . . . 
Then, after what seemed hours, she asked her 

way. 
She sought her own address, where, with a 

new courage, a new independence and a new 
hope, she could face life afresh. 

The fog began to lift. As quickly as it had 
come it disappeared. 

London was not a place of mystery then, but 
the old London with its tho~sand dramas and 
its myriad of comedies and its pushful, restless 
life-its lights and shadows, its gaieties and its 
gloom. 

She saw the corner of her own street, and then 
the house in which she lodged. \Vith streaming 
eyes she reached the door. 

And there, on the step-miracle of miracles!
was her child. 

With an ecstasy of wonder she knelt and 
gathered it to her breast. The " ministering 
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angels " had been at work. The " everlasting 
arms" had sheltered her and her baby. 

It was her job, this child, she knew now. It 
was a problem that she alone could solve. It 
was not a waif for someone else to nurture, but 
the flesh of her own flesh and the blood of her 
own blood, for her to care for and to love. It 
was a responsibility that she could not shirk. 

And as she opened the door, with her burden 
stirring in her arms, she seemed to hear inside 
her, " Lo, I am with you always." ..• Then 
she knew that the " ends of the earth " were 
something that not even the fog could wipe 
out, but that love pervaded everything and was 
the universal law. 

It was the same problem that she faced-the 
problem which had taken her out into the night. 

But she was different. She knew that she was 
not alone-that around her, in her trials, were 
everlasting arms that had neither shape nor sub
stance, but which encircled all human miseries 
and encompassed all human fears. 

She had led herself into temptation-and been 
delivered from evil. 

And the fog that had enveloped London had 
gone, too, from her mind. She could see a 
future that patience could endure. 

The child smiled in her arms. . . . 
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JoHN went merely to please Mary. Her chief 
joy seemed to be in making him go to places in 
which he felt out of sympathy, carting him to 
concerts that bored him, and generally in taking 
pleasure in all the things he hated. 

" Let's go to a seance," she said one day. 
" I have bought two tickets." 

He protested. That was too much. He had 
got used to Scriabin by drawing invisible flaps 
over his ears. He could endure even the more 
advanced forms of modern ballet by shutting his 
eyes. He had learned a few conventional things 
to say at picture shows. But a seance was a bit 
too much. 

" Oh, you needn't be afraid," she said. " The 
man's a horrible fraud. It isn't real." 

" Then why do yo~ want to go ? " he asked. 
" I thought it would be such fun/' she said. 

" It only costs a guinea each." 
It was no good protesting. Mary, in the end, 

usually got her own way. 
It was to a place in Bloomsbury that she took 

him-an ordinary dim~looking flat of the kind 
you find around there. He loathed the place. 
They rang the bell, and were admitted. 

Now there was no doubt that the people there 
88 
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were really ordinary sort of folk. But one 
develops, in strange circumstances, a way of 
peering into people, searching them out, analysing 
their insides as it were. 

If they had been seen all together in an omnibus, 
they would no doubt have looked just like 
another bus-load, and escaped more than a 
casual glance. But, since they were where they 
were, he found himself trying to get behind their 
minds. 

A sweet-faced woman of middle age interested 
him chiefly. She was just one of those ordinary 
simple people who accept without question 
ordinary standards of life and conduct, just 
greyish-haired and sweet-faced. 

" I must not give my name," she said, when 
he spoke to her. " But how are you ? You 
see, giving names destroys the evidence." 

She talked on, with a strange mixture of can
dour and discretion that he found curiously 
intriguing. She was telling him things without 
telling him anything. 

Yes, she had lost somebody. She evaded 
saying who it was, or what relationship she bore 
to him, or her. She had been searching around 
for months, trying to establish his or her sur
vival. She went on talking to him for perhaps 
ten minutes. 
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At the end of it, he realised that under cross
examination he could not have told anything 
about her. She had been, in spite of her talka
tiveness, evasive. Everything she said seemed 
to come from around the corner. 

Still, he got the impression that this " sit
ting," as she called it, was merely one of a long 
series. 

The medium, it seemed, was late. He was told 
not to worry, that many mediums were like that. 

"They are temperamental, you know," said 
somebody. Then he heard somebody else whis
per something about a drink. 

" Yes," murmured the little woman to whom 
he was talking .... "You know, that is one of 
the snags. They start drinking. Then it destroys 
the power ... " 

He merely stared. . . • 
A tall man of the Army major type called him 

into a corner while they were waiti..'lg, and con
fessed that he thought it was " a lot of bunk." 

" My wife believes in it," he said. " She 
carts me around these places. It has been going 
on for two years now. Still, it amuses her. And 
it's cheaper than bridge, the way she plays it." 

There were ten people in the room by now. 
And, under the microscope beneath which he 



THE TRUMPET SOUNDS 91 

mentally placed them, they all looked over
excited. There were two or three sensation
seekers, he could tell, the kind who watch tennis 
only when it is in the centre court, or chase an 
actress when her name is billed big-people to 
whom Nijinsky or K.rishnavara are both the 
same; if the papers talk loudly about them. 

He felt disgusted as he stood waiting for what 
he considered " the nonsense " to begin. 

" If people really have souls," he thought, 
" how can their souls endure the bodies they 
have to live in ? " 

He asked the little woman to whom he had 
been talking. 

" If there is an after life," he said, " how can 
it take any interest at all in all this-people 
paying a guinea each ... the credulous mixed 
up with the cynical . . • sensation-mongers pay
ing a fee?" 

" You don't understand," she answered. " :My 
friend loved me very much." 

He knew that the phrase " my friend , was a 
way of disguising even the friend's sex;. 

"My friend would come back through any
thing to talk to me, if it were possible." 

Outside, one of the gloomiest parts of London 
lived on its grubby and sordid life. The houses 
were grey and grim. Paper-shops and grocers 
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were eating their way into century-<.>ld squares. 
Regency mansions were going, one by one. 
And, in their place, a newer, uglier London was 
being built. He had always hated Bloomsbury. 
But this night, while he waited, it seemed even 
more sordid and more grey. 

Mary appeared to be enjoying herself. She 
was going about from group to group, chatting 
and picking up bits. 

" There is a. man over there who knew K.it
chener," she whispered to him once. " He 
comes back and writes through him. He says there 
is going to be another war. We shall be wiped 
out this time. He is warning him. D'you see that 
fat woman ? She is a reincarnation of Cleopatra. 
She has met Antony, too." And she laughed. 

As they were talking, a woman came across, 
looked at him very earnestly and said, " Do you 
know you are a medium ? " 

u Good God, no I " he replied. 
" You have great power," she said. u I must 

tell you. I do not know what you know of 
cour case. People are often told, by mediums, 

0 ri_Ungs like that. Sometimes it starts them off 
it's wrong. Make no mistake. You are a 

·-:e medium. Have you never been told 
Thte?" 

And t.laughed in her face. He told her that he 
' 
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knew nothing about the " occult " and cared 
nothing, that he was there that night merely 
because he had brought a friend. 

" You have a great gift," she said. " Make 
no mistake about to-night. The medium, I 
think, is a fraud. Whether he ever was a 
medium or not I do not know. His case is 
one of the many baffiing things we encounter. 
It may be all fraud. It may be a mixture of 
fraud and genuine power. My knowledge does 
not depend on him. You will see, to-night, at 
least the formula. Sit yourself. Sit with some 
friends at home. Do not waste your powers. 
They are God-given." 

She said all this very earnestly. While she 
was talking the medium came in. He looked as 
though he had been drinking for years. He 
was ill-shaven, and in clothes that did not fit. 
They were all introduced without any names 
being mentioned. 

" I have brought a new friend," said some
body. 

That was the extent of the introduction. 

"Let's go into the other room," said one 
of the party. 

They did. There he saw, arranged in a 
circle, ten chairs. 
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" Have you warmed the trumpet ? " someone 
asked. 

" I'll put it in hot water," was the reply. 
And he saw carried out of the room a cone

shaped metal thing, about two feet long. 
" Sit down," said someone. 
And they were put around, on chairs, a man 

and a woman alternately. 
The woman who had told him he was a medium 

sat down in the chair next to his. 
Mterwards, he found it impossible to go into 

all the details of what followed. At the time it 
seemed to last several hours. 

They started to sing. The lights had been 
put out, of course-" The power is stronger in 
the dark," they said-and the door was locked. 
He found himself staring at the floor, where he 
could see the end of the trumpet, which was 
phosphorescent with white paint. 

They started with the Lord's Prayer, which 
always annoyed him, even in church. He could 
not understand people asking God to give them 
daily bread, which they ought to earn, or praying 
not to be led into temptation, apparently think
ing God would deliberately lead them into evil. 

" Go on singing," said the medium. " It 
helps the power." 

They went through a long repertoire of songs 
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and hymns, chosen apparently because they 
were popular and known to the sitters. 

He had, of course, never been to a seance 
before. He never knew, until then, that people 
could have such dreadful voices ; that, without 
music, they could get so far out of tune. 

The woman next to him whispered, now and 
then. 

" Sometimes it goes on like this for an hour," 
she said. " They have to gather up power. 
Sometimes nothing happens." 

Once she whispered very earnestly. 
" You are covered with a blue light," she said. 
People had been seeing " lights," they said, 

every now and then. He did not see anything. 
"Oh, yes, over there," said somebody, as 

though it were true. He did not believe it. 
Again the woman told him he was surrounded 

by a light. 
" It is pouring out from you," she said. " It 

is power. Oh, do sit and develop it." 
He did not answer. He was too bored to say 

anything. If the ceiling had fallen in, at least 
they could all have gone home. That was how 
he felt about it all. 

Then, suddenly, the trumpet rose from the 
floor and sort of felt its way all round the 
circle. 
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"Good evening, Friend," said somebody. 
Several repeated the greeting. " Good evening, 
Friend," they said. 

" It to11ched me," said another. 
" Good evening, Friend." 
The trumpet seemed to know its way, appar

ently, for, one after another, the sitters were 
touched. He wanted to strike a light and ex
pose the medium, who, he was certain, was 
standing up, walking around, holding the trum
pet, guiding its tappings on people's knees. It 
came nearer to him. 

Then it stopped right in front of his face. 
He was fascinated, dazed almost. . • . 

Have you ever been stared at, in abysmal 
darkness, by a lit-up something that seemed to 
be peering right in your face ? He wanted to 
knock it away from him. 

But, of course, they were holding hands. He 
had been warned of the " danger." 

" It might kill the medium," he had been 
told. " You must not touch the trumpet." 

Then he heard a sound. The trumpet was 
speaking to him. . . . 

" John," it said, " John." 
Now, his name was John. Only Mary knew 

that. And she W:ilS on the other side of the 
circle l 
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" John," it repeated three or four times. 
" It's your father, Anthony. Anthony Man
son." 

Now, how did it know his name? Was it 
hallucinadon? If it were fraud, how could any
one have guessed ? Few people knew him. 
He had made no mark in the world, yet he 
seemed to sense his father's presence. His 
memory of him seemed more definite than it 
had been for years. For a moment he felt that' 
he was actually there, in the room! 

Then the trumpet went back to its place on 
the floor. And, in the darkness, he sat there, 
wondering .... 

" I believe it is your power," said the woman 
next to him. 

" What do you mean ? " he replied, as sofdy 
as he could, but being merely polite. 

" Your powers are functioning to-night," she 
said. " I told you that you possessed them. I 
am clairvoyant. It is not the medium. It is 
you. Power is streaming from you. You are 
covered with it." 

" Don't be silly," he replied. 
Then, suddenly, the trumpet went up in the 

air again and stopped high above the circle. 
There came from it a loud voice. 

" Warn him/' it said, in a detp tone. "Warn 
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him. He mustn't monkey about with things 
like this. He will have to pay. Warn him." 

He heard, then, . a sort of gasp. It seemed to 
come from where the medium had been sitting 
when they took their seats. There came a 
choking sort of sound, and a kind of gurgle. 
Two or three of the women shrieked. 

"Turn up the lights," said someone. 
"No, it's dangerous," came a warning. 
" Turn up the · damned lights," shouted a 

voice which he knew to be that of the major
fellow he had spoken to. "Open the damned 
door." 

By this time they were all standing up. 
Someone struck a lighter. Someone else went 

towards a knob on the wall and pressed it 
down. Electric light flooded the room. 

All the members of the circle were standing 
up except one. That was the medium. He 
was hanging over the side of his chair. 

" Get some water," said somebody. 
" You shouldn't have turned the light up," 

he heard. 
" The power has all rushed back to him and 

made him ill." That was the little woman 
speaking. 

"Don't talk damned nonsense," said the 
major. " He's a damned fraud anyway." 
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John felt the medium's pulse. He could 
detect no heart-throb. 

" He is dead," he said. 
And, grabbing Mary, he ran out of the flat. 
None of them knew who he was. 
He led a quiet life. He did not like getting 

mixed up with scandals and inquests. So they 
just ran .... 

Mary sometimes says she would like to " go 
to another." John tells her not to be a fool. ... 
And, yet, sometimes he wonders . . . How did 
the trumpet know his name ? 
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THE prison's high walls stood in front of him, 
high, forbidding. In front of them, trees were 
planted here and there. But nothing could 
lessen the grimness of those walls. Even the 
sunshine seemed to make them stand out in 
added terror. 

The minister had walked that way, twice daily 
at least, for months now. His own dwelling 
was not far away, outside the walls. 

In them he went every morning and after 
lunch, visiting prisoners, seeing them in the 
solitude of their cells, lecturing them sometimes 
in the prison chapel, and preaching on Sundays 
at a special service for those who were neither 
Anglicans nor members of the Romish faith. 
Almost every day during his walk he wondered, 
" 'Why on earth did I start as a prison chaplain ? " 

Few occupations could be more haunting in 
their memories. The Governor and the warders 
took it all as a matter of business. It was their 
job to punish. They were a rigid part of a 
machine brutalising in the monotony of its daily 
revolutions from daylight to dark; afterwards 
came the long, long silences of the night. 

But the chaplain's job was to comfort, not to 
punish. 

100 
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And how could that be done ? Faith might 
remove mountains, but not, as in St. Peter's days, 
make the door of a cell, something through which 
a man could pass to freedom. 

There was No. 48, for instance, in for a long 
stretch. He had committed a crime, and he did 
not mind suffering. But there was his wife 
outside ... and the family of small kids. 

"Why should they have to pay?" That was 
a question that the chaplain knew he could not 
answer. 

But that was not the only one of the kind. 
There were dozens of those. 

The Law took the culprit. But it was his 
family who paid the price. 

During that walk, nearly every day, the chap
lain puzzled out how he could answer these 
posers. He had to speak of a merciful God. 
Yet, all around him, when he spoke in chapel, 
were grey-clothed and greyer-faced-looking men 
to whom came no mercy and no sign of it. The 
Law was relentless and the ways of Justice were 
cruel. 

"I must go out and save the world." 
The phrase, his own once, came back to his 

memory. It dated from his first week of con
viction that he was destined to become a minister 
of God. The words had inspired his long dreary 

H 
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study of books on theology. He could see an 
end then, the winning of innumerable souls. 
Then the War had come, and the holocaust, and 
then his ordination .•.• 

Then, for some reason he could not remember 
now, so dead he felt sometimes, had come the 
decision to become a prison chaplain. Soon, 
the iron had entered into him. The rust had 
come. Damped by tears shed by his inner 
being, the rust was always spreading, eating 
further into the iron that stabbed his soul. ... 

He rang the bell. The first gate opened. 
And then, in the book, he signed his name. 
"The Reverend Thomas Jimson," he wrote. 
He saw that a dozen people had been inside since 
when, in the morning, he had called-4)fficers 
going on duty, a visitor or two, no doubt. Some 
of them had signed themselves out again. Always 
when, twice a day, he wrote his name, he noticed 
that. 

" Ins " and " Outs "-but there were those 
who stayed for years. They did not sign that 
book. ... 

Yes, but all that had happened before seemed 
easy now. A man was to die in the morning. 
And he was paying him his farewell visit ... no, 
not the farewell visit, for the last one, of course, 
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was to be paid in the morning, when, wallcing 
beside him, he would recite, " I am the resurrec
tion and the life, saith the Lord. He that 
believeth in me, though he were dead, yet shall 
he live." 

And he wondered how he would say it ... and 
whether his words would fail ••. and whether he 
would go on reading the words, or fall down 
into the pit with the other being. 

Chaplains had got used even to this sort of 
thing, perhaps, he thought. Some had even 
tried to comfort a man who had just been flogged. 
It was all in the game. 

You got paid for it. But executions were new 
to him. They did not belong to his faith as a 
rule. 

He wondered what he would say, in the 
morning, when he returned to his family, what 
they would ask at breakfast, and how he would 
reply. 

Prisons have many secrets. But families ask .... 
\Veil, he was inside the second gate by now. 

Then he went in, through where the prisoners 
entered before their long incarceration, on one 
side the baths, and on the other the doctor's 
office, where, one by one, convicts were examined 
before they were taken, in their prison sults, to 
begin their long solitude. 
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A score of prisoners stood in a corridor with 
their faces to the wall, as always they stood when 

· waiting. They looked furtively round now and 
then, just as, when he passed, he had always seen 
them look, fearing a warder's rebuke, but looking. 

They were all alike from the back. The 
numbers, their only distinguishing mark, were 
all in the same place. And he wondered, when 
he passed them, whether it seemed to them 
merely a moment or a year .... 

On each side were cells, and in three galleries 
above hundreds of other cells. Each had a 
number. And, in the evening, each contained 
a man. No, he was not a man. He too was 
a number. 

You saw them peering out sometimes ... just 
eyes. . . . All else was the daor. And it was so 
quiet you wanted to shout . . . and so solitary 
that you seemed to be surrounded by all the 
spirits of the dead ... and it was all so grim. 

" Our Father, which art in Heaven," he had 
led them into repeating, scores of times, " Thy 
Kingdom come, Thy will be done." 

He always wondered what it meant to them. 
And then he spoke to them of the love of God, 

and wondered why no one ever shouted out and 
laughed at him. He often rebelled inside his 
. mind. Perhaps they, too, rebelled ... inside .... 
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" I, too, am part of the machine," he thought. 
" I am paid, like all the others, to punish. And 
yet I am punished myself." 

Yet what was there to do ? If he left, someone 
else would come along and behave, perhaps, with 
less pity. And outside, if he left, there would 
always be a memory of these dreadful months. 
He could never escape. 

"You want to see Tompkins, sir?" 
It was the chief warder who spoke to him. 

And, seeing his nod, the officer took him along 
to three cells made into two. They were the 
same outside as were the others. There were 
three doors. But he knew that you only went 
into one, that behind the others was the execution 
shed. 

There was nothing to show . . . but all the 
prison knew .... 

All the prisoners, as they filed past, always 
looked at those doors. . .. 

Inside you heard nothing. You just waited. 
" Back again," said the Man inside. 
That was often the sort of greeting he got from 

prisoners. He was used to it. Men soon real
ised that few of their requests could be complied 
with, that messages that reached the outside 
world were very rare, that a chaplain could do 
very little. 
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" 'They only come along and pray/' was the 
sort of thing he knew the men said when he had 
gone. 

Yes, he was back again. 
" Well, I shall not see much more of you," 

said the Man. " Just once more after this, and 
that's the end of it." 

The chaplain found himself fumbling for 
something to say. There was no formula for a 
scene like this. They had not taught him this 
at college. No annual conference ever discussed 
it. It was not written in a book. Not even the 
Bible store sold advice for such an emergency. 

" I am glad you came," said the Man. " I 
want to talk to you." 

Still the chaplain made no answer, but sat 
waiting. 

Then he heard what he had often heard before, 
the Story of a Life. Men talked, often, of 
temptation and slipping into things, of a drunken 
father, or life in the slums. More or less 
mechanically he could conjure up some reply 
to all that. The other man could not argue 
overmuch, anyway. Even in the cell alone he 
usually said " Sir." So that was easy. 

But this Man was different. And, anyway, 
in the morning he had to die. Men are brave 
in their last terror. 



WHEN MEN TALK TRUTH 107 

" I killed him because I hated him," said the 
Man. " I would kill him to-morrow if he were 
alive now and I were free. And I would kill 
blm next week if we were both outside. And I 
would go on killing him. 

" You see, they brought me up to kill. I was 
a butcher by trade and I killed animals all day. 
I grew to like it. I was proud of my skill with 
a poleaxe or a knife. 

" Then there was a war, if you remember. 
Most people have forgotten now. All through 
those four years I killed. They hired me to kill. 
And I killed without complaining. They taught 
me how to kill with a bayonet. They taught me 
how to kill with a rifle. They taught me how 
to kill with a Mills bomb. 

" And I killed them all right. I killed all the 
men I did not know, decent sorts of blokes, I 
expect, with wives and families, and no grudge 
against me that r d ever heard. And they told 
me it was fine. 

" And now I've killed one swine because I 
hated him. Can't you have one private killing 
on your own? \Vnen they pay you to do it, 
they say it's fine. \V"hen you cannot help doing 
it, they hang you. You don't know how I 
hated that swine. Now, what would you do if 
you hated somebody?" 
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" I should pray," replied the cluplain sud
denly. It \\as his fust reimrk. It ome easy. 
He had often told them that. 

" They expect us to do that in chapel here," 
replied the ~Ian. " \\hat good does it do in gaol ? 
Does it open the prison doors ? Can \re e\er 
see the Jo,e of God here after "\\e ha'e prayed for 
it ? \\ e just "\\ait a \reek and then pray next 
Sun&y. Can I ask you a question, Gu"nor?" 

" Yes," said the chaplain. " That is "\\hy I 
am here." 

" \\hat is going to happen to me to-morrow 
\\hen they pull tl:e drop and the rope tightens 
and it breaks my neck? f\e been "\\Ondering 
about it quite a lot the last few "\\eeks. Can you 
tell me? Kow don't pull the sort of stuff you 
do in church. Wl-at jj gQit:g /1) lappm /IJ m~ 

/(J-morroJJJ? I'm not afraid, you kno"\\, but I'd 
like to know. 

" Do I lie in a gra'e until a trumpet blo\\s ? 
Some of you say that I'm not jeering. I just 
\rant to know. Do I go to Hell ? \That is 
Hell, unless it's here? \\hat exactly does 
bppen? You'\e studied it all your life. You 
pretend to knoW"." 

The chaplain looked at the W"alls. He looked 
at the small mndow, then he looked in t.~e 

~fan's eyes. 
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" I am going to be quite frank with you, my 
friend," he said, slowly, and with a strange 
nervousness. " You see, I have never been in 
a position like this before. I have never spoken 
to a man in the prime of health who knew he was 
to die the next day-a man who challenged me 
for the troth. You see, I do not believe what I 
am paid to preach." 

"Gorn," said the Man. "You don't believe 
it?, 

" No, I don't believe it," replied the chaplain. 
" You see, many parsons have worries like I 
have. They are taught things when they are 
young, but then they learn more and they grow · 
wiser. They see the world in lives, not in books. 
Yet sometimes they're afraid they're growing less 
wise. For, you see, they cannot shake the faith 
of others. They cannot upset the people who 
like ideas they are used to, even if they are 
wrong. They cannot take away one thing unless 
they have something to put there instead." 

And then the Man who was to die heard from 
the lips of a chaplain something that few men 
hear. A frank confession of abysmal failure of 
faith poured into his ears. He heard of long, 
long doubts and worryings, of years of strivings 
after Truth, and then the realisation that there 
was a greater truth than the one dreamed of before. 
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" You see, you do not really die at all," said 
the chaplain. " Do you know, I Jee people 
sometimes? People who are dead, I mean. It's 
only a flash, sometimes •.. but I see them. I've 
never told anyone before. Our church con
demns it. Yet now I know that the words I shall 
say to-morrow, when I walk beside you from here 
into there ''-and he nodded to the place behind 
the inner door-" are words that do not mean 
anything. And yet I have to say them. We 
have not learned any new ones yet. 

" Lots of us parsons believe as I do, or know 
as I do, rather. And yet we keep our tongues 
quiet and we say nothing. I shall walk to-morrow 
morning from here into there, recite words beside 
you. But you won't die. 

" You will be the same when the trap has fallen 
as you were standing on it. People you know 
will meet you. And you will have a chance to 
make up for all that you have done. Really you 
are not being punished, if you only knew. You 
would suffer much more if you stayed here. 
There you can earn progress by work. If you 
turn your face towards the light and climb 
upwards, you will be helped. 

" I will pray for you. I promise. It will 
help. I do not believe what is in the Book. 
I've brought it -here it is-so that I could read 
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to you. But I won't read it. But I am going to 
tell you the truth." 

And, for an hour, the two men talked. And 
then the two men prayed .... 

Then, at last, and with a new light in his eyes, 
the Man stood up .... 

" Do yOJl mean to say you've known all that 
for years and you haven't told anybody before ? " 
said the Man. 

" Yes," replied the chaplain. 
"Why, you're worse than I am,'' went on the 

Man. " Do you know what I would do if I had 
done what you have done, just kept my mouth 
shut?" 

" No," said the chaplain. 
" Why," said the Man, " I'd go and hang myself. 

Why, Guv'nor, when you've gone, I'm going to 
pray for you." 
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" I have 110 beginning," said the wheel, " and no end. 
I go round and round. Yet, even when I stop, I still 
have no beginning and no end." 

The woman looked down on the eyes staring 
at her from the bed. They had beea watching 
her for weeks. And she had been watching 
them. Every now and then the doctor came. 
He had given up hope long since. 

"It may last for a month," he said, " or it may 
be a year. All you can do is to watch." 

And so the days passed, and the weeks. And, 
all the time, the eyes stared at her. 

She hated him. She hated the blackness of 
his hair, the thinness of his face. And he knew 
it. She hated that crimson scar upon his cheek. 
She loathed him, and he loathed her. And yet, 
his tongue paralysed, he could not speak it. 
And, his arm paralysed, he could not write it 
down. He was merely lying there, week after 
week, silent, always staring. 

He hated her, and she knew it 
" There may be a sudden change," the woman 

had been told. " All you can do, then, is to give 
him a dose from this bottle." 

She had often looked at it, wondering when 
the change would come. 

111 



ETERNAL TRIANGLE II3 

" Six drops when necessary," she read-and a 
warning about the danger of taking more. 

\v'hen two people are forced together through 
long periods of silence, the boredom is so terrible 
that it almost shouts out at one. Her only relief 
was the telephone bell. Every few hours it 
rang, and. she went downstairs to answer it. 
And, every time she returned, the eyes looked at 
her accusingly. They knew ... they could 
follow her downstairs, she knew, peer into her 
face when she spoke, see, by her expression, 
what the answer was. 

Through all the years that have known human 
experience there has been the old, old triangle 
-two women and a man, or two men and a 
woman. Long before the Cave Age it began. 
Never, finally, until we master Destiny shall we 
square the circle so that men and women can 
meet without jealousy. The triangle's points 
reach as far as all human knowledge. It con
tains a thousand tragedies, complexities that 
appal, possibilities that frighten. Jealousy was 
the serpent in the Garden. 

The husband was dying. And the woman 
was waiting in the room. .And the lover was 
waiting somewhere else. 

" How long ? " would come the question on 
the telephone, day after day. 
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"It cannot be long now," the answer would 
be, always. 

Then came insistence, and the question again 
-"How long?" 

The doctor could not tell. The woman did 
not know. The man in the bed merely waited 
and stated, and condemned with his speechless 
looks. 

That went on through the spring and the 
summer. The leaves fell from the trees. And 
still there came no change. 

Then, one day, as usual, the telephone rang 
again. The woman started to answer it. And 
there came from the bed a sudden groan. She 
turned to see that a spasm was twitching her 
husband's face. Again the telephone bell rang. 
She looked at the bottle by the bedside and 
paused. Still the bell rang .•.. 

She moved towards the bottle. And then 
saw, again, the accusing eyes. Again the bell 
rang downstairs. 

She went to the bottle and picked it up, while 
the eyes stared at her. And then she put the 
bottle down again and went to the telephone. 

Still the eyes were staring when she returned. 
And then at last, after months it seemed, the 
husband spoke. 

"I know," he said. "I know." Then, from 
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the agony of death, came the whispered words 
"I will return.'' It was a threat, and a menace 
that frightened her. 

She rushed to the door and left the house. 
And that night she and her lover left England. 

It was early next summer that the child came. 
The nurse put it in its mother's arms. 

" Take it away," she said. 
She wondered why that was. Mter the agony 

of birth, she had always heard, a mother seeks to 
nestle her child in her arms. The nurse looked 
at her curiously. 

"Take it away," she said. They were almost 
the last words she spoke, for she was to know 
only a few hours of motherhood. When the 
father came in, tense, anxious still, after his long 
wait in the room downstairs, it was not only 
to greet a son, but to bid a wife good-bye. 

"A boy," they had told him, and, proud to 
claim his son, he had run upstairs. 

Then, as he stood by the bed, he wondered . 
. . . The bundle in the nurse's arms seemed no 
part of him. It squawked and fussed, bleatingly, 
but it was not that .•.. 

This business of birth was a messy, ugly thing . 
. . . But that he had always felt. 

Often, as others had done, he had asked, with 
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Milton, why God had not invented " some other 
way to procreate mankind." Still, Shakespeare 
had been born that way, and St. Francis ... yes, 
and the Saviour of Men. . . . 

But, as he stood, he knew he hated his son. 
What was there to hate ? The bundle of baby 
clothes was harmless enough. That, bar the 
squawking, quite usual, he supposed, was just a 
bundle and a red face, red like the faces of all 
other new-born babes. 

He saw the nurse watching him. He went 
from the room. His wife had left it before him, 
but for another world. 

It was a strange childhood, the son's. There 
grew, with the years, a tenseness, a strain, that 
made the household nervy, jumpy, dark with an 
uneasiness that affected everyone. 

In his earliest years the child was kept apart 
by the nurse who tended him. The father, when 
he looked at it did so with a frown, and then, as 
the months passed, with a scowl. 

There seemed a Mood everywhere, an unfriend
liness. Servants left. First the child cried in 
its father's presence; then it scowled or looked 
away. Then came a bitterness and blows. 
Everything the child did was wrong. What 
in another boy might have passed for minor 
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errors were regarded as serious misdemean
ours. 

A maid, now and then, would excuse the child, 
only to be discharged. 

And as the years went by the father became 
sulkier. His petulance crept from his life at 
home to his contacts outside. Moroseness cast 
a gloom, first upon his manner and then upon his 
soul. 

And the Mood blackened the outlook of all 
who lived in the house. 

It was a governess who, brought in when the 
boy was old enough, found herself sheltering 
from something she could not fathom-a Hatred 
for which there seemed' no meaning. 

" It's unnatural," she would say ... and ponder 
upon it all, keeping her charge apart. " The 
boy's all right with me: .•• Who is he like?" 

The father and the son bore no trace of 
resemblance. Nor could she see in the dead 
mother's portrait any likeness to the child .•.• 

The boy, indeed, seemed like a caged beast, 
shut into a ceaseless restlessness, hating even 
those who fed him, watching, not fearing a blow 
so much as waiting to attack. 

\V'ith her he was quiet enough, and intelligent. 
If his father e''en passed outside the door in which 
she taught him little sums and then, with the 

[ 
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years, passed on to history, he would start. 
And, sometimes, in his eyes, she saw a glare at 
the barest mention of " Father." 

She grew to love the lad in spite of his moods. 
They lived almost apart. She comforted him 
when, as often happened, he was found at 
fault. 

" I don't seem to belong," he said once, when 
he was twelve. " I like you. But what am I 
doing here ? " · 

That was a mood in which he would seek for 
a clue to his strange restlessness. 

There was another mood. It would come 
across him suddenly, now and then, and she 
would see him wondering, puzzling out some
thing in his brain. 

Once she challenged him, taking advantage of 
their sympathy, their isolation in a large house 
in which, when child and father met, there was 
at least an irritation, harsh words sometimes, but 
in which, when the two were alone, there was 
not something akin to peace, but at least a 
condition which was tolerable. 

" I am always wondering," he said. " Do 
you know, I seem to have known father before?" 

She looked at him curiously. His seriousness 
impressed, in spite of words which, to her, had 
no meaning. 
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"Before ? " she asked. "What do you mean ? " 
" I don't know," he said. "Perhaps it is a 

dream that I remember. . . . Perhaps it is mad of 
me .... Sometimes I feel a little odd .... But I 
seem to have known him in another place. 
Sometimes I feel older than I am, grown-up, 
experienced. . . . And he comes into a life I do 
not understand. 

"It is our wills that clash, you know. I must 
thwart him. I do it, at times, just to make him 
angry. Yet he is my father. It is not because 
he is my father that it happens, but somehow in 
spite of it." 

Then, when he was fourteen or so, they missed 
him. In the night he had gone, just vanished 
into the air. The strain had broken his nerve, 
and he had disappeared. The father heard 
nothing, nor was given a reason. 

" I had to go," the boy said, to the governess, 
in a note. " I hate him so. I cannot stand it. 
If I had stayed, and grown up, I should have 
killed him one day." 

She did not know that, in his room, the father 
had paced the floor half the night through, 
hating his son • . . just hating . . . and just 
wondering why ...• 

He read the letter again. " Dear Father," it 
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said, " I am sorry and I am coming home. Let us 
make a start again. 

" You are my father, after all, and I want to 
remember that. I have worn out my hate for 
you-yes, it was hatred, and you should know 
-and I want to make amends. 

" You used to hate me too. That must end. 
I am determined that it shall." 

Again and again he read it to himself. 
What was the likeness he was trying to recall ? 

It dated back years in his mind. so far back that, 
indefinable, it eluded memory. 

To-day, perhaps, he would know. 
What would his son be like, after nearly 

twenty years ? He had seemed a little swine 
when he was young. Would it be all right now ? 
Would those strange antagonisms of the years 
that had gone be intensified-or would it all be 
over now? 

Still wondering, the father waited .... 
At last downstairs there was a ring, and then 

a footstep on the stairs. And then the door 
opened. 

" I have come back," said a voice. 
And through the door came a man, raven

haired and tall-and with a crimson scar upon one 
of his pale, thin cheeks .... 

"My God, it's you! " said the man who had 
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waited. . . . And he collapsed in a chair, and 
sat staring .... 

"What on earth's the matter?" said the young 
man. 

There was no answer from the chair. 
He picked up one of the wrists that were 

hanging down. 
"Good God 1" he said. "He's dead." 
And he stood there staring. 
"I wonder why I always hated him?" he 

asked himself. 
And, instead of calling anyone, he looked 

around the room, as though seeking for a clue. 
But there was no clue. He looked down on the 
lifeless figure in the chair. 

" I wonder why I always hated him ? " he 
said. 

"I have no beginning," said Life. "I am like a 
U1heel. I have no beginning and no end. I go round 
and round. Yet, even when I stop, I still have no end 
and no begitming." 
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THIS is the story of a film. No, you have not 
seen it. Now I expect you never will .... It 
begins with the great search for a New Idea. 
Perhaps you recall the circumstance. That after 
years of boom, when money was made by the 
million right through the industry, and they had 
spent it like drunken cowboys, the Big Slump 
came, and the banks stepped in. An iron control 
of spending replaced the throw-it-around method 
of the older days. They began to produce 
pictures by a method based on Cost. Then, 
not long after, receipts fell off all over the world. 

There were countless cinemas everywhere. 
But where were the pictures ? 

The public, children in the early days of talkies, 
became critical, then cynical. Every now and 

. then, in a cinema, you would hear go up laughter 
that was ironic. • . . 

The talkies waited for the Great New Idea. 
They scoured the world. 

Now, on the day that my story starts, Temple 
Perkins was seated in his room in a New York 
hotel with his head on his hands. From outside 
came the hum of traffic. It thumped inside his 
brain .••. 

IU 
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You who read books and see plays, and look 
on at a tense film drama, never see the long hours 
of agony which usually preface the birth of the 
idea behind it all. 

You may think of expression as a vital, com
pelling thing. Believe me, either it is all dull 
mechanics, like most of the rest of things, or else 
it is born in pain, just as is a child. 

It was Temple's third week in New York. 
They had brought him from England and 
promised him not only money, but, what had been 
scarcely ever known before, control over his 
work. They said that they would use his story. 
The movies, desperate, had come even to that 
depth of humbleness. 

To search for something new, they had 
scoured Europe for dramatists. All those at 
home had been used up long before. So they 
had been brought from Prague and Leningrad, 
from the Balkans and from the boulevards. 
Temple Perkins was merely one of them. His 
comedy, The Woman You Jilted, had run a year in 
London. And so Hollywood had promised him 
the earth .... 

" You just write," they said. " We'll give 
you five thousand dollars a week. Write a story 
with something new in it. Then come over to 
the Coast and see it made." 
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So, paid something like £140 a day, Temple 
Perkins had been sitting at a desk for days. They 
brought up his meals. He just sat there, trying 
in vain to think. He conjured up a Richest 
Girl in the World and wondered what original 
thing he could make her do. He worried his 
brain about a King Who Threw Away a Throne, 
seeking where on earth Heroic Abnegation could 
go and live. He sought to rejuvenate Faust in 
the clothes of Sa vile Row, but could only imagine 
him as an old man with a painted face. 

"Keep it clean," Cy Milliner had told him, 
"or make it very, very dirty. But-make it new. 
We want, not merely a new angle, but a new plot. 
They say there are only nine in the world and 
that all the story writers have been living on those 
for centuries. You £nd the tenth." 

Cy, as master producer, had told that to all his 
imported authors. There was a Czech he had 
put in a bungalow on Long Island. There was 
a Greek playwright way up the Hudson. For 
miles around, and all within easy reach, he had 
dramatists from Spain and Holland and Germany. 
There were novelists, too, from half the countries 
of Europe-all paid to evolve a new picture idea. 

Temple Perkins nearly. decided, once, that it 
wouldn't be a bad wheeze to write a story about 
all those authors. . . • 



\ 
THE WRONG SORT OP' STORY 1~5 

E\·ery few hours or so his telephone bell went, 
It was always Cy Milliner. / 

Had the great idea been born? Hadn't he 
thought of something ? No, he hadn't. A big 
cast was waiting, he was always reminded. 

For hour after hour he sat staring at nothing, 
waiting. And every few hours the telephone 
bell rang, insistently. 

It was at three in the morning that Perkins, 
after a restless sleep, woke up suddenly. Had 
you seen, you would have looked on a face that 
was illumined, transfigured. You would have 
seen him dash out of bed, rush to his desk, and 
with hasty fingers, well exercised in the old days, 
when he was a news reporter, punch away at his 
typewriter, getting something down. 

"Click, click" went the typewriter. It clicked 
on for an hour. Foolscap after foolscap sheet, 
covered with typing, was thrown on the floor. 

Then Perkins got on the telephone. It was a 
bear-headed producer who, sore and sleepy, 
answered at the other end. He had only just 
gone to bed after one of his parties. He hated 
being called. 

" \\nat do you say ? " he asked. " You've 
got it. Got what? Oh, an idea! Well, you've 
been long enough about it. It will keep till 
to-morrow now, I suppose." 
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"No, you must come round now," said Perkins. 
"I can't tell you why. You've got to come." 

When, in an hour or so, . Cy Milliner arrived, 
nervy and restless, and bored with lack of sleep, 
he listened to a strange story. 

" I got the idea in a dream," said Perkins. 
"It's been given me." 

" What do you mean-given you ? " asked 
the producer. 

" I don't know," said Perkins, trying to explain. 
" I merely know that, while I slept, I saw acted 
in front of me a great story. And it's got to be 
filmed as I saw it. That's an order." 

"An order?" echoed Cy. "What on earth 
d'you mean ? I reckon the Old Man takes orders 
from nobody." 

Perkins looked as though he were trying to 
find words. 

"It's hard to explain," he said. "I merely 
know that this story has to be used exactly as I 
saw it acted, or else I shall forget it. That's why 
I typed it all out, in case I forgot. It's on that 
table." 

The producer went across, picked up the 
manuscript and, in spite of his tiredness, read. 

"I see you've got the title too," he re~ 

marked. 
" Yes," replied Perkins. " Right at the end 
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I heard a voice that said, ' The Man Comes 
Back,'' The Man Comes Back.' Call it that." 

Impatiently the producer read the script right 
through. Then he began to argue. 

" There's a splendid germ of an idea here," he 
said. 

" No, germ of an idea won't do," replied 
Perkins. " It's got to be used exactly like that. 
I told you." 

"Of course I am all in favour of religion just 
now," said the producer. " They say we're in 
for a revival of religion soon. Although I 
don't believe it, I would like the talkies to be 
first •.. our company, of course .... 

" The gangster boom is all over. They are 
sick, too, of all those frills. Musicals are through. 
We've taken the lid off graft for long enough. 
Now all the parsons are after us, saying that we've 
muck-raked for too long. Well, an idea based 
on these lines ought to put us a bit more right 
with the Church." 

" I told you the story had to be used as I got 
it, or it won't be a story any longer," insisted 
Perkins. 

" We'll soon see about that," replied the 
producer. " Now you've used up, of course, 
an old idea. Jesus has come back before in a 
good many books. Hall Caine used it, if I 
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remember. Channing Pollock got the idea too. 
It's been common to fiction for many years 
now." 

"It isn't merely that," said Perkins. "As 
I got the story, my Man Who Came Back attracted 
no attention of any kind. He was just good, 
and nobody made a fuss about that. Nobody 
would, you see. That is the point. As I see it, 
the lesson of it is that, if Christ did return, 
nobody would notice anything much at all. 

" When I saw the story acted in front of me, 
I realised that, the next time, He wouldn't be a 
Jew. He might even be a Zulu or an Eskimo 
this time, or someone even farther away from the 
usual haunts of white people. As I saw it, He 
would merely lead an ordinary simple life of 
virtue. He would merely teach that love was 
right and that cruelty was wrong and that we 
should be kind. 

" No one would make a fuss of Him. They 
would merely say,' Oh, another of these preachers.' 
If He were in England and He cured people of 
illness, by laying on His hands-and, as I got it, 
many people do that-He would be victimised 
by the Medical Council, who would say He 
wasn't qualified. If, in His presence, something 
we call supernatural happened, He would merely 
be arrested for fortune-telling or something and 
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be fined ten shillings, and, as there would only 
be about six lines in the newspapers about it, no 
one would make a fuss of that. 

" He would have a few lowly followers, of 
course, but they would be so lowly, living in 
some back street or other, that no one would 
pay the slightest attention. That is the story. 
The Man lives a simple life of goodness, ' doing 
unto others,' you know, and nobody takes any 
notice of Him." 

" We can't make a film of that," said the 
producer. "It's too ordinary. Now, you let 
your Man denounce gangsters. Let Him get 
in to some gunman's stronghold and brave their · 
automatics with a flash from Heaven. Let Him 
indict the graft at City Hall and stop a great civic 
procession merely with His eyes. We'll take 
Him to Hollywood and,make Him shame us all 
in the middle of shooting a big picture. He 
must lash all the sins of society. We could even, 
if we made Him live in a country where we don't 
sell pictures, let Him challenge the king on his 
throne." 

"No, I can't write that story," said Perkins. 
" You see, the lesson of my idea-no, it is 
the lesson of the idea that was given me-is 
that there is no need for that sort of thing, that 
all you have to do is just to be good. My film 
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story is to teach that all the clever things, and all 
the big heroisms, and all the great dramatic 
challenges, have been done and said, and written 
and thought, for centuries and centuries, and 
that all you have to do is not to write them or 
say them or think them, but just to go and live 
them in you~ own life. My Man is just a small 
man in a back street. I saw His face. It was 
just the good kind face of a good kind man. 
He loved animals and birds and children. And 
the children loved Him. 

" I seemed to feel, as I saw Him, that I had seen 
Him in a thousand faces of ordinary good men 
and women, that the goodness was here already, 
that all the rest of us had to do was to be like that 
too. I seemed to feel that He was like an old 
grandmother of mine. She wasn't noticed much, 
but she was always kind to people. And there 
was an old doctor I remember whos.e patients 
always worshipped him. 

" I seemed to see Him in a nurse I once knew. 
She died of cancer. . . ." 

" Yes, but there's no action in all that," 
protested Cy Milliner. " We want big drama, 
crowds, processions, the Appeal Unto Cresar, 
and all that sort of thing." 

Temple Perkins pleaded with his eyes. 
" I must insist on my story as it is," he said. 
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"Something will happen to it otherwise, I know. 
The Voice told me that." 

"Don't be a fool," replied Cy. "I'll tell you 
what I will do. I'll get three or four scenario 
writers on the job to-morrow. They can each 
do a different script based on my general idea and 
then you can approve, and we'll start shooting. 
Why, that plot's worth a million dollars. I'll 
call the Old Man up." 

Before a couple of minutes had passed, he was 
shouting in the telephone, which a dull-brained 
wit at the other end, pulled out of bed, was trying 
in vain to understand. 

" Perkins has got a great idea here," Cy 
shouted into the receiver. "We've got to get 
busy in the morning. 'What is the idea?' 
\Vait a minute while I ask Perkins." There was 
a look of straining recoilection on his face. 
"Perkins, what were we talking about?" ' 

" I, I don't remember," replied Perkins. 
"It's funny, but I've forgotten. Wait a minute, 
I'll get the script. . . • Where did you put 
it?, 

" On the table, you fool," said Cy Milliner. 
" It isn't here t " shouted Perkins. 
"Well, it must have blown on the floor." 
" How could it have blown on the floor ? 

The windows and the door are shut." 
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"\'V'ell, it's somewhere about. I had it in my 
hand a moment ago." 

No, the manuscript was not there I It had 
been on the table a minute before, and then it 
wasn't there any longer. 

Both Perkins and :Milliner had completely 
forgotten what they had been talking about. . . 
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THE Blue Pig was full. It always was on 
Thursday nights. If you came late there was 
no table free. Unless you knew the head waiter 
you could not find a seat, except near the door. 

On Thursday nights all Hollywood's stars 
seemed to gather in the Blue Pig. Cafes and 
restaurants all had their few months of boom. 
Now it was the Blue Pig's turn. 

Baby Tweeneyes was at one table with her set, 
and with a blase-looking waitress tending her. 
Strangers got excited in the Blue Pig. The 
waitresses were used to it. 

Some former waitresses had become film stars. 
Other waitresses had chanced their luck in the big 
studios, and then decided that waiting at table at 
night was much easier than waiting about all 
day for a job that never came. 

Bessie Longlong, the world-famous vamp, 
was there too, with a bunch of boys. Karlsky, 
who was a ghoul famed for his make-ups, had 
his tame-looking wife with him for a change. 

If you had looked all round and counted up 
the salaries it would have sounded like a million 
dollars. 

The conversation sounded like nothing. · Only 
those who have talked with film stars know how 

I. 



134 WHBN MEN TALK TRUTH 

abysmal is their ignorance of everything except 
the new picture somebody is making, whether 
or no somebody else's contract is to be renewed, 
or why the star had cut out 300 feet of some 
unknown girl who had suddenly been found good 
or bad, which was often the same thing in Holly
wood. 

Yes, when you listened, you knew that " pic
tures " were not an Art, but a Business, something 
in which there was money to be made, something 
that cost somebody else a lot of money, something 
that might make some for you. 

Only those who have heard such talk have any 
idea of the sordidness of it all. 

You go to Hollywood expecting Romance and 
Colour. The reality hits you like a blow. 

Still, while they were practical enough in all 
their talk, the film stars that night were, as usual, 
posing. They had no private lives. Always they 
behaved as though the camera were recording 
what they did, and how they looked, and what 
they said, and the clothes they wore. Besides, 
the gossip writers were around as usual. And 
what they wrote in some obscure paper in Los 
Angeles sometimes became a cable sent right 
round the world. 

Beattie Lovely had a spare table that night, one 
still unoccupied. 



THE WORLD'S LOVER SMILES 13~ 

No, Beattie Lovely was not really her name. 
They do not have names like that on the Ohio 
farmland from which she came. They happen 
somewhere in the train, during the four-days 
journey to the Coast. 

You think you are going to be a star, and so 
you write down a lot of names. Then you 
imagine them in electric lights outside a 
theatre and decide which will look the most 
attractive. 

The Beattie was really true. The Lovely was 
true in so far as it described somebody. For 
Beattie's looks justified the name even if she were 
not born with it. But then, in Hollywood, 
loveliness was cheap. Every girl who sold 
cigars, who was a chambermaid, or who worked 
in a dry-goods store was beautiful. For they 
had all come to the Coast to be stars, and, when 
they had failed, they had driven out from most 
of the jobs the local homeliness. 

That was why no one noticed Beattie Lovely 
in her waitress's dress. In London, all eyes would 
have been on her had she been a waitress in a 
Corner House. In Southern California she was 
merely one of many glorious-looking failures. 

Still, she never knew •... Some director 
might come in and discover that she was a type . 
. . . Some producer might hear her voice and 
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say, "That'll record well. ... " Anything 
might happen. 

That was why, month after month, and year 
after year, beautiful girls went on, hoping, 
growing plainer every day. 

Then Wendell Holmes came in. Not even 
then was there much excitement. 

He was the World's Lover of the hour. His 
name, which he had read somewhere in a book, 
was better known to millions than the author 
from whom he had borrowed it, " to make it 
famous," as he said. 

Women of several countries nearly swooned, 
sometimes, when they thought of him. They 
gasped when his name was shown before a 
picture started, or they saw his photograph on 
a wall. 

To them, he was Love, a magical being from 
another world. 

" Why isn't he married ? " they said, not know~ 
ing that his wife was still in the Brooklyn tene
ment from which he had gone West in search of 
the fortune which, ultimately, he had found. 

He left his car outside the Blue Pig, parking 
it among a hundred others. He checked his hat. 

Then he found Beattie's empty table, and sat 
down, alone. 

He sat there, going over the menu, glancing 
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up from it every now and then to see how many 
people were looking, whether his arrival caused 
more attention than usual. Film stars check 
their popularity that way. When the morning's 
newspapers come, they rush through them to 
find their own names. And when they are 
not there, they remark, regardless of the falls of 
Cabinets and the collapse of currencies," There's 
nothing in the papers to-day." 

You cannot blame them. They are their own 
currency and their own country, yes, even their 
own world. 

\Vendell Holmes looked up, and saw beside 
him-merely a waitress. 

Yet she seemed to be shivering. Her hands 
appeared to be trembling. She was holding one 
hand above her eyes. 

Still, he was used to that. Maiden innocence 
often gazed at him hysterically. Any flapper 
might do it, any hour. 

Even when the girl said, "I want to talk to 
you," and went on, " I must talk to you," it did 
not surprise him. It was strange that a waitress 
was doing it, he thought, for they were a blase 
lot, as a rule, in Hollywood. But perhaps this 
was a new one. 

" Yes ? " he said, encouragingly, seeing that 
this particular waitress did not look so stupid as 
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most of them. For beauty is usually a very 
stupid thing. 

" Can I see you after ? " said the girl. 
" Certainly not," he replied. 
His life was largely spent in resisting females, 

administering rebuffs, courteously as a rule. 
But this one was a waitress, and she ought to 
know her place. 

" I must see you," urged the girl. " I have 
something to tell you." 

"If you say anything like that again,'' he replied, 
" I shall speak to the manager." 

And he ordered his food. 
The girl brought course after course until his 

supper was finished. He noticed that she kept 
on staring at him-no, not exactly at him, but 
near him-and seemed in a condition of distressed 
nerves and fearfulness. 

At first he was a little curious, and then an· 
noyed. Once again he spoke to her and said, 
" You must not worry me." 

Still, even then, when, after a few brief con· 
versations with people at the surrounding tables, 
he took his leave, he was surprised to find that 
the girl, still dressed as a waitress, ran down the 
path outside the cafe after him. She followed 
him to his car, and put her hand on his arm when 
he opened the door. 



!HE WORLD'S LOVER SMILES 139 

" I am sorry," she said. " But I must tell 
you. You must not go on the lot to-morrow." 

" \V'hat the devil are you talking about ? " 
he said. " If you don't go away, I ... " 

" Don't go on the lot to-morrow," she broke 
in. " It's a warning. I must tell you. I have 
known it ever since you came into the room 
to-night." 

" \V'hat on earth are you talking about ? " 
he said. 

" Don't you understand that I have a warning 
for you ? " she answered. " Don't go on the 
lot to-morrow. I cannot tell you why. It does 
not matter to me. But it is very important to 
you." 

" Look here, girlie," said the film star, turning 
right round, " I'll give you a break. What 
racket are you in ? " 

" I am not in any racket," said the girl. 
" You're trying to set up as one of these 

seers, aren't you ? " he asked. " Hollywood's 
full of them. There are fakes of all kinds all over 
the place. They write to me, they send me 
circulars. Are you trying to break into that 
game?" 

" I don't know anything about that," said the 
girl. " I merely know that you must not go on 
the lot to-morrow." 
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" I tell you what I'll do," replied the film star. 
"If you're tryjng to butt into that clairvoyant 
racket I'll give you a break. Mter all, the 
publicity won't do me any harm." 

Yes, if it would do her any good, he would 
announce that, having been warned by a seer in 
whom he had every confidence, he had abandoned 
his picture for one day. 

"Mter all, the story '11 go all over the world," 
he said. " You'll be set up in business, and I 
shall get the publicity. You can't tell what good 
publicity is. But I do know that we cannot live 
without it. And nobody's pulled that one on 
'em yet." 

And he got into the car. Before he knew, the 
girl was in beside him. She went on speaking 
earnestly, still warning him. 

" I shall never forgive myself unless you 
understand," she said. 

" Well, come for a ride and tell me about it," 
said the World's Lover. 

And in the car she talked. She kept on all the 
way to Berkley Hills, up the drive to his doorstep, 
inside on the mat, right into his drawing-room. 
There he sat her down and listened. 

It was a strange story she told him. It was 
one at which, every now and then, he laughed. 
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He would hear patiently for a while, and then, 
suddenly, every now and then, a cynical grin 
would spread across his face. 

" I have always ' seen ' things," the girl told 
him. " You won't understand. But I have 
always' seen' things. When I was a small child, 
there was a boy who used to come and play with 
me. 

" He would call for me sometimes in the 
morning and I would go with him in the garden 
and play for hours. He told me his name was 
Charley. When he went away, he always used 
to say,' I'll call for you again soon.' 

" Then he would come around again, and we 
would go out in the garden. I was very small 
when it started. 

" Looking back, I remember it seeming strange 
that, whereas I grew bigger, he did not seem to 
grow. I would go away and tell my mother 
about it. She would say,' Oh, yes,' or something 
like that, and go on with her work. 

"Then, one day, when I went in from the 
garden, and told her something that Charley had 
said, she suddenly burst out with ' You little fool, 
don't tell me such lies 1 If you ever mention 
Charley again I'll slap you ! ' " 

She had seen· Charley afterwards, the girl 
went on, but she had always kept it a secret to 
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herself. Then she began to realise that Charley 
was not an ordinary being like the other people 
she knew. One day he told her, "I am dead, 
you know. I have been dead for years." 

He did not seem dead. But she believed 
him. And then, on through all the years, every 
now and then, she had either " seen " Charley 
or other people of whom, apparently, the others 
around her were completely unaware. 

A very broad grin came across Wendell 
Holmes's face when she got to this. 

" Why do you tell me such nonsense as that ? " 
he said. 

" That was how my mother talked," replied 
the girl. " But all I know is that I see these 
people. Sometimes they tell me things. And I 
wanted to tell you to-night that, the moment you 
came into the restaurant, I saw beside you a 
woman." 

The girl described her face and her clothes and 
a brooch that she was wearing, one set with 
garnets and of a strange design. 

"Why, that sounds like my mother," said 
Holmes. 

" She said she was your mother," went on the 
girl. " And she told me to warn you not to go 
on the lot to-morrow." 
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" 'W'hat a lot of nonsense I " said the film star. 
" It is not nonsense. I knew you would not 

believe me. But, even then, I knew that I had 
to tell you about it. I could not let your mother 
down. She stood beside you all the time and 
kept on saying, ' Tell him, tell him.' " 

" If you had been one of these fake clair
voyants," said the film star, " I would have helped 
you. But I don't believe in the sort of nonsense 
you talk. I will have nothing to do with it. 
Besides, I wouldn't mind a joke. But, if it is 
true, I've got to see it through .•.. " 

The girl pleaded, and they argued. Then, 
disconsolately, after an hour of urging, she went 
away, a chauffeur driving her in his master's car. 

They told in big headlines how, when \Vendell 
Holmes was in the middle of one of his passionate 
love scenes next day, a wall collapsed and crushed 
him. 

The news was flashed to every country in 
the world. It went on the front pages of news
papers in every capital. 

They described, in lurid detail, how he fell, 
and the agony of his suffering, and how it took 
him nearly an hour to die. 

But what they did not understand were the 
words he kept saying. 
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"That girl was right," they heard, in a con
tinued whisper. "Tell her I am sorry .... " 

The girl had other things to worry her. Dis
missed for leaving her job at a busy hour, she was 
by that time loolcing for work, one of hundreds of 
the unemployed beauties who, in Hollywood and 
Los Angeles, meant nothing and were nobodies. 

"Still, I did my duty," she thought, walking 
from restaurant to restaurant, and from store to 
store .... 

Now and then, near her, she saw the \Vorld's 
Lover-smiling. 

"It was better this way," he said. 
And she went on, searching for work. . . . 
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Ir was a long walk up the Exhibition Road. But 
she managed it. It was a strain. But many 
things had been a strain the last few weeks. 

Besides, at the end of her walk there was the 
twice-yearly sacrament which had become a part 
of her life. 

For thirty-five years she had belonged to the 
Royal Choral Society and twice a year, at Christ
mas and at Easter, she had sung in " The Messiah," 
just one of the vast chorus, hundreds of them. 

And every time she wondered whether she 
would ever sing again. 

Have you ever watched that great chorus in 
the Albert Hall ? They come in gradually, in 
white-the women-and sit down in fan-shaped 
rows of seats. Behind them the men come in. 

And in the middle, and in front, the orchestra 
sit, tuning their instruments, fussing about. It 
is not so serious a thing with the orchestra. 
They have their other nights of ecstasy, their 
Beethovens .... To some, Handel is only one 
of those upstarts. But to many of the choir he 
means not only the glory of singing, but the glory 
of I leaven. His is the simplicity of common folk, 
just ordinary beings like you and me. 

Few things have so woven themselves into 
14~ 
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English life as the work of the German Handel, 
who, coming from a native land that did not 
think much of him, settled in England and wrote 
oratorios which as the years pass become more 
and more a part of our country's musical life. 

Whenever, in the Albert Hall, I face that choir, 
I know that in its total membership of 8oo-
500 women and 300 men-there are Soo different 
romances, dramas and minor tragedies. 

Some of them are young people. But the 
oldest have sung for as long as forty years. 

Margaret's whole life seemed wrapped up in 
this. The Streatham home, from which she 
came, was merely a background. There she 
encountered, daily, the troubles of family, house· 
keeping, children. . . . It was here, in the Albert 
Hall, where she drew inspiration. 

It seemed funny to her to dress up in " Hia· 
watha," as sometimes she and the others did. 
That seemed a childish idea. But obediently, 
as one of a thousand performers, Margaret had 
browned her face and become a Red Indian, and 
jumped about the arena, while Coleridge Taylor's 
music was played, laughing a little at the fattish 
men who still wore glasses while pretending they 
were Indian braves. 

That, she thought, was an idiosyncrasy. 
But then, every Monday night, for six months 
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of the year, she went along to choir practice, where 
" Elijah," and Verdi's "Requiem," and the 
"Mass of Life" ofDelius all gave new refreshment 
to her soul. 

She endured a lot in Streatham because of that 
-yes, even the criticism of the neighbours, who, 
on Sunday night, heard her singing in the front 
room. They called it squawking. But then 
they did not know. . . • 

And at Christmas time there were carols, too, 
in the Albert Hall. And, twice a year, the 
greatest of all things, " The Messiah," came round 
again. 

Sometimes a face was missing. There were 
often new faces. They were a family. And yet 
many had their little vanities and their pride of 
place. And what a pride it was to scores and 
scores of them-emerging from the suburbs, 
now and then, all through the winter months, 
and facing all those boxes and stalls, and the vast 
amphitheatre, looking at the red curtains in the 
boxes and the wedgwood-blue decorations in 
front of them, and singing, with a loud full
throatedness, " Glory to God in the highest" 
and " Peace on earth, goodwill towards men." 

\\! ould she die before her voice became too 
weak? \Vould she, one day, have to sit in the 
auditorium instead, as some of the old choristers 
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did, with their scores on their knees, singing 
quietly to themselves ? 

" \Vhy do they want the score ? " she often 
wondered, watching them with a friendly pity. 
They all knew every word of it. 

Now, this was to be the last time. Something 
had told her. She seemed to know ..•. 

A pain came in her heart suddenly, a few weeks 
before. And if she got to the Albert Hall this 
time-well, she would never do it again. 

" Don't go, Mother," her children had said. 
" You are not well enough." 

But she had to go. . . . 
" \Vhy worry about that fool concert ? " her 

husband had sneered, tired of all the rehearsals, 
and all the monthly pilgrimages to concerts, and 
the fuss about the white dress which had to be 
cleaned so often. 

She had not liked her white dress for years. 
They had got smarter recently, most of the rest 
of them.. Some, too, bad a silk scarf of the palest 
blue, and there were golden scarves that she 
envied. 

There had been the fuss of ironing, and mend
ing, that old dress-yes, and twice she had taken 
the silk to pieces, and " made it all over again,, 
with a shorter skirt once, and then with a piece 
added on again, as the fashions changed. 
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She often wondered if other choristers noticed 
that the silk was getting thin. She knew. And 
God knew. But she did not imagine that God 
cared much. Still, the eyes of choristers pene~ 
trate and criticise. And that tallish woman from 
Holland Park often had a new frock. • • • 

It had never been so long a walk up the 
Exhibition Road. Everyone in South Kensing~ 
ton knows how far it is, especially in the rain. 
You have to keep on and on, climbing. 

She wondered why she had gone back indoors 
again when she left. 

" 'W1:lat do you want ? " they had said. 
She did not know. She looked a little 

yearningly, and came away again. 
" I shall be home at seven," she said. And 

then she wondered. 
" Oh, what a pity the Doctor's not conducting 

to-day I" 
That was the first thing she heard, inside the 

hall where, in a cloakroom, the women discarded 
their coats and took their music out. 

He had speeded them up, this young man, and 
taught them new ways of singing the old, old 
melodies. They all felt younger when, with his 
baton swaying, he blent them all into variations 
of light and shade in singing, new contrasts of 
which they had never dreamed. 

L 
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They all remembered the eventful day that 
started all that, when the Revolutionary came 
along and knocked out all the Victorianism, and 
made them, for a little, almost laugh in their joy 
over the violence of the sound. That was the 
first time he had introduced it. What a row there 
had been! 

They all felt rather ashamed of themselves, so 
new was it, although most of them had enjoyed 
it so. How the suburbs had whispered, for 
nights afterwards 1 

" Insult to Hande~" some had said. 
She had herself wondered what the German 

would have thought. 

This was the sixtieth time she had sat there, 
waiting for Handel's overture. Sixty times. 

There was the day, she remembered, when 
Albert had just gone overseas and, when the 
drum was beaten, she fancied she could hear the 
guns in France. God, somehow, seemed very 
near that afternoon, in spite of her f~ars for her 
eldest son .... 

" Peace on earth," she had sung ·with the rest 
that afternoon, " goodwill towards men." 

No, it had not seemed a mockery, even with 
those guns firing, hundreds of them, all louder 
than that drum. She felt, as she sang that 
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afternoon, that, one day, the Prince of Peace would 
keep His glorious promise. 

There was that year, too, when Jim had lost 
his job and all seemed desolate, and her fare to 
South Kensington seemed so much, few though 
its pennies were. 

"Comfort ye, comfort ye, My people," the · 
tenor had begun. And she found solace in 
the clear notes-yes, and a blessing in the 
words. 

Her mind shot back many years, that day
to years of trial and stress, yes, and to times of 
hope and of happiness. She surveyed the long 
avenue of Experience which she had travelled 
since, as a frail young thing, she fust had sat, 
watching the tuning-up, looking on as, one by 
one, the other choristers had come in. 

And she thanked God for the mercy He had 
shown and for the goodness there was, and the 
balm she had found. 

There was a new soprano this year. Once she 
had dreamed that, by a miracle, some day she 
might sit there in the front, with the tenor on her 
right and the conductor on her left, and with the 
contralto and the bass on the other side of him. 
But that joy was only for the great ones. 

No, it was not a joy as hers was. They drew 
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a fee and, for all she knew, took it all profession
ally. Hers was the gladness of a faith. Only 
the amateurs knew those joys-the privilege of 
Service. 

How many sopranos had she known who had 
sat in front of her singing, after the Pastoral 
Symphony, that haunting sweetness ? " There 
were shepherds abiding in the field," it began. 

Always, at that part, she had shut her eyes and 
seen, as only you can when you shut out earth 
vision, the starlit heavens over Bethlehem, and 
the small group of peasants guarding their sheep, 
and the biggest Star of all shining high above. 

" And lo ! the Angel of the Lord came upon 
them," it went on, " and the glory of the Lord 
shone round about them." 

How often she had imagined that glory
yes, and felt it radiantly bathing her soul ! How 
often had she gone home a new woman, not 
" called to repentance," as she had heard the 
revivalists say, but stimulated, freshened ! 

Only a great Troth could have inspired music 
like that, she felt. That German had seen far, 
suffered deeply-and, because of his suffering, 
the Truth had come to him. 

" I was nearly late to-day," she heard, some
where at the back. 
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" No, Teddy's better," came from a woman on 
her right. 

They were £lling up and chatting, in their 
accustomed way. 

"The hall's not so full this year." 
" No, lots of people are away, and it's such a 

fine afternoon." 
" No, as I said to her • • ." 
And so on, with the trivialities of small-talk. 

Her pain seemed a little more trying. • . . 
Well, they wouldn't be long. Then she could 
sing .•.. 

The arena was filling up . . . ah, there was 
the leader. They always gave him subdued 
hand-claps-and the violinists always tapped their 
bows upon their instruments. 

Now, in came the quartette of soloists-the 
tenor leading the soprano and the bass holding 
the contralto's hand. Then they were all bowing. 

Then-the conductor. Not much applause 
for him this time. He was one of those old ones, 
deputising. Audiences were more particular 
nowadays. Where was the Doctor ? Oh, 
still ill, of course. So it was going to be 
dull. 

The overture began and, soon, the overture 
was over. And then there was to come the 
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tenor with his recitative and then the air, with 
the long up-and-down bit about how " Every 
valley shall be exalted." The tenor ran up and 
down, trilling. . • . 

The pain was getting worse. It was dull, 
but like a numbed ·toothache in her side. 
" The rough places plain." It was still the 
tenor .... 

Ah, now. They all rose. Hundreds of them 
all stood up. No one beckoned. They all 
knew, of old, just the right second when, as one 
person, they were all due to stand up to sing. 
A sign from the conductor. • • . 

And then she was singing. "And the glory 
of the Lord shall be revealed," she sang. Yes, 
there were others joining in, singing too. But 
it seemed like her first solo. 

The glory of the Lord revealed itself in every 
note, she felt. And the pain had gone. She had 
forgotten it. The glory of the music engulfed 
her and made her whole. She was lost in the 
majesty of it all. Vast worlds of beauty opened 
themselves. Endless vistas of blueness spread 
out in front of her. 

" And all flesh shall see it together. . . . For 
the mouth of the Lord hath spoken it. . . ." 

With the assurance that she felt, men have 
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braved death in battle. With the reality of the 
knowledge that filled her mind, men have 
conquered continents. 

It was not Streatham she lived in now, she 
felt, but Paradise. She was no mere obscure 
suburban woman, but a flame of beauty, a spear 
of righteousness. 

She knew now what the angels knew-the 
glory of revelation. She was a poetess and an 
artist and a prophet. Silver and blue and gold 
surrounded her. The glory of the Lord was 
not a revelation that was to come in some far
off distant age. It overwhelmed her, possessed 
her being. 

" Hath spoken it." The echoes of the last 
chords died away. And, with all the rest of 
them, she sat down. 

" \\7J:lere am I ? " she asked. A woman was 
leaning over, in white. She recognised one of 
the choir she had known dimly, but not by name, 
for years. A St. John's Ambulance woman was 
standing near by. And that man seemed to be 
a doctor. 

It looked like the artists' room. She had 
peeped in several times when she had got there 
early. Only the famous people used it. What 
was she doing there ? 
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" You fainted," they said. " You wil 
right soon." 

She did not seem to think that was true! 
"How far have they got?" she 

" Open the door." 
When they obeyed, she heard the c.l 

singing. 
" All we like sheep," they chanted in a nul 

unison. 
So she had missed " He shall feed His flo• 

~ow she had longed, once again, to hear 
1 

contralto singing what, to her, was the pures1 
all melodies, the most beautiful of all won' 
<c He shall gath~r the lambs with His arm, a 
carry them in His bosom . . . and gently le 
those that are with young." 

" Leave me alone," she said. " I want 
close my eyes." 

She did not hear much then, except when th~ 
chorus sang. Then the sound came through th<, 
door. 

Would she ever sing with that mighty choir 
again? Was this really the last time? 

Well, worries seemed very far away .... 
This, tired though she felt, was a day of days. 

Ah, they were starting again ! She could see 
them, in her mind, standing up to sing " The 
Hallelujah Chorus "-and she could see, too, the 
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bravence standing up for that, as they always did, 
kno'd ;e, many years ago, a King had stood when 
conqte heard it. 

It ! rose and got upon her feet and struggled 
felt, ! door. Now they were starting. 
subu...ift up your heads, 0 ye gates," they began. 
of r•crept along the passage-way leading to v;here 

S orchestra played. . . . " And be ye lift up, 
gloeyerlasting doors, and the King of Glory shall 
artine in." 
sruHundreds of them were singing. Hundreds 
ncere losing themselves in worship and adoration. 
(. ne leaned against a partition and, soon too, lost 

10herself with them. 
f "Who is the King of Glory?" they asked to a 

majesty of sound, full-throated and magical. All 
Creation seemed to be asking. And she, too, 
asked mth the others. 

" \\no is the King of Glory?" she sang. 
Her face \\as v;hite. But there came into her 
eyes a gleam. And there came to her voice a 
ferrour. 

She looked up. And, as the triumphant 
answer came, " The Lord strong and mighty,'' 
she saw another choir. It seemed far off and 
yet it seemed it \\as a part of the great sound she 
heard. 

There were myriads of faces, all glad in the 
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Triumph. Their faces were bright. Their eyes 
shone. There were young. There were old. 
And yet all were young. 

The air was full of them and yet they stretched 
into an infinity. Rows and rows were arrayed 
in an endlessness beyond her powers of thought. 

And she and the choir of which she was a 
part and the other great choir, sweeter, larger, 
louder than the one near her, blent in an act of 
worship. 

The music rose and fell. The chorus burst 
out into mighty crescendos. Sound towered up. 
It became great waves, seas of sound, oceans of 
harmony. It became continents, worlds, a universe. 

And she, too, seemed to be rising. . . . 
It was Earth and it was Heaven. It was the 

sun and the moon and the magic of Morning and 
the height of Noon-yes, and the wonder of 
Night. 

" \Vho is the King of Glory ? " The earth 
choir sang it and she with them. And the chorus 
of Heaven, unseen to all but she, sang with the 
choir of earth. · 

" The Lord of Hosts," they sang. " He is the 
King of Glory." 

Never was there such sound as this I What 
was pain ? There was ·none! "What was trouble? 
Never was such a thing I 
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Still louder grew the anthem. Mightier were 
the chords. " He is the King of Glory ••.• 
He is the King of Glory." 

The suburbs and the spheres met in the majesty 
of it all. 

" He is the King of Glory." 
She was looking down now, still singing. 

Beneath her was the great Albert Hall, the people 
all standing up, the circular walls vibrant with 
harmony. Around her were the faces of people 
she once knew in that choir, lost to her memory 
for years, still singing as they had sung years 
before, but more joyously and with a greater 
sweetness ...• 

And behind the orchestra, just in the passage
way, she could see herself. She was just a limp, 
huddled-up body, lying on the ground. 

No, that was not she. She was still singing 
•.. singing .•• singing. And she knew, now, 
that it was not the last time that, in "The Messiah," 
she would sing. 

Life was an endless Hallelujah. . • . 
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U-boat theatres," because these are " the highways of the 
world's traffic." 

Whilst the general reader is familiar with what happened 
during the War in the Dover Straits and other localities, he 
has not previously been able to appreciate one of the grandest 
records in modern naval achievement. The Queenstown 
Command with its Sloop Flotillas, its Armed Trawlers, Drifters, 
M.L.'s, and so on, was famous for its development and per
fection of Q-ships (or, as the Germans named them, Trap-ships); 
and under Admiral Sir Lewis Bayly this miscellaoeous fleet was 
responsible for the safety of shipping as it passed through the 
Western Approaches, through the Submarine Danger Zone. 

This volume is a definite contribution to naval history, and will 
remain for all time of the highest importance in regard to facts. 
It is also full of exciting sea-yarns, amusing anecdotes, and 
thrilling situations. 

The period covered is from 1914 to 1919, and includes not 
merely those memorable contests between ship and submarine, 
but also those between man and the forces of stark nature. 
The episodes are gripping, and for the first time the true inside 
story of the defeat of the Irish Rebellion by the British Navy 
is revealed. Here in these pages, too, will be found inter
woven the account of the co-operation of American destroyers 
with our naval forces in escorting valuable convoys and pre
venting the British Isles from being starved, and from being 
driven to accept an unfavourable peace. 
Large Demy. 8vo. Illt~sfrated. ISs. net. 
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AIRSHIPS IN PEACE AND WAR> 
by 

CAPTAIN J. A. SINCLAIR 
(Late Executive Officer, Polegate Air Station) 

IT IS AN astonishing fact that the average Britisher's know~edge 
of airships is composed largely of tragic mishaps. He knows 
little of the remarkable achievements of the airship abroad. 
The fact that other countries are leaving us behind in the building 
and operating of lighter-than-air craft does not greatly affect 
him because he is but vaguely aware of it. 

The Graf Zeppelin, for example, has proved that the airship 
can give that 99·9 per cent. of safety which the public demands. 
In five years the only insurance Claim made against her was 
for £ 7-the repairing of a bullet-hole caused by a shot from 
a Communist in Russia while on her Arctic Bight I 

This is the other side of the picture with a vengeance. Captain 
Sinclair has dealt with this vitally important subject with com
mendable impartiality, and in a manner intelligible to the man in 
the street. He has not evaded the tragic examples, such as the 
ill-fated R;S and Rioi. He has dealt with them all. 

Through his wide experience and knowledge of airship 
construction and operation he has been able to show why these 
and other tragedies occurred; and, more important still, how such 
disasters are being slowly but surely eliminated in other 
countries. What other countries have done, and are doing, 
Britain can do. That is the message of this book. 

The work opens with a survey of the days when men first 
attempted to fly in ships of the air, and traces the developments 
through the war years, and the struggle to fight against the 
German submarine menace.and the Zeppelin raids by means of 
hastily-built airships-" sea scouts." This is followed by airship 
achievements in the post-war years, particularly in Germany and 
the United States, and the story of our own spasmodic efforts up 
to the time of the Rxox disaster. 
Demy 8vo. Illustrated. 12..1. 6d. net. 
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SIR BASIL ZAHAROFF-KING OF 
ARMS 

by 

ROBERT NEUMANN 

SIR BASIL ZAHAROFF has earned for himself the nickname of 
" the Mystery Man of Europe/' and it is true that less is known 
about him than about any other man of equal international 
standing. The author of this authentic, documented, full-length 
biography has removed without violence or disrespect the veil
hitherto almost impenetrable-with which the facts of Sir Basil's 
origins, career and activities have been surrounded. 

Astounding is the word which describes what the lifting of 
that veil reveals. Three separate birthplaces have been claimed 
as Zaharoff's, so that his very beginning is shrouded in mystery. 
Zaharoff became the king of the armaments industry, attained a 
great social position, and received a knighthood for his services 
to this country. 

The liveliest fiction could not compete in variety of adventure 
and incident with this record of an astonishing career, and no 
dramatist could evolve a character more perfectly illustrative of 
the possibilities which our civilisation offers to men of relentless 
purpose and boundless ambition. Sir Basil Zaharoff is one of 
the outstanding figures of the past hundred years, about whom 
only the baldest facts have been known to the public. 

The publication of this biography is the sensation of the 
publishing year, for it fills a gap in the knowledge of every student 
of international affairs, and reveals for the first time the true and 
complete story of a man who has intrigued the curiosity of three 
generations. 

Large Den'J 8vo. Illustrated. 18s. net. 
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HEADS AND TALES 

by 

BETTY ROSS 

Head; and Tales by Betty Ross begins as Confessions of a 
Journalist in the art of interviewing. Suddenly the portraits 
of the Great come to life, and the narrative turns into a rollicking 
world tour, chasing celebrities through many lands. You 
follow them into their homes, their studies, even into the secret 
places of their hearts. you feel the elamour of the desert, see 
close-ups of movie stars, exchange views with scientists. You 
'crash' a private train, and lunch with a Prime Minister; you take 
tea with H. G. Wells ; a second cup with Jacob Epstein. You 
may lunch with Sir Oliver Lodge, or America's " First Lady." 
You are taught" Horse-sense" by Tom Walls, and learn from 
Royalty how to bring up children. Bernard Shaw tells you how 
to keep "that schoolgirl complexion"; Dr. Marie Stapes ex
plains " what every girl should know"; George Moore abandons 
literature to counsel young men in the art of handling women. 
You find out how to deal with a frigid wife from one of the 
world's greatest psychologists; Elinor Glyn initiates you into 
the sweet mysteries of love. You search with eminent philoso
phers for worlds of to-morrow-and hear the Four Marx 
Brothers on "How to avoid virtue in rags." 
Heads and Tales introduces you to a host of entertaining friends; it 
gives you the human reaction of a journalist acclaimed as" Queen 
of Interviewers," and a ringside seat at the absorbing conflict 
of ideas between men and women who make the world go round. 
It sounds too good to be true-but it is. The whole is an 
authentic and privileged record of the Great; well sprinkled with 
humour, garnished with anecdotes, seasoned with gusto and 
served with relish. 

Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d. net. 



SCOTS GUARD 
by 

WILFRID EWART 

Maj.-Gen. Lord Ruthven, C.B., C.M.G. Qate Scots Guards), 
who read an early proof of this book, wrote of it as follows :
" ... I read every book on the War that I can get hold of, and 
I have now finished Scots Guard. There is nothing wrong with 
it from the military point of view, indeed I do not know if I 
have ever read anything about the war which interested me more 
deeply. 

"The perfectly plain matter-of-fact way in which Ewart 
accepts all the horrors and beastliness is refreshing. No 
grousing, no complaints, just takes them as they come, all in the 
day's work. 

"His account of the advance of the battalion at Neuve 
Chapelle is, quite innocently and unconsciously, illuminating to 
a degree. The packed lines of men which the battalion went 
through tells the same old story of pushing more and more men 
up against an impregnable position with the sole result of more 
and more casualties. Spion Kop was a classic instance of this in 
South Mrica, but we never seem to learn our lesson and did the 
same thing over and over again in the last war. Ewart, without 
meaning to, has given the whole show away in the most con
vincing fashion. 

" The later chapters, on America and Mexico, too, are 
fascinating reading .•.• " 

Demy 8vo. 91. net. 
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I, JAMES WHITTAKER 
by 

JAMES WHITTAKER 

With an Introduction by 

GILBERT FRANKAU 

nus rs 'I'HE stark story of a life-yet all its grimness and horror 
cannot kill the constant beauty which comes when courage and 
suffering combine-even on the most sordid battle-ground. 

It is a story of adventure-11dventure quite as exciting (and in 
many respects more dangerous) as any in the jungle; the jungle 
does not imperil the soul. 

In many ways it is a book of triumph The author, despite all 
the pain and misery he has known, the dirt, the greed, the cruelty, 
the lack of opportunity and constant ill-luck, rises again and 
again, swallows his defeat and renews his battle for the possession 
of knowledge. His love and pursuit of beauty-the education 
he has had, added to that he has given himself at such an 
appalling cost-have given him an admirable facility for self
expression. 

This book is the truthful record of an amazing fight-and 
it stands, with a deep psychological value, as a personification 
of human pluck and superhuman endurance. 

It should bring us closer to our fellows-make us more 
sympathetic-more understanding-11nd more ready to hold out 
a helping hand. 

Above all, it should make us realise-even in the bitter after
math of war-that our own personal sorrows and sufferings 
have a counterpart pinned by poverty to a prison from which 
there is little chance of escape. 

This simple record, frankly written, grim in its simplicity, :will 
have a sure appeal for all who have known sorrow and defeat. 

Crown 8vo. 71. 6d. net. 
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A MODERN COLUMBUS 
by 

S. P. B. MAIS 

THIS rs A book by an Englishman who likes America, so rare 
and refreshing a departure from the conventional attitude that 
the Press of the United States commented on the fact thus :
" S. P. B. Mais is a different sort of visitor. The unusual factor 
in his case is his liking for America and most things American." 

Following upon the success of his Unknown Island tour round 
Great Britain which was listened to on the wireless by millions 
and afterwards read in book form by tens of thousands, Mais 
was sent out on a similar mission to America, and his impressions, 
given weekly over the radio to both continents, are here collected. 

In his company we make a complete circuit of the United 
States. We meet alligators in Florida, rattlesnakes in Arizona, 
Indians in New Mexico, and President Roosevelt in the White 
House. We see Niagara in the snow, the Great Canyon in a 
heat-wave, Chicago celebrating the Repeal of Prohibition, 
Katherine Hepburn rehearsing a @m in Hollywood, and a 
praying mantis eating insects on the tallest sky-scraper in New 
York. 

Mr. Mais gives us a vivid cross-section of American life during 
a most exciting and intricate stage of her national development. 

Crown Bvo. Illustrated. 7s. 6d. net. 



ON THE RUN: ESCAPING TALES 
Collected and Edited by 

H. C. ARM STRONG 

MR. ARMSTRONG IN his well-known book, Grey Wolf, wrote the 
biography of an adventurer, and be bas now turned his attention, 
in this new book, to one of the most attractive forms of adventure 
with which the reading public can be diverted. 

The miracles of persistence, ingenuity, pluck and endurance 
performed by prisoners of war of all nationalities out of a passion 
for freedom at any price, make reading before which the liveliest 
fiction pales. 

The British are a race of adventurers and adventure-lovers, 
and this magnificent collection of escaping tales, every one of 
them true, must make a direct appeal. 

Demy 8vo. Illustrated. 9.r. net. 

A HOTTENTOT ADVENTURER 
• by 

P. BRUCHHAUSEN 

THIS IS SOMETHING new-a friendly book on a native written 
by an Afrikander (who, like all his people, is no negrophile). 
It deals with the tremendous personality of a little Hottentot 
chief, Hendrik Witbooi, the bugbear of the early German 
colonial empire and yet a favourite with the German pioneers 
who went out to Mrica in the generation of Cecil Rhodes. 

To those who have long been content to believe that the 
Zulu is the most civilized of South African natives, it will be 
a revelation to hear of the complex republican monarchies of 
the Hottentots, their treaties of non-aggression, of their use 
of a European language as the lingua franra and their familiarity 
with Christian theology. And what a picturesque crowd of 
hard-riding, straight-shooting and humorous little Huns the 
yellow fellows were I 
Demy Svo. Illustrated. IOS. 6d. net. 
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TO PORTUGAL 
by 

DOUGLAS GOLDRING 

EVERY YEAR MORE and more people are visiting Portugal. Its 
natural beauties, its romantic history, its attractive and interesting 
natives, and its relative accessibility to travellers from the United 
Kingdom are matters of which English people have suddenly 
become aware. Travel literature about Portugal, how to get 
there and what to see, where to go, and what to do, is, however, 
very meagre and diffused. 

The style of this book is not that of the formal guide book. 
It is chatty, discursive, precisely informed, and engagingly read
able. In plan the book is comprehensive, and is designed to 
lure readers to those places where interest and beauty are to be 
found. The author's purpose has been to collect between a 
single pair of covers all that a traveller to Portugal needs to 
know for his comfort on the trip, and everything worth knowing 
about every place worth visiting in that country. 

He has acquired his information at first-hand, having recently 
spent several months in Portugal writing this book. 
Demy 8vo. Illll.flrated. us. 6d. net. 
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FORM IN LITERATURE 
by 

HAROLD WESTON 

With a Preface by 

JOHN DRINKWATER 

n-m AUTHOR OUTLINES in this book the laws of Literary 
Technique. Hitherto the young author has had no authority to 
which he may turn when the problems of construction have 
presented themselves. He is here introduced to lE.schylus, 
Sophocles, Euripides, Dante, and Shakespeare, not only as great 
writers, but as great technicians, who all worked according to 
the same underlying principles. 

The student having been introduced to these great masters as 
" authority for a dramatic technique " is then shown the 
philosophical principle beneath each law. In this book Mr. 
Harold Weston shows us that literature, like music, painting and 
sculpture, has a definite technique. 

Beginning with a Line of Intention, the author builds up his 
diagram-his Unit of Dramatic Form-by means of a Line of 
Action with its Barriers and Reversals, its Tangent Story, its 
Ostensible and Real Denouements. The student is then guided 
along a Line of Theme to a point where Intention, Denouement 
and Theme collide, forming the Significance of the story. 

In these closely packed pages, the principles underlying all 
dramatic writing-the Short Story, the Novel, the Play, the Opera 
-are closely considered. With the last page, the student is in 
possession of the elementary principles of Literary Technique. 
Demy 8vo. 12.1. 6d. net, 
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IN AfY TIME SERIES 
NEw VoLUMES 

THE POPULARITY OP the first six volumes of the "In My Time " 
Series proved that there is a genuine demand for these personal 
and authoritative surveys of the various aspects of the develop· 
ment and changes in life and affairs during the last few decades. 

The following list of new volumes and authors shows that 
the high standard of authority and capacity which distinguished 
the first volumes of the series is being fully maintained. 

1fARRIAGE IN MY TIME 
DR. MARIE C. STOPES, D.Sc. 

LONDON IN MY TIME 
THOMAS BURKE 

ROYALTY IN MY TIME 
RALPH STRAUS 

EDUCATION IN MY TIME 
J. HOWARD WHITEHOUSE 

GERMANY IN MY TIME 
M. SEATON WAGNER 

BROADCASTING IN MY TIME 
SYDNEY A. MOSELEY 

SPORT IN MY TIME * 
LORD DORCHESTER 

Crovm St·o. 6s. net each. * Pttbliration ih 19 3 S. 
12. 



THE PUBLIC SCHOOL POETS 
A new series of anthologies edited by 

JOHN GA WSWORTH 

(Member of the Ro;·al Society of IJterature) 

THE FIRST TEN volumes, in active preparation, include:-
(HARTERHOUSE RuGBY 

CHRrsr's HosPITAL 
EroN 
HARROW 

MERCHAl\'T TAYLORS' 

Sr. PAuL's 
SHREWSBURY 

WESTMINSTER 

WINCHESTER 

In the past three and a half centuries (that is to say, since 
Edmund Spenser went to Merchant Taylors', Sir Philip Sidney 
to Shrewsbury, George Peele to Christ's Hospital, and Ben 
Jonson to Westminster), the poets of the public schools have 
added considerably to the anthology of English Poetry. 

These volumes, containing the highest examples of each poet's 
art, are the first attempt made to illustrate the golden heritage 
of inspiration of the sons of each school. 

:Kot only should these works prove irresistible to every 
"Old Boy " and his circle, but also to the poetry reading public 
who would follow the historical and poetic importance of the 
foundations of the learning of our race. ' 

Each beautifully produced book will contain over 2.00 pages 
of poetry. Living poets are represented in each volume, often 
with new poems. 

Crown Bz.o. 51· net per ~'01. A Ji!Jiited, nun;bm./ edition ;-•ill also be 
published. 



G.K.'s 

A MISCELLANY OF THE FIRST 500 ISSUES 
OF G.K.'s WEEKLY 

With an Introduction by 
G. K. CHESTERTON 

ON OCTOBER 1 I will appear the five-hundredth issue of G.K.' s 
Weekly, the famous review founded and edited by Mr. G. K. 
Chesterton. In its pages during the past nine years ha>e 
appeared essays, short stories, poems and cartoons signed with 
such well-known names as Hilaire Belloc, Maurice Barin~, 

Fr. Ronald A. Knox, Walter de la Mare, Low, Fr. Vincent 
McNabb, 0. P., J. B. Morton, D. B. Wyndham-Lewis, \\'ill Dyson, 
and Thomas Derrick. 

On the day of publication of the five-hundredth issue, this book 
will be published presenting a selection from the @es of G.K.' s 
Week!J guaranteed to interest and entertain the reader. An 
introduction specially written for the volume will be contributed 
by Mr. Chesterton. 

Crown 8Po. Illustrated. 7s. 6d. net. 
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BRITISH MERCHANT SIITPS 
Edited by 

E. C. TALBOT BOOTH 
mrs UNIQUE votmm gives complete details of all ships of the 

British Merchant Navy. It is illustrated in colour and black .and 
white in such a manner as to make possible immediate recognition 
of ships at sea. Details and history of each shipping company 
are given, as well as house flags and funnels in colour, and 
illustratioas of each individual ship. 
DemJ 410 Oblong. liiiiJirated. £x IJ, net. 

ON THE BRIDGE 
by 

CAPTAIN J. A. G. TROUP, R.N. 

WHILST HOPE RUNS high, doubt may loom large at the pros
pect of a first command, and here is a valuable guide to all who 
are faced with that great responsibility at sea, whether it be 
man-of-war, merchantman or private yacht. 

The author has had prolonged experience on the bridges of 
ships in home waters and abroad, and served as Master of the 
Fleet and Captain of H.M. Navigation School. He discusses 
clearly and concisely many of the problems in navigation and 
handling ships which confront the Captain at sea and gives 
various examples of how, and how not, to navigate, both in clear 
weather and fog. 

If these pages are not altogether inadequate to their title and 
their purpose, it will be conceded how small a part " good 
luck" plays on the bridge, how much inevitably depends upon 
acquired skill, constant foresight and unremitting care. 

Illustrated with 2.1 tharts and diagram!. DemJ 4fo. 71. 6d. net. 

The proceeds of the sale of this book are being devoted to the Royal 
National Benevolent Society. 



IN THIS VALLEY 
by 

MICHAEL HOME 

The Evening Standard Book of the Month for July, 
selected by MR. HowARD SPRING. 

'l'HB CRI'l'ICS, ACCLAIMING Michael Home's God ar.d the '&zbbit 
as a great novel of the English countryside, prophesied that a 
considerable deal more would be heard of its author. In This 
Valley is the fulfilment of that prophecy. 

It gained the distinction of being Mr. Howard Spring's 
selected Evening Standard Book of the Month for July. 

It is the story of Abner Webster, the Methodist farmer, and 
his son Harley. When a tyrannical whim made Squire Green 
drive the Websters from Heathley, Abner bargained with God 
that he should not be utterly driven out. For him the Brack
ford Valley became part of the Divine Purpose and the end of 
his pilgrimage. In that valley his son harboured the twin 
passions of worldly prosperity and revenge against Green. 
The divergent ways of father and son, the two women in the 
son's life, the meeting of the roads and the final clima."!:
the reader knows them for events that are chronicled and not 
the creation of an author's mind, so surely are they unfolded 
in narration and emphasis. 

In This Valley has a canvas less broad and a background 
more real than its predecessor. In the character of Abner 
Webster its author has presented a man as lovable, as intensely 
human, and as spiritually vital as any in post-war fiction. The 
claim may sound far-fetched; the reader may find it a con
siderable under-statement. 
LArge Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d. net. 
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THE ROAD LEADS ON 
by 

KNUT HAMSUN 

THE GENIUS OF the author of Growth of the Soil, Hunger, and 
those other powerful novels which made the award of the 
Nobel Prize for Literature to Hamsun so well merited, has 
never shone more clearly than in this tremendous epic. The 
story grips you in its enchantment and does not loosen its hold 
until the last page has been turned. 

Here are the master hand and the master mind. The hero is 
apparently meant to be Gordon Tidemand, the young and strong 
son of Theodore, paa Bua, who carries on his tradition on sea 
and land, becomes a British Consul and thrives in his one-horse 
town on the love of the delicious Fru Juliet and his children. 
But then there is also his adorable mother, Theodore's widow, 
that most exquisite, roguish imp of mischief and stealer of hearts 
for whom age knows no terrors; there is also her life-long 
lover, the Gypsy Alexander, to whom she gives the go-by with 
such cunning and airy nonchalance-though she provokes 
him into stabbing her first. There is the druggist Holm who 
carries her off to her marriage bed in the face of her unsuspecting 
son. And then, above them all, is the really central figure, 
the man-of-ali-work August, alias Altmulig, hero of a preceding 
novel, unforgettable. And Aase, the vigorous soothsayer, 
who, with one punch, sends the doctor's eye flying from its 
socket-the doctor who has so charming a wife. • • , It goes 
on, an endless gallery of perfectly achieved portraits. 

There is, moreover, such a vein of rich and burbling humour 
running through all the length and breadth of this mighty 
human document that to read it becomes sheer delight. 

The Road LeadJ On reads like Knut Hamsun's Swan-song. 
He will live to write other books perhaps, but he will never 
write anything finer than this majestic work. 
Large Crown Svo. IOJ, net. 
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LIFT UP THE GLORY 
by 

CLARE MEREDITH 

THIS t-."EW NOVEL by the author of This Bright S11m11ur 
con.firms the promise which that powerful story held. Again 
the author deals with a hill village community in Vermont, 
dominated by the figure and personality of Issachar, father 
of Luke, Peter, and David, whom he has trained piously 
to live under the dominion of fear. Issachar tries to order 
and direct their lives in all phases. The disturbing influence is 
Leah Sharpe, alien to the vicinity and very beautiful, who refuses 
to marry Luke, the son Issachar has chosen for her. Luke's 
brother, David, loves Leah, but, knowing her reserved for the 
elder brother, takes Hester Welch, and the consequences of their 
unwise love soon become obvious. Peter, a mixture of Samson 
and Adonis, also loves the exotic Leah from a distance, but his 
life is broken by the reaction of Issachar to the arrival of Mary, 
a girl whom Peter has protected and befriended. Issachar, 
suspicious and believing Mary to be in trouble, calls her foul 
names; and Peter attacks his father, nearly killing him. He 
himself is made mad by a blow on the bead, and becomes the 
terror of the village. Only David is able to manage him, but 
even he flees when Hester dies after bearing a still-born 
child. Leah is in love with Peter, and, defying the village 
tongues, lives with him. Floods come to engulf the village, 
and Peter, with the miraculous strength of the insane, supports 
the bridge until all except his father have passed over. Then 
his strength fails; his father leaps to save him, and is himself 
killed. Peter is restored to sanity by the shock, and the story 
ends with him comforted in the arms of the lovely Leah. 

Lift Up the Glory has the same power and beauty that made 
This Bright Summer one of the outstanding novels of 1933· It is 
a novel which will live in the memory of all who read it. 

Crown 8vo. 71. 6d. nel. 
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DOCTOR SYN RETURNS 
by 

RUSSELL THORNDIKE 

MANY THOUSANDS OF readers regard Doctor Syn as the proto
type of " the Smuggling Parson," and they will doubtless 
welcome the opportunity of reading his further adventures. 

In this new novel, Doctor Syn Returns, the author takes us once 
more to the Romney Marshes in the so-called " good old days 
of smuggling.'' 

From the first crackle of thunder in chapter one, the reader 
is plunged into eeriness, horror, and excitement. 

The sole survivor of a burning brig, Doctor Syn is wrecked 
in Dymchurch Bay. Narrowly escaping murder before his 
clothes are dry, he ingeniously establishes himself as Vicar of 
Dymchurch. In this outwardly peaceful fishing village he 
might well have succeeded in not only obliterating his past 
as a High Sea Pirate and Terror of the American Coasts, but 
in settling down to a respectable retirement. But Fate, un
willing that Syn's genius should confine itself wholly to parochial 
duties, brings Mipps to his door. This old pirate has discovered 
Syn's hiding place and also wishes to obliterate a past. So 
they settle down, the one as Vicar, the other as Sexton and 
Undertaker. 

More careless than his master, .Mipps becomes involved with 
the smugglers, and at last he and the pick of the parish are 
captured red-handed by a regiment of Dragoons. It is then 
that the Doctor decides to take a hand, and though still 
occupying the pulpit and honourably winning the love of the 
Squire's beautiful daughter, his Hyde-like self rides the Marshes 
at night at the head of his Demon Riders. 

A story of love, intrigue, and adventure in a jolly setting of 
kegs, luggers, and pack ponies. A book for unsqueamish 
boys of all ages. 

Crown 8vo. 71. 6d. net. 



BANQUET FOR FURIES 
by 

HAROLD WESTON 

IN THE RUGGED Island where this story is s:t, a drama of con
flicting passions is generated-a drama of a woman's will, 
thwarting and thwarted, until its final disruption by its own 
unleashed passions. In Mr. Weston's latest book are merged 
almost every kind of story-telling; the story of adventure, the 
love story, the detective story, the psychological story, the 
story of thwarted passion. The author's sweeping style reminds 
us of the great novelists of the last century, who told a story 
for the story's sake. But beneath the surge of Banquet for 
Furies we are conscious of a Something hovering over the 
waves that thunder against the Island, above the gales that tear 
at the granite faces of the mountains, a Hidden Force as 
mysterious as a spectre in a ghost story, which directs the 
actions of the characters, leading them on to their victories-and 
their doom. Romantic in its conception, this novel is realistic 
in its presentation. The terror aroused by Marie Orr's descent 
into madness is heightened by a sense of the futility of human 
desires, when they are in conflict with the elemental forces of 
Wind, of Sea, and of Sky. 

Largt Crown 8vo. 8s. 6d. net. 
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CO~fE IN AT THE DOOR 
by 

'WILLIAM MARCH 

TIII!. DELTA OF the Mississippi is the scene laid for this beautiful 
book. In simple language, with the greatest economy of words, 
\\"illiam March gives us a picture of that land which is unfor
gettable. Here there is Chester, a lonely unloved boy, smothered 
in the negro superstition and jealousy of Mitty, his black nurse. 
Here also is Chester's friend, Baptiste, who is a poor half-caste, 
an outcast from both black and white races. Baptiste knows 
French and tells Chester marvellous tales of far-off lands; to 
him Baptiste is almost a God. 

Mitty, fearing to lose her hold on Chester, casts a death spell 
on Baptiste, who clubs a dwarf and is hanged. Chester is 
forced to watch his friend hanging, to see the clawing of yellow 
hands on empty air and the monotonous jerky swaying of an 
agonised body, and from that moment the thread of life snaps 
and be cannot reknot it. Memory eludes him and so we watch 
him going through life, endeavouring to bridge the gap in life. 
It dominates his every action and superimposes itself on his 
every thought 

This book bas an international appeal. It deals with the con· 
flict between the white and the black races, which is one that 
occurs the \\'orld over, and it has an immense power which pulls 
the reader on and remains to haunt him when the book is closed. 

The style-as must be expected from the author of Compa11J K 
-is vivid, and the book is rich in qualities which assure it a 
prominent place in the most exclusive shelves of modern fiction. 

Croli'll 8t'o. 71. 6d. net. 

11 



A MAKE-AND-MEND 
by 

"!3AR.TIMEUS" 
FOR 'I'WEN'l'Y mas " Bartlmeus " has been the faithful 

portrayer of the Navy in war and in peace. The stories in this 
volume are probably the best that have ever been written about 
the British Navy in peace, The teader of A Make-and-Mend 
feels that he has been admitted into lasting friendships with 
men of all degrees. From C<>mmauders-in-Chief to cooks, the 
men that •i Bartimells " draws are in no way idealised, but they 
are of a type that leaves the reader wishing that the.world held 
more of them. There is no striving after effect, but the author 
achieves it, perhaps unconsciously, drawing from us affection 
for the men he writes about, and reassurance in the great Service 
to which they belong. Behind all the action is the oea, .and it 
is not merely " noises off" .: it is th.e real sea, ' 
Crown 8w. 7J, 6d. hit; 

TALES TOLD 
by 

HANNEN SW AFPER 

mrs IS MJ:, Swall;er's .first book of fiction. In it he has used 
his outs.tanding literary gifts to further one of the main purposes 
o~ his life-to persuad~ his fellow men and women that 
lhdividuality persists after death. These tales have a sense of 
unc:aony reality which smmp them as importallt contributions 
to modern psychic research and knowledge. They are as 
readable as. thrillerS:, yet they convey to the reader .a new under· 
standing of the great problem of petsonallmmortality, 
CrOIJin 8vo, jJ. 1111. 



THE· STAR-MAKER 
by 

CHR1S'I1NE JOPE·SLAP;B 
AN AMUSING S'!'Ol\Y. ol il. lilm colony-the jealousies, tempeta· 

mell!S, tantt1!ms, th~ C3V111cade of hedic emotions that inevitably 
accom~ the prod\lcttol! of a big film.; alllltnusill{l dose-up 
.of the tempetatnen.W $ta.l' of (orelgn Qrigln, and het entourage: 
a tatel'ul and sympathetic ftudy of the real puppet-masters, the 
people who do not com.e into the limelight, such as the WQman 
who '' sculpts '·' and .adapts tht" film smr to bet part, rnentally, 
physically, a11d emotionally. A qUiet analysis r:Jf two ~. 
everyday 1ove. stotic:s which thread ~llgh the tinseL of the 
other lives. 

W!i ~te accustomed to the glamor0us phosphorescence of the 
li1m $tal' as it shows il:S~Ifin ll\lr " ~ilie&t'' .our fllagtllines, lllld 
the vast army of papers that C!ltet· fpt the film fan. Here is ~~ 
g)arnl.lur kiil.dly, but shrewdJy, dissect~. 

Miss J ope-Slade's knowledge ¢.i film-land and its people was 
revealed in It happened in Par~ and Britmmid o}Bi/HngtQJff, lo 
this new novel that kacrw)edge is used to tho full, 

CfWP/1 Svo. 71. eytl. net, 

HOUSE OF DARK SECRETS 
by 

GERTRUPE M. ALLEN 
C!llMl!, tN"I'llrGlll!, M'fs'l'lll!.Y, al).d thriU~ in the peaceful setting of 

a llae old Surrey 'illantion, the Haute o£ Dark Secrets. Mias 
Allett ful61s the ptomise ~f Nigbts/Jat/1, her ti.ts,t no•el, ia this 
stocy ofm ,ovll and Glevec criminal and his ~mpaay of satelli,tes, 
Crtlll'll 8,1/(/, 11; 6d. Ill/, 
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GEORGE SAHIB 
by 

ROLAND WILD 

GEORGE MAYER, THE ,hero of the authoes previous novel, 
You Have Been Warned, once more goes travelling with Patricia 
and Ralph Wade in their ancient motor-car. This time their 
rapid progress through Andorra and Spain is not complicated 
by any Ruritanian plots, and George is able to secure that peace 
that he needs for the development of his chip shots. 

But the outcome of their European holiday is a trip to India, 
where they survey the varied kaleidoscope of English life in an 
Indian State, in a military station, and on the North-West 
Frontier. George becomes a Sahib, but not a very serious one. 

Crown 8vo. 71. 6d. net •. 

THE WIDE HOUSE 
by 

S. C. H. BOOTH 

The Wide House is a first novel which is a work of definite 
achiyvement. 

It is the story of Littlefield, M.D., the surgeon-maker, stumping 
through his hospital to the cry of humanity, shaping the brilliance 
of the young and sympathetic Stephen, his adopted son, with the 
hammer of hard work and cynicism, steering the boy's sensi
tive genius through the reality of hospital wards and operating 
theatres; of Stephen, brilliant in spite of himself, soaking himself 
in Littlefield's power and glory, straining to the earth through 
Littlefield's slum clinic; of Penn, who warms Littlefield's 
house and cools his tantrums, and of Susan, and of their loves; 
and of Bridget, of the cock-eyed hat. 
Crown Svo. 7s. 6d. net. 



TROUBLE ON THE FRONTIER 
by 

DOUGLAS CHRISTIE 
TROUBLE ON THE North-West Frontier of India is quite a 

usual thing. Everyone expects it to happen. But in this new 
novel by the author of The Striking Force, the unusual and the 
unexpected happens. It is an unusual thing for a girl's spon
taneous laughter to start a border conflagration. It is definitely 
unusual for a border chief to kidnap his political chief, three 
white women and a member of parliament and hold them as 
hostages; and for a white girl, straight from horne, to undergo 
the experience of being held to ransom by hillmen, and bombed 
by machines of the R.A.F. I 

This novel is an almost photographic picture of modern 
India as seen by the eyes of a girl who went there " just for a 
lark." 

Crorn1 Svo. 71. 6d. net. 

SEND DANGER 
by 

MORRIS SUTHERLAND 
THIS NEW NOVEL by the author of The Hunting Grold1d fulfils 

the prediction that in Morris Sutherland we have a new writer 
of fine romantic stories. 

The reader is taken into the wild realities of the years when 
the Russian " Whites " were still uncrushed by the Reds; and 
out of the final phases of that struggle come thrills, adventure, 
romance, and tragedy. 

Send Danger has that quality of fine story-telling which keeps 
one reading with a touch of breathlessness, and leaves one 
satisfied with the sensation of having been taken on a thrilling 
excursion which contained no dull moments. 
Crown Svo. 71. 6d. net. 



MURDER ON THE MOORS 
by 

COLIN CAMPBELL 

AGAIN THE LOCHS and heather moors and tall hills of the 
West Highlands are the background for a murder mystery which 
is something more than an ordinary thriller. 

Because Mick McLean was tired of cities and wanted to write 
he dropped by chance into Glenore and saved an old man from 
a nasty motor accident. And following on that he became a 
member of the Dunore house-party. And that not only led 
him into love with Fiona McRae but straight to the queer, almost 
inexplicable " accident '' in which a head stalker had his head 
blown to bits in the middle of a grouse-shooting party. And 
from that he went on to another queer accident in which he and 
Fiona and two others nearly lost their lives but didn't. 

Lastly, from a descriptive place-story the book passes to 
sheer tragedy. 

Who did away with Donald Beattie the :roadman ? And 
why ? Had it anything to do with the death of the head stalker ? 
How ? Who hid his body in Loch Lair ? And why was not 
John Monk arrested for the crime after he had fought with the 
mall? And lastly, when Sir Robert McRae was slain brutally, 
and the weapon bore the fingerprints of John Monk, why did 
Larry Neal see fit to hold an inquiry before the police arrived 
on the scene ? 

Only Dr. Larry Neal knew the real murderer. And that 
was by chance. 

Into the story are woven descriptions of the loveliest bit of 
Scotland, and of the unconventional love of Michael McLean 
and Fiona McRae. 

Mnrder on the Moors is an exciting and satisfying successor to 
the author's previous novel Mnrder Up the Glen. 
Crown Svo. 71. 6d. net. 
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FIFTY -FIFTY 
by 

AXEL BRACEY 

THIS STORY IS primarily one of race-courses and race gangs, 
but it is also a study of the friendship which in its perfect form 
is only possible between young people. Its theme is that courage 
and friendship are the only two things that really matter. 

Mrs. Lawley is an American who, in order to provide for her 
son, runs a night club in New York in conjunction with her 
brother's booze racket, but when he is shot by a rival racketeer 
she comes to London and opens up there. 

Detective Sergeant Tietjens is paid by her for "protection," 
and is greatly attracted to her by her courage and determination. 

Her schoolboy son, John Lawley, becomes involved in 
some trouble with bookmakers and a race gang, and is expelled 
in consequence. Then we follow his career, which becomes 
more and more bound up with a gang and, after many exciting 
moments, ends with his killing a man. Tietjens makes desperate 
efforts to extricate him which place hlm in an awkward situation. 

This is a thrilling story. Parts of it describe gangs whose 
existence in England seems incredible, but is sometimes hinted 
at in newspaper reports. Mr. Axel Bracey proved in School 
for Sco11ndrels that he has profound knowledge of the under· 
world, and this knowledge is used to even greater advantage 
in this new novel. 

Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d. net. 
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JOHN LILLIBUD 
by 

F. G. HURRELL 

John Lilli bud is the second novel we have had from Mr .. Hurrell. 
In it he fully maintains and fulfils the promise he showed in 
Ma"ied Men. 

The book deals with a case of dual personality, but, unlike 
Dr. Jekyll, the hero remains fully conscious of his change of 
identity. Despite this fact a powerful rivalry grows up between 
John, the successful business man, and Richard, the poor but 
brilliant-and eventually successful-author. It is interesting 
from a psychological point of view to follow the growing 
hostility and the increasing tension between the doubles, which 
reaches an amazingly effective climax. 

Richard, the author, effects his change of appearance through 
the fabrication of a nose which entirely changes the character of 
his face. He becomes, much to his own astonishment and 
against his will, the leader of a powerful Secret Society composed 
of deaf mutes with a communistic aim. 

John, the business man, murders his partner and Richard 
attempts to get him convicted and is rewarded by being killed 
himself by John's wife l A veritable tangle, interestingly 
treated. 

Crown 8vo. 71. 6d. net. 
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FANFARONADE 
by 

IVO PAKENHAM 

IN Fanfaronade Mr. Ivo Pakenham has written a first novel 
which is almost startlingly different. Not content with this, he 
has also succeeded in combining an amazingly intimate know· 
ledge of media:val history with a rare ability to clothe its dry 
bones in a richly·woven mantle of romance. 

The chief thread of the tale is a mystical throwback which 
links our days with those of the fifteenth century. The hero 
himself is unconscious of his metamorphosis, for it is only at 
the last that he is vouchsafed the vision of his past-which is 
the future to all those around him. This intriguing standpoint 
should be welcomed by the large public which is interested in 
such problems. 

The author has painted for us a magnificent picture with a 
wealth of colour which should entrance even the non-historical 
reader. On his canvas courtiers, priests and lovers, banquets, 
tournaments and pageantry glow against a dark background of 
treachery and witchcraft, politics and war. The dramatic interest 
of the plot is so great that unless the reader simply cannot bear 
the suspense and looks at the end, it will keep him anxious for 
" what is coming next " until the last page is turned. 

There is about Mr. Pakenham's writing a beauty and fineness 
that mark him out as being destined for big things. 

Crou·n St'O. 7s. 6d. net. 



THE CARDINAL'S CUFFPLINKS 
by 

JOHN MASKE 
IN HIS LATEST novel John Maske takes us to Italy. The story 

deals with the theft of the notorious Cardinal Gasconi's ring 
and the twin sapphire which, with the ring, had once formed 
part of a pair of priceless sleeve buttons. 

The Needle comes to Italy in search of the two stones, and 
Clarence E. Hemingway (the American artist) and Jeremy Flack, 
both of whom figured so prominently in The Cherbourg Myster:;•, 
becoming entangled in the mystery, again pursue him. 

Is the notorious Doctor Adolphe Aiguille caught at last ? 
And if so, by what means? For the long train journey, or an 
evening by the fireside, we can thoroughly recommend this 
latest novel from John Maske's pen. 
Crown Svo. 7s. 6d. net. 

EDGE OF EDEN 
by 

PAUL KERRIS 

JUDAH NOY IS a young Cornish farmer with a remarkable 
influence on animals. He is a nature mystic and also a healer, 
as his father was before him. He cures both men and beasts 
and also brings back to life a drowned man. These miracles 
make him famous in the Duchy and eventually decide him to 
go to London where so many sick need cure. The story shows 
his life in the country and his experiences in London among 
cranks and charlatans. He bas tremendous success, even if he 
never actually finds his earthly Paradise. 

No outline can convey the power and beauty of this first 
novel. The author can draw character like a master, and 
his narrative gift is inspired. 
Crown Svo. 7J. 6d. net. 



THE WffiTE DRAGON 
by 

LOG! SOUTHEY 

MOST LEGENDARY DRAGONS breathe fire, but the White Dragon of 
this original story was distinctive; it killed its victims by freezing 
them with its breath. Surrilant, whose people it plagued, was a 
land in which beauty was worshipped, and its prince was named 
Aiding. 

Aiding was due to be crowned king at sixteen, but he decided 
to destroy the dragon first. The book contains the narrative of 
his adventures, of his meeting with the princess Pyrrha, whom he 
loved, and of the killing of the dragon. 

It is delightfully written, with passages. that have an almost 
classic flavour, and with a lucidity that is admirable for child 
readers of from eight to fourteen years, and for reading to their 
younger brothers and sisters. 

The entrancing story is illustrated in a manner that is worthy 
of the high quality of the writing. 

The author has herself drawn ten full-page coloured illus
trations-almost startling in their originality of conception and 
effectiveness of execution-and eighteen equally arresting 
chapter-headings and tail-pieces. All these illustrations are 
specially produced by the Jean Berte watercolour process. 

In letterpress, illustrations and quality of production, The 
White Dragon is a book of distinction and delight. 

De my 410. Illustrated and containing an extra set of colour plates for 
jran1ing. £x u. net 



THE TAIL TALE 
by 

A. L. GIBSON 
Illustrated by H. R. Millar 

ORIGINAL, FASCINATING, CLEVER-a work of outstanding 
charm, full of nonsense which deliciously resembles sense, 
ofirrelevant and irresponsible fun which carries a wild conviction. 

Pauline, the heroine, is a modern child, with a modern 
child's subconscious memories to mingle with her dreams. 
The author is one of those fortunate beings who can enter fully 
into the child-mind, and he has the rare gift of transferring a 
riot of fancy to paper. His text, combined with Mr. H. R. 
Millar's beautiful illustrations, will be acclaimed with delight 
in many homes. 

Crown 8vo. Illustrated. ss. net. 

WOOLLY BEAR 
by 

SHIRLEY COOKE 

Illustrated by Ian Hassa/1 

WOOLLY BEAR IS a naughty little bear. Brian Boru is his 
great friend, the good-natured butt of their exploits together. 
Woolly Bear is his own hero and nothing daunts him, and he 
is often in trouble as a result of his wonderful ideas-usually so 
much better in theory than in practice. He suffers from the 
belief that he is good at everything, but if he sneaks his 
aunt's car, he wrecks it; if he goes fishing, he falls into the 
pond; and generally whatever he attempts is great fun, but 
ends in small disasters. He is engagingly mischievous, and his 
adventures with Brian Boru are the small epics of two such 
children. Every. child, and most parents, will love this book. 

Crown 8vo. Illustrated. SS· 6d. net. 
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