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Chapter 1

In Which Our Special Commissioners Make a Start

The great Professor Challenger has been N very improperly and imper-
fectly N used in fiction. A daring author placed him in impossible and
romantic situations in order to seehow he would react to them. He re-
acted to the extent of a libel action, an abortive appeal for suppression, a
riot in Sloane Street,two personal assaults,and the loss of his position as
lecturer upon Physiology at the London School of Sub-Tropical Hygiene.

But he was losing something of his fire. Those huge shoulders were a
little bowed. The spade-shapedAssyrian beard showed tasfsglesof grey
amid the black, his eyeswere a trifle less aggressive, his smile less self-
complacent, his voice as monstrous as ever but lessready to roar down
all opposition. Yet he was dangerous, as all around him were painfully
aware. The volcano was not extinct, and constant rumblings threatened
some new explosion. Life had much yet to teach him, but he was There
was a definite date for the blow. Sheit was who, with clever craft, lured
him into every subject which would excite his combative nature and in-
furiate his mind, until he lived oncemore in the present and not the past.
It was only when she saw him turbulent in controversy, violent to press-
men, and generally offensive to those around him, that she felt he was
really in a fair way to recovery.

Enid Challenger was a remarkable girl and should have a paragraph
to herself. With the raven-black hair of her father, and the blue eyesand
fresh colour of her mother, she was striking, if not beautiful, in appear-
ance. Shewas quiet, but she was very strong. From her infancy she had
either to take her own part against her father, or else to consent to be
crushed and to become a mere automaton worked by his strong fingers.
She was strong enough to hold her own in a gentle, elastic fashion,
which bent to his moods and reasserted itself when they were past.
Lately she had felt the constant pressure too oppressive and she had re-
lieved it by feeling out for a career of her own. Shedid occasional odd
jobs for the London press, and did them in such fashion that her name



was beginning to be known in Fleet Street. In finding this opening she
had been greatly helped by an old friend of her father N and possibly of
the reader N Mr. Edward Malone of the Daily Gazette.

Malone was still the same athletic Irishman who had once won his in-
ternational cap at Rugby, but life had toned him down also, and made
him a more subdued and thoughtful man. He had put away a good deal
when last his football-boots had been packed away for good. His
muscles may have wilted and his joints stiffened, but his mind was deep-
er and more active. The boy was dead and the man was born. In person
he had altered little, but his moustache was heavier, his back a little
rounded, and some lines of thought were tracing themselves upon his
brow. Post-war conditions and new world problems had left their mark.
For the rest he had made his name in journalism and evento a small de-
gree in literature. He was still a bachelor, though there were some who
thought that his hold on that condition was precarious and that Miss En-
id Challenger's little white fingers could disengage it. Certainly they
were very good chums.

It was a Sunday evening in October, and the lights were just beginning
to twinkle out through the fog which had shrouded London from early
morning. Professor Challenger's flat at Victoria West Gardens was upon
the third floor, and the mist lay thick upon the windows, while the low
hum of the attenuated Sunday traffic rose up from an invisible highway
beneath, which was outlined only by scattered patches of dull radiance.
Professor Challenger sat with his thick, bandy legs outstretched to the
fire, and his hands thrust deeply into trouser pockets. His dress had a
little of the eccentricity of genius, for he wore a loose-collared shirt, a
large knotted maroon-coloured silk tie, and a b"lI've heard of him N
cerebro-spinal.”

“That's the man. He is level-headed and is looked on as an authority
on psychic research,as they call the new sciencewhich deals with these
matters."

"Science, indeed!"

"Well, that is what they call it. He seemsto take these people seriously.
| consult him when | want a reference,for he hasthe literature at his fin-
gers' end. 'Pioneers of the Human Race' N that was his description."

"Pioneering them to Bedlam,"” growled Challenger. "And literature!
What literature have they?"

"Well, that was another surprise. Atkinson has five hundred volumes,
but complains that his psychic library is very imperfect. You see,there is
French, German, Italian, as well as our own."



"Well, thank God all the folly is not confined to poor old England.
Pestilential nonsense!"

Have you read it up at all, Father?" asked Enid.

"Read it up! I, with all my interests and no time for one-half of them!
Enid, you are too absurd."

"Sorry, Father. You spoke with such assurance,| thought you knew
something about it."

Challenger's huge head swung round and his lion's glare rested upon
his daughter.

"Do you conceive that a logical brain, a brain of the first order, needs
to read and to study before it can detect a manifest absurdity? Am | to
study mathematics in order to confute the man who tells me that two
and two are five? Must | study physics once more and take down my
Principia becausesome rogue or fool insists that a table canrise in the air
against the law of gravity? Does it take five hundred volume to inform
us of a thing which is proved in every police-court when an impostor is
exposed? Enid, | am ashamed of you!"

His daughter laughed merrily.

"Well, Dad, you need not roar at me any more. | give in. In fact, | have
the same feeling that you have."

"None the less," said Malone, "some good men support them. | don't
see that you can laugh at Lodge and Crookes and the others."

"Don't be absurd, Malone. Every great mind hasits weaker side. It is a
sort of reaction against all the good sense.You come suddenly upon a
vein of positive nonsense.That is what is the matter with these fellows.
No, Enid, | haven't read their reasons,and | don't mean to, either; some
things are beyond the pale. If we re-open all the old questions, how can
we ever get ahead with the new ones?This matter is settled by common
sense, the law of England, and by the universal assentof every sane
European.”

"So that's that!" said Enid.

"However," he continued, "I can admit that there are occasional ex-
cusesfor misunderstandings upon the point." He sank his voice, and his
great grey eyes looked sadly up into vacancy. " | have known cases
where the coldest intellect N even my own intellect N might, for a mo-
ment have been shaken."

Malone scented copy.

"Yes, sir?"



Challenger hesitated. He seemed to be struggling with himself. He
wished to speak, and yet speechwas painful. Then, with an abrupt, im-
patient gesture, he plunged into his story:

" never told you, Enid. It was tooE too intimate. Perhapstoo absurd. |
was ashamed to have been so shaken. But it shows how even the best
balanced may be caught unawares."

"Yes, sir?"

"It was after my wife's death. You knew her, Malone You can guess
what it meant to me. It was the night after the cremationE horrible,
Malone, horrible! | saw the dear little body slide down, downE and then
the glare of flame and the door clanged to." His great body shook and he
passed his big, hairy hand over his eyes.

"I don't know why 1 tell you this; the talk seemedto lead up to it. It
may be awarning to you. That night N the night after the cremation N |
sat up in the hall. She was there,” he nodded at Enid. "She had fallen
asleepin a chair, poor girl. You know the house at Rotherfield, Malone.
It was in the big hall. | sat by the fireplace, the room all draped in shad-
ow, and my mind draped In shadow also. | should have sent her to bed,
but she was lying back in her chair and | did not wish to wake her. It
may have been one in the morning N | remember the moon shining
through the stained-glass window. | sat and | brooded. Then suddenly
there came a noise."

"Yes, sir?"

"It was low at first just a ticking. Then it grew louder and more distinct
N it was a clear rat-tat-tat. Now comesthe queer coincidence, the sort of
thing out of which legends grow when credulous folk have the shaping
of them. You must know that my wife had a peculiar way of knocking at
a door. It was really a little tune which she played with her fingers. | got
into the some way so that we could eachknow when the other knocked.
Well, it seemedto me N of course my mind was strained and abnormal
N that the taps shaped themselves into the well-known rhythm of her
knock. | couldn't localize it. You can think how eagerly | tried. It was
above me, somewhere on the woodwork. | lost senseof time. | daresay it
was repeated a dozen times at least.”

"Oh, Dad, you never told me!"

“No, but | woke you up. | asked you to sit quiet with me for a little."

"Yes, | remember that!"

"Well, we sat, but nothing happened. Not a sound more. Of course it
was a delusion. Someinsect in the wood; the ivy on the outer wall. My
own brain furnished the rhythm. Thus do we make fools and children of



ourselves. But it gave me an insight. | saw how even a clever man could
be deceived by his own emotions."

"But how do you know, sir, that it was not your wife."

"Absurd, Malone! Absurd, | say! | tell you | saw her in the flames.
What was there left?"

"Her soul, her spirit."

Challenger shook his head sadly.

"When that dear body dissolved into its elements N when its gases
went into the air and its residue of solids sank into a grey dust N it was
the end. There was no more. She had played her part, played it beauti-
fully, nobly. It was done. Death ends all, Malone. This soul talk is the
Animism of savages.It is a superstition, a myth. As a physiologist | will
undertake to produce crime or virtue by vascular control or cerebral
stimulation. | will turn a Jekyll into a Hyde by a surgical operation.
Another can do it by a psychological suggestion. Alcohol will do it.
Drugs will do it. Absurd, Malone, absurd! As the tree falls, so doesit lie.
There is no next morningE night N eternal nightE and long rest for the
weary worker."

"Well, it's a sad philosophy."

"Better a sad than a false one."

"Perhaps so. There is something virile and manly in facing the worst. |
would not contradict. My reason is with you."

"But my instincts are against!" cried Enid. "No, no, never can | believe
it." Shethrew her arms round the great bull neck. "Don't tell me, Daddy,
that you with all your complex brain and wonderful self are a thing with
no more life hereafter than a broken clock!"

"Four buckets of water and a bagful of salts,” said Challenger as he
smilingly detached his daughter's grip. "That's your daddy, my lass, and
you may as well reconcile your mind to it. Well, it's twenty to eight. N
Come back, if you can, Malone, and let me hear your adventures among
the insane."



Chapter 2

Which Describes an Evening in Strange Company

The love-affair of Enid Challenger and Edward Malone is not of the
slightest interest to the reader, for the simple reasonthat it is not of the
slightest interest to the writer. The unseen, unnoticed lure of the unborn
babeis common to all youthful humanity. We deal in this chronicle with
matters which are less common and of higher interest. It is only men-
tioned in order to explain those terms of frank and intimate comradeship
which the narrative discloses.If the human race has obviously improved
in anything N in Anglo-Celtic countries, at leastN it is that the prim af-
fectations and sly deceits of the past are lessened,and that young men
and women can meet in an equality of clean and honest comradeship.

A taxi took the adventurers down Edgware Road and into the side-
street called "Helbeck Terrace." Halfway down, the dull line of brick
houses was broken by one glowing gap, where an open arch threw a
flood of light into the street. The cab pulled up and the man opened the
door.

"This is the Spiritualist Church, sir," said he. Then, as he saluted to ac-
knowledge his tip, he added in the wheezy voice of the man of all
weathers: "Tommy-rot, | call it, sir." Having easedhis consciencethus, he
climbed into his seatand a moment later his red rear-lamp was a waning
circle in the gloom. Malone laughed.

"Vox populi, Enid. That is as far as the public has got at present.”

"Well, it is as far as we have got, for that matter."

"Yes, but we are prepared to give them a show. | don't suppose Cabby
Is. By Jove, it will be hard luck if we can't get in!"

There was a crowd at the door and a man was facing them from the
top of the step, waving his arms to keep them back.

"It's no good, friends. | am very sorry, but we can't help it. We've been
threatened twice with prosecution for over-crowding." He turned fa-
cetious. "Never heard of an Orthodox Church getting into trouble for
that. No, sir, no."



"I've come all the way from 'Ammersmith,” wailed a voice. The light
beat upon the eager, anxious face of the speaker, a little woman in black
with a baby in her arms.

"You've come for clairvoyance, Mam," said the usher, with intelli-
gence."Seehere, give me the name and addressand | will write you, and
Mrs. Debbs will give you a sitting gratis. That's better than taking your
chancein the crowd when, with all the will in the world, you can't all get
a turn. You'll have her to yourself. No, sir, there's no use shovin'E
What's that?E Press?"

He had caught Malone by the elbow.

"Did you say Press?The Pressboycott us, sir. Look at the weekly list of
servicesin a Saturday's Times if you doubt it. You wouldn't know there
was such a thing as SpiritualismE What paper, sir?E 'The Daily Gaz-
ette.' Well, well, we are getting on. And the lady, too?E Specialarticle N
my word! Stick to me, sir, and I'll seewhat | can do. Shut the doors, Joe.
No use, friends. When the building fund gets on a bit we'll have more
room for you. Now, Miss, this way, if you please."

This way proved to be down the street and round a side-alley which
brought them to a small door with a red lamp shining above it.

"Il have to put you on the platform N there's no standing room in the
body of the hall."

"Good gracious!" cried Enid.

"You'll have a fine view, Miss, and maybe get a readin’ for yourself if
your lucky. It often happens that those nearestthe medium get the best
chance. Now, sir, in here!"

Here was a frowsy little room with some hats and top-coats draping
the dirty, white-washed walls. A thin, austere woman, with eyeswhich
gleamed from behind her glasses,was warming her gaunt hands over a
small fire. With his back to the fire in the traditional British attitude was
a large, fat man with a bloodless face, a ginger moustache and curious,
light-blue eyes N the eyes of a deep-seamariner. A little bald-headed
man with huge horn-rimmed spectacles,and a very handsome and ath-
letic youth in a blue lounge-suit completed the group.

“The others have gone on the platform, Mr. Peeble.There's only five
seats left for ourselves." It was the fat man talking.

"I know, | know," said the man who had been addressed as Peeble,a
nervous, stringy, dried-up person as he now appeared in the light. "But
this is the Press,Mr. Bolsover. Daily Gazette special articleE Malone, the
name, and Challenger. This is Mr. Bolsover, our President. This is Mrs.
Debbs of Liverpool, the famous clairvoyante. Here is Mr. James,and this



tall young gentleman is Mr. Hardy Williams, our energetic secretary. Mr.
Williams is a nailer for the buildin' fund. Keep your eye on your pockets
if Mr. Williams is around."

They all laughed.

"Collection comes later," said Mr. Williams, smiling.

"A good, rousing article is our bestcollection," said the stout president.
"Ever been to a meeting before, sir?"

“No," said Malone.

"Don't know much about it, | expect.”

"No, | don't."

"Well, well, we must expect a slating. They get it from the humorous
angle at first. We'll have you writing a very comic account. | never could
seeanything very funny in the spirit of one's dead wife, but it's a matter
of taste and of knowledge also. If they don't know, how can they take it
seriously? | don't blame them. We were mostly like that ourselves once. |
was one of Bradlaugh's men, and sat under JosephMacCabe until my
old Dad came and pulled me out."”

"Good for him!" said the Liverpool medium.

"It was the first time | found | had powers of my own. | saw him like |
see you now."

"Was he one of us in the body?"

"Knew no more than | did. But they come on amazin' at the other side
if the right folk get hold of them."

“Time's up!" said Mr. Peeble,snapping his watch. "You are on the right
of the chair, Mrs. Debbs. Will you go first? Then you, Mr. Chairman.
Then you two and myself. Get on the left, Mr. Hardy Williams, and lead
the singin'. They want warmin' up and you can do it. Now then, if you
please!"

The platform was already crowded, but the newcomers threaded their
way to the front amid a decorous murmur of welcome. Mr. Peeble
shoved and exhorted and two end seatsemerged upon which Enid and
Malone perched themselves. The arrangement suited them well, for they
could use their notebooks freely behind the shelter of the folk in front.

"What is your reaction?" whispered Enid.

"Not impressed as yet."

“No, nor |," said Enid, "but it's very interesting all the same."

People who are in earnest are always interesting, whether you agree
with them or not, and it was impossible to doubt that these people were
extremely earnest. The hall was crammed, and as one looked down one
saw line after line of upturned faces, curiously alike in type, women
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predominating, but men running them close. That type was not distin-
guished nor intellectual, but it was undeniably healthy, honest and sane.
Small trades-folk, male and female shopwalkers, better class artisans,
lower middle-class women worn with household cares, occasional
young folk in searchof a sensation N these were the impressions which
the audience conveyed to the trained observation of Malone.

The fat president rose and raised his hand.

"My friends," said he, "we have had once more to exclude a great num-
ber of people who desired to be with us to-night. It's all a question of the
building fund, and Mr. Williams on my left will be glad to hear from any
of you | was in a hotel last week and they had a notice hung up in the re-
ception bureau: 'No chequesaccepted'. That's not the way Brother Willi-
ams talks. You just try him."

The audience laughed. The atmosphere was clearly that of the lecture-
hall rather than of the Church.

“There's just one more thing | want to say before | sit down. I'm not
here to talk. I'm here to hold this chair down and | mean to do it. It's a
hard thing | ask. | want Spiritualists to keep away on Sunday nights.
They take up the room that inquirers should have. You can have the
morning service. But its better for the causethat there should be room for
the stranger. You've had it. Thank God for it. Give the other man a
chance." The president plumped back into his chair.

Mr. Peeblesprang to his feet. He was clearly the general utility man
who emergesin every society and probably becomesits autocrat. With
his thin, eagerface and darting hands he was more than alive wire N he
was a whole bundle of live wires. Electricity seemedto crackle from his
fingertips.

"Hymn One!" he shrieked.

A harmonium droned and the audience rose. It was a fine hymn and
lustily sung:

“The world hath felt a quickening breath

From Heaven's eternal shore,

And souls triumphant over death

Return to earth once more."

There was a ring of exultation in the voices as the refrain rolled out:

"For this we hold our Jubilee

For this with joy we sing,

Oh Grave, where is thy victory

Oh Death, where is thy sting?"
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Yes,they were in earnest,these people. And they did not appear to be
mentally weaker than their fellows. And yet both Enid and Malone felt a
sensation of great pity as they looked at them. How sad to be deceived
upon so intimate a matter as this, to be duped by impostors who used
their most sacredfeelings and their beloved dead as counters with which
to cheatthem. What did they know of the laws of evidence, of the cold,
immutable decrees of scientific law? Poor earnest, honest, deluded
people!

"Now!" screamedMr. Peeble."We shall ask Mr. Munro from Australia
to give us the invocation."

A wild-looking old man with a shaggy beard and slumbering fire in
his eyesrose up and stood for a few secondswith his gaze cast down.
Then he began a prayer, very simple, very unpremeditated. Malone jot-
ted down the first sentence:"Oh, Father, we are very ignorant folk and
do not well know how to approach you, but we will pray to you the best
we know how." It was all castin that humble key. Enid and Malone ex-
changed a swift glance of appreciation.

There was another hymn, less successfulthan the first, and the chair-
man then announced that Mr. JamesJonesof North Wales would now
deliver a trance address which would embody the views of his well-
known control, Alasha the Atlantean.

Mr. JamesJones,a brisk and decided little man in a faded check suit,
cameto the front and, after standing a minute or so asif in deep thought,
gave a violent shudder and beganto talk. It must be admitted that save
for a certain fixed stare and vacuous glazing of the eye there was nothing
to show that anything save Mr. JamesJonesof North Wales was the
orator. It has also to be stated that if Mr. Jonesshuddered at the begin-
ning it was the turn of his audience to shudder afterwards. Granting his
own claim, he had proved clearly that an Atlantean spirit might be a
portentous bore. He droned on with platitudes and ineptitudes while
Malone whispered to Enid that if Alasha was a fair specimen of the pop-
ulation it was just aswell that his native land was safely engulfed in the
Atlantic Ocean. When, with another rather melodramatic shudder, he
emerged from his trance, the chairman sprang to his feet with an alacrity
which showed that he was taking no risks lest the Atlantean should
return.

"We have present with us to-night,"” he cried, "Mrs. Debbs, the well-
known clairvoyante of Liverpool. Mrs. Debbs is, as many of you know,
richly endowed with several of those gifts of the spirit of which Saint
Paul speaks, and the discerning of spirits is among them. These things
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depend upon laws which are beyond our control, but a sympathetic at-
mosphere is essential,and Mrs. Debbswill ask for your good wishes and
your prayers while she endeavours to get into touch with some of those
shining ones on the other side who may honour us with their presence
to-night.”

The president sat down and Mrs. Debbs rose amid discreet applause.
Very tall, very pale, very thin, with an aquiline face and eyes shining
brightly from behind her gold-rimmed glasses,she stood facing her ex-
pectant audience. Her head was bent. She seemed to be listening.

"Vibrations!" she cried at last. "I want helpful vibrations. Give me a
verse on the harmonium, please."

The instrument droned out "Jesu, Lover of my soul."

The audience sat in silence, expectant and a little awed.

The hall was not too well lit and dark shadows lurked in the corners.
The medium still bent her head as if her ears were straining. Then she
raised her hand and the music stopped.

"Presently! Presently! All in good time," said the woman, addressing
some invisible companion. Then to the audience, "I don't feel that the
conditions are very good to-night. | will do my bestand sowill they. But
| must talk to you first."

And shetalked. What she said seemedto the two strangersto be abso-
lute gabble. There was no consecutive sensein it, though now and again
a phrase or sentence caught the attention. Malone put his stylo in his
pocket. There was no usereporting alunatic. A Spiritualist next him saw
his bewildered disgust and leaned towards him.

"She'stuning in. She'sgetting her wave length," he whispered. "It's all
a matter of vibration. Ah, there you are!"

She had stopped in the very middle of a sentence.Her long arm and
quivering forefinger shot out. Shewas pointing at an elderly woman in
the second row.

"You! Yes, you, with the red feather. No, not you. The stout lady in
front. Yes,you! There is a spirit building up behind you. It is a man. He
is a tall man N six foot maybe. High forehead, eyesgrey or blue, a long
chin brown moustache, lines on his face. Do you recognize him, friend?"

The stout woman looked alarmed, but shook her head.

"Well, seeif | can help you. He is holding up a book N brown book
with a clasp. It's a ledger same as they have in offices. | get the words
‘Caledonian Insurance'. Is that any help?"

The stout woman pursed her lips and shook her head.
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"Well, | can give you a little more. He died after a long illness. | get
chest trouble N asthma."

The stout woman was still obdurate, but a small, angry, red-faced per-
son, two places away from her, sprang to her feet.

“It's my 'usband, ma'm. Tell 'im | don't want to '‘ave any more dealin's
with him." She sat down with decision.

"Yes, that's right. He moves to you now. He was nearer the other. He
wants to say he's sorry. It doesn't do, you know, to have hard feelings to
the dead. Forgive and forget. It's all over. | get a messagefor you. It is:
‘Do it and my blessing go with you'! Does that mean anything to you?"

The angry woman looked pleased and nodded.

"Very good." The clairvoyante suddenly darted out her finger towards
the crowd at the door "It's for the soldier."

A soldier in khaki, looking very much amazed, was in the front of the
knot of people.

"Wot's for me?" he asked.

"It's a soldier. He hasa corporal's stripes. He is a big man with grizzled
hair. He has a yellow tab on his shoulders. | get the initials J.H. Do you
know him?"

"Yes N but he's dead," said the soldier.

He had not understood that it was a Spiritualistic Church, and the
whole proceedings had been a mystery to him. They were rapidly ex-
plained by his neighbours. "My Gawd!" cried the soldier, and vanished
amid a generalftitter. In the pause Malone could hear the constant mutter
of the medium as she spoke to someone unseen.

"Yes, yes, wait your turn! Speak up, woman! Well, take your place
near him. How should | know? Well, | will if | can." Shewas like a janitor
at the theatre marshalling a queue.

Her next attempt was a total failure. A solid man with bushy side-
whiskers absolutely refused to have anything to do with an elderly gen-
tleman who claimed kinship. The medium worked with admirable pa-
tience, coming back again and again with some fresh detail, but no pro-
gress could be made.

"Are you a Spiritualist, friend?"

"Yes, for ten years."

"Well, you know there are difficulties."

"Yes, | know that."

“Think it over. It may come to you later. We must just leave it at that. |
am only sorry for your friend."
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There was a pause during which Enid and Malone exchanged
whispered confidences.

"What do you make of it, Enid?"

"l don't know. It confuses me."

"l believe it is half guess-work and the other half a caseof confeder-
ates. These people are all of the same church, and naturally they know
each other's affairs. If they don't know they can inquire."

"Someone said it was Mrs. Debbs' first visit."

"Yes but they could easily coach her up. It is all clever quackery and
bluff. It must be, for just think what is implied if it is not."

“Telepathy, perhaps."

"Yes, some element of that also. Listen! She is off again."

Her next attempt was more fortunate. A lugubrious man at the back of
the hall readily recognized the description and claims of his deceased
wife.

"l get the name Walter."

"Yes, that's me."

"She called you Wat?"

"No."

"Well, she calls you Wat now. 'Tell Wat to give my love to the chil-
dren'. That's how | get it. She is worrying about the children."

"She always did."

"Well, they don't change. Furniture. Something about furniture. She
says you gave it away. Is that right?"

"Well, | might as well."

The audience tittered. It was strange how the most solemn and comic
were eternally blended N strange and yet very natural and human.

"She has a message:'The man will pay up and all will be well. Be a
good man, Wat, and we will be happier here then ever we were on
earth'."

The man put his hand over his eyes.As the seeressstood irresolute the
tall young secretary half rose and whispered something in her ear. The
woman shot a swift glance over her left shoulder in the direction of the
visitors.

"Il come back to it," said she.

She gave two more descriptions to the audience, both of them rather
vague, and both recognized with some reservations. It was a curious fact
that her details were such as she could not possibly seeat the distance.
Thus, dealing with a form which she claimed had built up at the far end
of the hall, she could none the less give the colour of the eyesand small
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points of the face. Malone noted the point as one which he could use for
destructive criticism. He was just jotting it down when the woman's
voice sounded louder and, looking up, he found that she had turned her
head and her spectacles were flashing in his direction.

"It is not often | give a reading from the platform," said she, her face
rotating between him and the audience, "but we have friends here to-
night, and it may interest them to come in contact with the spirit people.
There is a presencebuilding up behind the gentleman with a moustache
N the gentleman who sits next to the young lady. Yes, sir, behind you.
He is a man of middle size, rather inclined to shortness. He is old, over
sixty, with white hair, curved nose and a white, small beard of the vari-
ety that is called goatee. He is no relation, | gather, but a friend. Does
that suggest anyone to you, sir?"

Malone shook his head with some contempt. "It would nearly fit any
old man," he whispered to Enid.

"We will try to getalittle closer.He hasdeep lines on his face.l should
say he was an irritable man in his lifetime. He was quick and nervous in
his ways. Does that help you?"

Again Malone shook his head.

"Rot! Perfect rot," he muttered.

"Well, he seemsvery anxious, so we must do what we can for him. He
holds up a book. It is a learned book. He opens it and | seediagrams in
it. Perhaps he wrote it N or perhaps he taught from it. Yes, he nods. He
taught from it. He was a teacher."”

Malone remained unresponsive.

"l don't know that | can help him any more. Ah! there is one thing. He
has a mole over his right eyebrow."

Malone started as if he had been stung.

"One mole?" he cried.

The spectacles flashed round again.

"Two moles N one large, one small."

"My God!" gasped Malone. "It's Professor Summerlee!"

"Ah, you've got it. There's a message:'Greetings to old N' It's a long
name and begins with a C. | can't get it. Does it mean anything?"

"Yes."

In an instant she had turned and was describing something or
someone else. But she had left a badly-shaken man upon the platform
behind her.

It was at this point that the orderly service had a remarkable interrup-
tion which surprised the audience asmuch asit did the two visitors. This
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was the sudden appearance beside the chairman of a tall, pale-faced
bearded man dressed like a superior artisan, who held up his hand with
a quietly impressive gesture asone who was accustomedto exert author-
ity. He then half-turned and said a word to Mr. Bolsover.

“This is Mr. Miromar of Dalston," said the chairman. "Mr. Miromar has
a message to deliver. We are always glad to hear from Mr. Miromar."

The reporters could only get a half-view of the newcomer's face, but
both of them were struck by his noble bearing and by the massive out-
line of his head which promised very unusual intellectual power. His
voice when he spoke rang clearly and pleasantly through the hall.

"I have been ordered to give the messagewherever | think that there
are earsto hear it. There are some here who are ready for it, and that is
why | have come. They wish that the human race should gradually un-
derstand the situation so that there shall be the lessshock or panic. | am
one of several who are chosen to carry the news."

"A lunatic, I'm afraid!" whispered Malone, scribbling hard upon his
knee. There was a general inclination to smile among the audience. And
yet there was something in the man's manner and voice which made
them hang on every word.

“Things have now reached a climax. The very idea of progress has
been made material. It is progress to go swiftly, to send swift messages,
to build new machinery. All this is a diversion of real ambition. There is
only one real progress N spiritual progress. Mankind gives it a lip trib-
ute but presses on upon its false road of material science.

“The Central Intelligence recognized that amid all the apathy there
was also much honest doubt which had out-grown old creedsand had a
right to fresh evidence. Therefore fresh evidence was sent N evidence
which made the life after death as clear asthe sun in the heavens.It was
laughed at by scientists, condemned by the churches, becamethe butt of
the newspapers, and was discarded with contempt. That was the last and
greatest blunder of humanity."

The audience had their chins up now. General speculations were bey-
ond their mental horizon. But this was very clear to their comprehension.
There was a murmur of sympathy and applause.

"The thing was now hopeless.It had got beyond all control. Therefore
something sterner was needed since Heaven's gift had beendisregarded.
The blow fell. Ten million young men were laid dead upon the ground.
Twice as many were mutilated. That was God's first warning to man-
kind. But it was vain. The same dull materialism prevailed as before.
Yearsof gracewere given, and savethe stirrings of the spirit seenin such

17



churches as these, no change was anywhere to be seen. The nations

heaped up fresh loads of sin, and sin must ever be atoned for. Russiabe-
came a cesspool. Germany was unrepentant of her terrible materialism

which had beenthe prime causeof the war. Spain and Italy were sunk in

alternate atheism and superstition. France had no religious ideal. Britain

was confused and distracted, full of wooden sectswhich had nothing of
life in them. America had abused her glorious opportunities and, instead

of being the loving younger brother to a stricken Europe, she held up all

economic reconstruction by her money claims; she dishonoured the sig-
nature of her own president, and sherefused to join that League of Peace
which was the one hope of the future. All have sinned, but some more

than others, and their punishment will be in exact proportion.

"And that punishment soon comes. These are the exact words | have
been asked to give you. | read them lest | should in any way garble
them."

He took a slip of paper from his pocket and read:

“What we want is, not that folk should be frightened, but that they
should begin to change themselves N to develop themselves on more
spiritual lines. We are not trying to make people nervous, but to prepare
while there is yet time. The world cannot go on asit has done. It would
destroy itself if it did. Above all we must sweep away the dark cloud of
theology which has come between mankind and God'."

He folded up the paper and replaced it in his pocket. "That is what |
have been asked to tell you. Spread the news where there seemsto be a
window in the soul. Say to them, 'Repent! Reform! the Time is at hand'."

He had paused and seemedabout to turn. The spell was broken. The
audience rustled and leaned back in its seats. Then a voice from the back:

"Is this the end of the world, mister?"

“No," said the stranger, curtly.

"Is it the Second Coming?" asked another voice.

"Yes."

With quick light steps he threaded his way among the chairs on the
platform and stood near the door. When Malone next looked round he
was gone.

"He is one of these Second-coming fanatics," he whispered to Enid.
"There are a lot of them N Christadelphians, Russellites, Bible Students
and what-not. But he was impressive."

"Very," said Enid.

"We have, | am sure, been very interested in what our friend has told
us," said the chairman. "Mr. Miromar is in hearty sympathy with our
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movement even though he cannot be said actually to belong to it. | am
sure he is always welcome upon our platforms. As to his prophecy, it
seemsto me the world has had enough trouble without our anticipating
any more. If it is asour friend says,we can't do much to mend the mat-
ter. We can only go about our daily jobs, do them aswell aswe can, and
await the event in full confidence of help from above. If it's the Day of
Judgment to-morrow," he added, smiling, "I mean to look after my pro-
vision store at Hammersmith to-day. We shall now continue with the
service."

There was a vigorous appeal for money and a great deal about the
building-fund from the young secretary."It's a shameto think that there
are more left in the street than in the building on a Sunday night. We all
give our services.No one takes a penny. Mrs. Debbs is here for her bare
expenses.But we want another thousand pounds before we can start.
There is one brother here who mortgaged his house to help us. That's the
spirit that wins. Now let us see what you can do for us to-night."

A dozen soup-plates circulated, and a hymn was sung to the accom-
paniment of much chinking of coin. Enid and Malone conversed in
undertones.

"Professor Summerlee died, you know, at Naples last year."

"Yes, | remember him well."

"And 'old C' was, of course, your father."

"It was really remarkable."

"Poor old Summerlee. He thought survival was an absurdity. And
here he is N or here he seems to be."

The soup-plates returned N it was mostly brown soup, unhappily,
and they were deposited on the table where the eager eye of the secret-
ary appraised their value. Then the little shaggy man from Australia
gave a benediction in the same simple fashion as the opening prayer. It
needed no Apostolic successionor laying-on of hands to make one feel
that his words were from a human heart and might well go straight to a
Divine one. Then the audience rose and sangtheir final farewell hymn N
a hymn with a haunting tune and a sad, sweet refrain of "God keep you
safely till we meet once more." Enid was surprised to feel the tears run-
ning down her cheeks.Theseearnest,simple folks with their direct meth-
ods had wrought upon her more than all the gorgeous service and
rolling music of the cathedral.

Mr. Bolsover, the stout president, was in the waiting-room and so was
Mrs. Debbs.
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"Well, | expect you are going to let us have it," he laughed. "We are
used to it Mr. Malone. We don't mind. But you will seethe turn some
day. These articles may rise up in judgement.”

"l will treat it fairly, | assure you."

"Well, we ask no more." The medium was leaning with her elbow on
the mantel piece, austere and aloof.

"l am afraid you are tired," said Enid.

“No, young lady, | am never tired in doing the work of the spirit
people. They see to that."

"May | ask,” Malone ventured, "whether you ever knew Professor
Summerlee?"

The medium shook her head. "No, sir, no. They always think | know
them. | know none of them. They come and | describe them."

"How do you get the message?"

"Clairaudient. | hear it. | hear them all the time. The poor things all
want to come through and they pluck at me and pull me and pester me
on the platform. 'Me next N me N me'l That's what | hear. | do my best,
but | can't handle them all."

"Can you tell me anything of that prophetic person?"asked Malone of
the chairman. Mr. Bolsover shrugged his shoulders with a deprecating
smile.

"He is an Independent. We seehim now and again as a sort of comet
passing acrossus. By the way, it comes back to me that he prophesied
the war. I'm a practical man myself. Sufficient for the day is the evil
thereof. We get plenty in ready cash without any bills for the future.
Well, good night! Treat us as well as you can."

"Good night," said Enid.

"Good night,” said Mrs. Debbs. "By the way, young lady, you are a me-
dium yourself. Good night!"

And so they found themselves in the street once more inhaling long
draughts of the night air. It was sweet after that crowded hall. A minute
later they were in the rush of the Edgware Road and Malone had hailed
a cab to carry them back to Victoria Gardens.
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Chapter

In Which Professor Challenger Gives His Opinion

Enid had stepped into the cab and Malone was following when his name
was called and a man came running down the street. He was tall,
middle-aged, handsome and well-dressed, with the clean-shaven, self-
confident face of the successful surgeon.

"Hullo, Malone! Stop!"

"Why, it's Atkinson! Enid, let me introduce you. This is Mr. Atkinson
of St. Mary's about whom | spoke to your father. Can we give you a lift?
We are going towards Victoria."

"Capital' The surgeon followed them into the cab."l was amazed to
see you at a Spiritualist meeting."

"We were only there professionally. Miss Challenger and | are both on
the Press."

"Oh, really! The Daily Gazette, | suppose, as before. Well, you will
have one more subscriber, for | shall want to seewhat you made of to-
night's show."

"You'll have to wait till next Sunday. It is one of a series."

"Oh, | say, | can't wait as long as that. What did you make of it?"

"l really don't know. | shall have to read my notes carefully to-morrow
and think it over, and compare impressions with my colleague here. She
has the intuition, you see, which goes for so much in religious matters."

"And what is your intuition, Miss Challenger?"

"Good N oh yes, good! But, dear me, what an extraordinary mixture!"

"Yes, indeed. | have been several times and it always leavesthe same
mixed impression upon my own mind. Someof it is ludicrous, and some
of it might be dishonest, and yet again some of it is clearly wonderful."

"But you are not on the Press. Why were you there?"

"Becausel am deeply interested. You see,| am a student of psychic
matters and have been for some years am not a convinced one but | am
sympathetic, and | have sufficient sense of proportion to realize that
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while | seemto be sitting in judgment upon the subjectit may in truth be
the subject which is sitting in judgment upon me."

Malone nodded appreciation.

"It is enormous. You will realize that asyou get to closegrips with it. It
is half a dozen great subjectsin one. And it is all in the hands of these
good humble folk who, in the face of every discouragement and personal
loss, have carried it on for more than seventy years. It is really very like
the rise of Christianity. It was run by slaves and underlings until it
gradually extended upwards. There were three hundred years between
Caesar's slave and Caesar getting the light. "

"But the preacher!" cried Enid in protest.

Mr. Atkinson laughed.

"You mean our friend from Atlantis. What a terrible bore the fellow
was! | confessl don't know what to make of performances like that. Self-
deception, | think, and the temporary emergenceof some fresh strand of
personality which dramatizes itself in this way. The only thing | am quite
sure of is that it is not really an inhabitant of Atlantis who arrives from
his long voyage with this awful cargo of platitudes. Well, here we are!"

"I have to deliver this young lady safe and sound to her father," said
Malone. "Look here, Atkinson, don't leave us. The Professorwould really
like to see you."

"What at this hour! Why, he would throw me down the stairs."

"You've beenhearing stories," said Enid. "Really it is not so bad asthat.
Some people annoy him, but | am sure you are not one of them. Won't
you chance it?"

"With that encouragement, certainly." And the three walked down the
bright outer corridor to the lift. Challenger, clad now in a brilliant blue
dressing-gown, was eagerly awaiting them. He eyed Atkinson as a fight-
ing bulldog eyessome canine stranger. The inspection seemedto satisfy
him, however, for he growled that he was glad to meet him.

“I've heard of your name, sir, and of your rising reputation. Your re-
section of the cord last year made some stir, | understand. But have you
been down among the lunatics also?"

"Well, if you call them so," said Atkinson with a laugh.

"Good Heavens, what else could | call them? | remember now that my
young friend here" (Challenger had a way of alluding to Malone asif he
were a promising boy of ten) "told me you were studying the subject.”
He roared with offensive laughter. "The proper study of mankind is
spooks', eh, Mr. Atkinson?"
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"Dad really knows nothing about it, so don't be offended with him,"
said Enid. "But | assureyou, Dad, you would have beeninterested." She
proceeded to give a sketch of their adventures, though interrupted by a
running commentary of groans, grunts and derisive jeers. It was only
when the Summerlee episode was reached that Challenger's indignation
and contempt could no longer be restrained. The old volcano blew his
head off and a torrent of red-hot invective descended upon his listeners.

"The blasphemous rascals!" he shouted. "To think that they can't let
poor old Summerleerestin his grave. We had our differences in his time
and | will admit that | was compelled to take a moderate view of his in-
telligence" but if he came back from the grave he would certainly have
something worth hearing to say to us. It is an absurdity N a wicked, in-
decent absurdity upon the face of it. | objectto any friend of mine being
made a puppet for the laughter of an audience of fools. They didn't
laugh! They must have laughed when they heard an educated man, a
man whom | have met upon equal terms, talking such nonsense.| say it
was nonsense.Don't contradict me, Malone. | won't have it! His message
might have beenthe postscript of a schoolgirl's letter. Isn't that nonsense,
coming from such a source? Are you not in agreement, Mr. Atkinson?
No! | had hoped better things from you."

"But the description?"

"Good Heavens, where are your brains? Have not the names of Sum-
merlee and Malone been associated with my own in some peculiarly
feeble fiction which attained some notoriety? Is it not also known that
you two innocents were doing the Churches week by week? Was it not
patent that sooner or later you would come to a Spiritualist gathering?
Here was a chancefor a convert! They set a bait and poor old gudgeon
Malone camealong and swallowed it. Here he is with the hook still stuck
in his silly mouth. Oh, yes, Malone, plain speaking is needed and you
shall have it." The Professor'sblack mane was bristling and his eyesglar-
ing from one member of the company to another.

"Well, we want every view expressed," said Atkinson.

"You seemvery qualified, sir, to expressthe negative one. At the same
time | would repeatin my own person the words of Thackeray. He said
to some objector: 'What you say is natural, but if you had seenwhat |
have seenyou might alter your opinion'. Perhaps sometime you will be
able to look into the matter, for your high position in the scientific world
would give your opinion great weight."

"If |1 have a high place in the scientific world asyou say, it is becausel
have concentrated upon what is useful and discarded what is nebulous
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or absurd. My brain, sir, does not pare the edges.It cuts right through. It
has cut right through this and has found fraud and folly."

"Both are there at times," said Atkinson, "and yet E and yet! Ah, well,
Malone, I'm someway from home and it is late. You will excuseme, Pro-
fessor. | am honoured to have met you."

Malone was leaving also and the two friends had a few minutes' chat
before they went their separate ways, Atkinson to Wimpole Street and
Malone to South Norwood, where he was now living.

"Grand old fellow!" said Malone, chuckling. "You must never get of-
fended with him. He means no harm. He is splendid."

"Of course he is. But if anything could make me a real out-and-out
Spiritualist it is that sort of intolerance. It is very common, though it is
generally castrather in the tone of the quiet sneerthan of the noisy roar.
| like the latter best. By the way, Malone, if you care to go deeper into
this subject | may be able to help you. You've heard of Linden?"

“Linden, the professional medium. Yes,I've beentold he is the greatest
blackguard unhung."

"Ah, well, they usually talk of them like that. You must judge for your-
self. He put his knee-cap out last winter and | put it in again, and that
has made a friendly bond between us. It's not always easy to get him,
and of course a small fee, a guinea | think, is usual, but if you wanted a
sitting | could work it."

"You think him genuine?"

Atkinson shrugged his shoulders.

"l daresay they all take the line of least resistance.l can only say that |
have never detected him in fraud. You must judge for yourself."

"I will," said Malone. "I am getting hot on this trail. And there is copy
in it, too. When things are more easy I'll write to you, Atkinson, and we
can go more deeply into the matter."”
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Chapter

Which Describes Some Strange Doings in
Hammersmith

The article by the Joint Commissioners (such was their glorious title)
aroused interest and contention. It had been accompanied by a depreci-
ating leaderette from the sub-editor which was meant to calm the sus-
ceptibilities of his orthodox readers, as who should say: "These things
have to be noticed and seemto be true, but of courseyou and | recognize
how pestilential it all is." Malone found himself at once plunged into a
huge correspondence, for and against, which in itself was enough to
show how vitally the question was in the minds of men. All the previous
articles had only elicited a growl here or there from a hide-bound Cath-
olic or from an iron-clad Evangelical, but now his post-bag was full.
Most of them were ridiculing the idea that psychic forces existed and
many were from writers who, whatever they might know of psychic
forces, had obviously not yet learned to spell. The Spiritualists were in
many casesnot more pleased than the others, for Malone had N even
while his account was true N exercised a journalist's privilege of laying
an accent on the more humorous sides of it.

One morning in the succeedingweek Mr. Malone was aware of a large
presencein the small room wherein he did his work at the office. A page-
boy, who preceded the stout visitor, had laid a card on the corner of the
table which bore the legend 'JamesBolsover, Provision Merchant, High
Street, Hammersmith." It was none other than the genial president of last
Sunday's congregation. He wagged a paper accusingly at Malone, but his
good-humoured face was wreathed in smiles.

"Well, well," said he. "l told you that the funny side would get you."

"Don't you think it a fair account?"

"Well, yes, Mr. Malone, | think you and the young woman have done
your bestfor us. But, of course,you know nothing and it all seemsqueer
to you. Come to think of it, it would be a deal queerer if all the clever
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men who leave this earth could not among them find some way of get-
ting a word back to us."

"But it's such a stupid word sometimes."

"Well, there are a lot of stupid people leave the world. They don't
change. And then, you know, one never knows what sort of messageis
needed. We had a clergyman in to see Mrs. Debbs yesterday. He was
broken-hearted becausehe had lost his daughter. Mrs. Debbs got several
messagesthrough that she was happy and that only his grief hurt her.
‘That's no use’, said he. 'Anyone could say that. That's not my girl'. And
then suddenly she said: '‘But | wish to goodness you would not wear a
Roman collar with a coloured shirt'. That sounded a trivial message,but
the man beganto cry. 'That's her', he sobbed. 'She was always chipping
me about my collars'. It's the little things that count in this life N just the
homely, intimate things, Mr. Malone."

Malone shook his head.

"Anyone would remark on a coloured shirt and a clerical collar."

Mr. Bolsover laughed. "You're a hard proposition. Sowas | once, so |
can't blame you. But | called here with a purpose. | expectyou are a busy
man and | know that | am, so I'll get down to the brass tacks. First, |
wanted to say that all our people that have any senseare pleased with
the article. Mr. Algernon Mailey wrote me that it would do good, and if
he is pleased we are all pleased."

"Mailey the barrister?"

"Mailey, the religious reformer. That's how he will be known."

"Well, what else?"

"Only that we would help you if you and the young lady wanted to go
further in the matter. Not for publicity, mind you, but just for your own
good N though we don't shrink from publicity, either. | have psychical
phenomena seancesat my own home without a professional medium,
and if you would likeE "

“There's nothing | would like so much."

"Then you shall come N both of you. | don't have many outsiders. |
wouldn't have one of those psychic research people inside my doors.
Why should | go out of my way to be insulted by all their suspicions and
their traps? They seemto think that folk have no feelings. But you have
some ordinary common sense. That's all we ask."

"But | don't believe. Would that not stand in the way?"

“Not in the least. Solong asyou are fair-minded and don't disturb the
conditions, all is well. Spirits out of the body don't like disagreeable
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people any more than spirits in the body do. Be gentle and civil, sameas
you would to any other company."

"Well, | can promise that."

"They are funny sometimes," said Mr. Bolsover, in reminiscent vein. "It
Is aswell to keep on the right side of them. They are not allowed to hurt
humans, but we all do things we're not allowed to do, and they are very
human themselves. You remember how The Times correspondent got
his head cut open with the tambourine in one of the Davenport Brothers'
seances.Very wrong, of course, but it happened. No friend ever got his
head cut open. There was another case down Stepney way. A money
lender went to a seance.Somevictim that he had driven to suicide got in-
to the medium. He got the moneylender by the throat and it was a close
thing for his life. But I'm off, Mr. Malone. We sit once a week and have
done for four years without a break. Eight o'clock Thursdays. Give us a
day's notice and I'll get Mr. Mailey to meet you. He can answer questions
better than I. Next Thursday! Very good." And Mr. Bolsover lurched out
of the room.

Both Malone and Enid Challenger had, perhaps, been more shaken by
their short experience than they had admitted, but both were sensible
people who agreed that every possible natural cause should be ex-
hausted N and very thoroughly exhausted N before the bounds of what
Is possible should be enlarged. Both of them had the utmost respect for
the ponderous intellect of Challenger and were affected by his strong
views, though Malone was compelled to admit in the frequent argu-
ments in which he was plunged that the opinion of a clever man who has
had no experienceis really of lessvalue than that of the man in the street
who has actually been there.

These arguments, as often as not, were with Mervin, editor of the
psychic paper Dawn, which dealt with every phase of the occult, from
the lore of the Rosicrucians to the strange regions of the students of the
Great Pyramid, or of those who uphold the Jewish origin of our blonde
Anglo-Saxons. Mervin was a small, eager man with a brain of a high or-
der, which might have carried him to the most lucrative heights of his
profession had he not determined to sacrifice worldly prospectsin order
to help what seemedto him to be a great truth. As Malone was eager for
knowledge and Mervin was equally keen to impart it, the waiters at the
Literary Club found it no easy matter to get them away from the corner-
table in the window at which they were wont to lunch. Looking down at
the long, grey curve of the Embankment and the noble river with its vista
of bridges, the pair would linger over their coffee, smoking cigarettes
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and discussing various sides of this most gigantic and absorbing subject,
which seemed already to have disclosed new horizons to the mind of
Malone.

There was one warning given by Mervin which aroused impatience
amounting almost to anger in Malone's mind. He had the hereditary
Irish objection to coercion and it seemedto him to be appearing once
more in an insidious and particularly objectionable form.

"You are going to one of Bolsover's family seances,"said Mervin.
“They are, of course, well known among our people, though few have
been actually admitted, so you may consider yourself privileged. He has
clearly taken a fancy to you."

"He thought | wrote fairly about them."

"Well, it wasn't much of an article, but still among the dreary, purblind
nonsensethat assailsus it did show some traces of dignity and balance
and sense of proportion."

Malone waved a deprecating cigarette.

"Bolsover's seancesand others like them are, or course, things of no
moment to the real psychic. They are like the rude foundations of a
building which certainly help to sustain the edifice, but are forgotten
when once you come to inhabit it. It is the higher superstructure with
which we have to do. You would think that the physical phenomena
were the whole subject N those and a fringe of ghosts and haunted
housesN if you were to believe the cheap papers who cater for the sen-
sationalist. Of course, these physical phenomena have a use of their own.
They rivet the attention of the inquirer and encourage him to go further.
Personally, having seenthem all, | would not go acrossthe road to see
them again. But | would go acrossmany roads to get high messagesfrom
the beyond."

"Yes, | quite appreciate the distinction, looking at it from your point of
view. Personally, of course,| am equally agnostic asto the messagesand
the phenomena.”

"Quite so. St. Paul was a good psychic. He makes the point so neatly
that even his ignorant translators were unable to disguise the real occult
meanings as they have succeeded in doing in so many cases."

“Can you quote it?"

"I know my New Testament pretty well, but | am not letter-perfect. It
Is the passagewhere he saysthat the gift of tongues, which was an obvi-
ous sensational thing, was for the uninstructed, but that prophecies, that
Is real spiritual messages,were for the elect. In other words that an ex-
perienced Spiritualist has no need of phenomena.”
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“I'll look that passage up."

"You will find it in Corinthians, | think. By the way, there must have
beena pretty high average of intelligence among those old congregations
if Paul's letters could have been read aloud to them and thoroughly
comprehended."

“That is generally admitted, is it not?"

"Well, it is a concrete example of it. However, | am down a side-track.
What | wanted to say to you is that you must not take Bolsover's little
spirit circus too seriously. It is honest as far as it goes, but it goes a
mighty short way. It's a disease,this phenomena hunting. | know some
of our people, women mostly, who buzz around seancerooms continu-
ally, seeingthe same thing over and over, sometimes real, sometimes, |
fear, imitation. What better are they for that as souls or as citizens or in
any other way? No, when your foot is firm on the bottom rung don't
mark time on it, but step up to the next rung and get firm upon that."

"l quite get your point. But I'm still on the solid ground.”

"Solid!" cried Mervin. "Good Lord! But the paper goesto press to-day
and | must get down to the printer. With a circulation of ten thousand or
so we do things modestly, you know N not like you plutocrats of the
daily press. | am practically the staff."

"You said you had a warning."

"Yes, yes, | wanted to give you a warning." Mervin's thin, eager face
becameintensely serious. "If you have any ingrained religious or other
prejudices which may causeyou to turn down this subjectafter you have
investigated it, then don't investigate at all N for it is dangerous."

"What do you mean N dangerous?"

"They don't mind honest doubt, or honest criticism, but if they are
badly treated they are dangerous."

"Who are 'they'?"

"Ah, who are they? | wonder. Guides, controls, psychic entities of
somekind. Who the agents of vengeanceN or | should say justice N are,
Is really not essential. The point is that they exist."

"Oh, rot, Mervin!"

"Don't be too sure of that."

"Pernicious rot! These are the old theological bogies of the Middle
Ages coming up again. | am surprised at a sensible man like you!"

Mervin smiled N he had a whimsical smile N but his eyes, looking
out from under bushy yellow brows, were as serious as ever.

"You may come to changeyour opinion. There are some queer sidesto
this question. As a friend | put you wise to this one."
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"Well, put me wise, then."

Thus encouraged, Mervin went into the matter. He rapidly sketched
the career and fate of a number of men who had, in his opinion, played
an unfair game with these forces, become an obstruction, and suffered
for it. He spoke of judges who had given prejudiced decisions against the
cause,of journalists who had worked up stunt casesfor sensational pur-
posesand to throw discredit on the movement; of others who had inter-
viewed mediums to make game of them, or who, having started to in-
vestigate, had drawn back alarmed, and given a negative decision when
their inner soul knew that the facts were true. It was a formidable list, for
it was long and precise, but Malone was not to be driven.

“If you pick your casesl have no doubt one could make such a list
about any subject. Mr. Jonessaid that Raphael was a bungler, and Mr.
Jones died of angina pectoris. Therefore it is dangerous to criticize
Raphael. That seems to be the argument.”

"Well, if you like to think so."

"Take the other side. Look at Morgate. He has always been an enemy,
for he is a convinced materialist. But he prospers N look at his
professorship."”

"Ah, an honest doubter. Certainly. Why not?"

"And Morgan who at one time exposed mediums."

"If they were really false he did good service."

"And Falconer who has written so bitterly about you?"

"Ah, Falconer! Do you know anything of Falconer's private life? No.
Well, take it from me he has got his dues. He doesn't know why. Some
day these gentlemen will begin to compare notes and then it may dawn
on them. But they get it."

He went on to tell a horrible story of one who had devoted his consid-
erable talents to picking Spiritualism to pieces,though really convinced
of its truth, becausehis worldly ends were served thereby. The end was
ghastly N too ghastly for Malone.

"Oh, cut it out, Mervin!" he cried impatiently. "I'll say what | think, no
more and no less,and | won't be cared by you or your spooks into alter-
ing my opinions."

"l never asked you to."

"You got a bit near it. What you have said strikes me as pure supersti-
tion. If what you say is true you should have the police after you."

"Yes, if we did it. But it is out of our hands. However, Malone, for
what it's worth | have given you the warning and you can now go your
way. Bye-bye! You can always ring me up at the office of Dawn."
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If you want to know if a man is of the true Irish blood there is one in-
fallible test. Put him in front of a swing-door with "Push" or "Pull" prin-
ted upon it. The Englishman will obey like a sensible man. The Irishman,
with lesssensebut more individuality, will at once and with vehemence
do the opposite. So it was with Malone. Mervin's well-meant warning
simply raised a rebellious spirit within him, and when he called for Enid
to take her to the Bolsover seancehe had gone back several degreesin
his dawning sympathy for the subject. Challenger bade them farewell
with many gibes, his beard projecting forward and his eyes closed with
upraised eyebrows, as was his wont when inclined to be facetious.

"You have your powder-bag, my dear Enid. If you seea particularly
good specimen of ectoplasm in the course of the evening don't forget
your father. | have a microscope, chemical reagents and everything
ready. Perhapseven a small poltergeist might come your way. Any trifle
would be welcome."

His bull's bellow of laughter followed them into the lift.

The provision merchant's establishment of Mr. Bolsover proved to be a
euphemism for an old-fashioned grocer's shop in the most crowded part
of Hammersmith. The neighbouring church was chiming out the three-
guarters as the taxi drove up, and the shop was full of people. So Enid
and Malone walked up and down outside. As they were so engaged an-
other taxi drove up and a large, untidy-looking, ungainly bearded man
In a suit of Harris tweed stepped out of it. He glanced at his watch and
then began to pace the pavement. Presently he noted the others and
came up to them.

"May | ask if you are the journalists who are going to attend the
seance?E | thought so. Old Bolsover is terribly busy soyou were wise to
wait. Bless him, he is one of God's saints in his way."

"You are Mr. Algernon Mailey, | presume?"

"Yes.| am the gentleman whose credulity is giving rise to considerable
anxiety upon the part of my friends, asone of the rags remarked the oth-
er day." His laugh was so infectious that the others were-bound to laugh
also. Certainly, with his athletic proportions, which had run a little to
seedbut were still notable, and with his virile voice and strong if homely
face, he gave no impression of instability.

"We are all labelled with some stigma by our opponents” said he. "l
wonder what yours will be."

"We must not sail under false colours, Mr. Mailey," said Enid. "We are
not yet among the believers."
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"Quite right. You should take your time over it. It is infinitely the most
important thing in the world, soit is worth taking time over. | took many
years myself. Folk can be blamed for neglecting it, but no one can be
blamed for being cautious in examination. Now | am all out for it, asyou
are aware, becausel know it is true. There is such a difference between
believing and knowing. | lecture a good deal. But | never want to convert
my audience. | don't believe in sudden conversions. They are shallow,
superficial things. All | want is to put the thing before the people as
clearly asl can.| just tell them the truth and why we know it is the truth.
Then my job is done. They can take it or leave it. If they are wise they
will explore along the paths that | indicate. If they are unwise they miss
their chance.l don't want to pressthem or to proselytize. It's their affair,
not mine."

"Well, that seemsa reasonableview," said Enid, who was attracted by
the frank manner of their new acquaintance. They were standing now in
the full flood of light castby Bolsover's big plate-glass window. Shehad
a good look at him, his broad forehead, his curious grey eyes,thoughtful
and yet eager, his straw-coloured beard which indicated the outline of an
aggressive chin. He was solidity personified N the very opposite of the
fanatic whom she had imagined. His name had been a good deal in the
papers lately as a protagonist in the long battle, and she remembered
that it had never been mentioned without an answering snort from her
father.

"I wonder," she said to Malone, "what would happen if Mr. Mailey
were locked up in a room with Dad!"

Malone laughed. "There used to be a schoolboy question as to what
would occur if an irresistible force were to strike an invincible obstacle."

"Oh, you are the daughter of Professor Challenger," said Mailey with
interest. "He is a big figure in the scientific world. What a grand world it
would be if it would only realize its own limitations."

"l don't quite follow you."

"It is this scientific world which is at the bottom of much of our materi-
alism. It has helped us in comfort N if comfort is any use to us. Other-
wise it has usually beena curseto us, for it has called itself progress and
given us a false impression that we are making progress, whereas we are
really drifting very steadily backwards."

"Really, | can't quite agree with you there, Mr. Mailey," said Malone,
who was getting restive under what seemedto him dogmatic assertion.
"Look at wireless. Look at the S.0.S.call at sea.Is that not a benefit to
mankind?"
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"Oh, it works out all right sometimes. | value my electric reading-
lamp, and that is a product of science.lIt gives us, as | said before, com-
fort and occasionally safety."

"Why, then, do you depreciate it?"

"Becauseit obscuresthe vital thing N the object of life. We were not
put into this planet in order that we should go fifty miles an hour in a
motor-car, or cross the Atlantic in an airship, or send messageseither
with or without wires. Theseare the mere trimmings and fringes of life.
But these men of sciencehave so riveted our attention on these fringes
that we forget the central object.”

"l don't follow you."

"It is not how fast you go that matters, it is the object of your journey.
It is not how you send a message,it is what the value of the message
may be. At every stagethis so-called progress may be a curse, and yet as
long as we use the word we confuse it with real progress and imagine
that we are doing that for which God sent us into the world."

"Which is?"

“To prepare ourselves for the next phase of life. There is mental pre-
paration and spiritual preparation, and we are neglecting both. To be in
an old age better men and women, more unselfish, more broadminded,
more genial and tolerant, that is what we are for. It is a soul factory, and
it is turning out a bad article. But Hullo!" he burst into his infectious
laugh. "Here | am delivering my lecture in the street. Force of habit, you
see. My son says that if you press the third button of my waistcoat |
automatically deliver a lecture. But here is the good Bolsover to your
rescue."

The worthy grocer had caught sight of them through the window and
came bustling out, untying his white apron.

"Good evening, all' | won't have you waiting in the cold. Besides,
there's the clock, and time's up. It does not do to keep them waiting.
Punctuality for all that's my motto and theirs. My lads will shut up the
shop. This way, and mind the sugar-barrel."

They threaded their way amid boxes of dried fruits and piles of
cheese,finally passing between two great caskswhich hardly left room
for the grocer's portly form. A narrow door beyond opened into the res-
idential part of the establishment. Ascending the narrow stair, Bolsover
threw open a door and the visitors found themselves in a considerable
room in which a number of people were seated round a large table.
There was Mrs. Bolsover herself, large, cheerful and buxom like her hus-
band. Three daughters were all of the same pleasing type. There was an
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elderly woman who seemedto be some relation, and two other colour-
less females who were described as neighbours and Spiritualists. The
only other man was a little grey-headed fellow with a pleasant face and
quick, twinkling eyes, who sat at a harmonium in the corner.

"Mr. Smiley, our musician," said Bolsover. "I don't know what we
could do without Mr. Smiley. It's vibrations, you know. Mr. Mailey
could tell you about that. Ladies, you know Mr. Mailey, our very good
friend. And these are the two inquirers N Miss Challenger and Mr.
Malone." The Bolsover family all smiled genially, but the nondescript
elderly person rose to her feet and surveyed them with an austere face.

"You're very welcome here, you two strangers,” she said. "But we
would say to you that we want outward reverence.We respectthe shin-
ing ones and we will not have them insulted."

"l assure you we are very earnest and fairminded," said Malone.

"We've had our lesson. We haven't forgotten the Meadows' affair, Mr.
Bolsover."

“No, no, Mrs. Seldon. That won't happen again. We were rather upset
over that," Bolsover added, turning to the visitors. "That man came here
as our guest, and when the lights were out he poked the other sitters
with his finger so as to make them think it was a spirit hand. Then he
wrote the whole thing up as an exposure in the public Press,when the
only fraudulent thing present had been himself."

Malone was honestly shocked. "l can assure you we are incapable of
such conduct.”

The old lady satdown, but still regarded them with a suspicious eye.
Bolsover bustled about and got things ready.

"You sit here" Mr. Mailey. Mr. Malone, will you sit between my wife
and my daughter? Where would the young lady like to sit?""

Enid was feeling rather nervous. "I think," said she, "that | would like
to sit next to Mr. Malone."

Bolsover chuckled and winked at his wife.

"Quite so. Most natural, | am sure." They all settled into their places.
Mr. Bolsover had switched off the electric light, but a candle burned in
the middle of the table. Malone thought what a picture it would have
made for a Rembrandt. Deep shadows draped it in, but the yellow light
flickered upon the circle of facesN the strong, homely, heavy features of
Bolsover, the solid line of his family circle, the sharp, austere counten-
ance of Mrs. Seldon, the earnest eyes and yellow beard of Mailey, the
worn, tired faces of the two Spiritualist women, and finally the firm,
noble profile of the girl who sat beside him. The whole world had

34



suddenly narrowed down to that one little group, so intensely concen-
trated upon its own purpose.

On the table there was scattered a curious collection of objects, which
had all the same appearance of tools which had long been used. There
was a battered brass speaking-trumpet, very discoloured, a tambourine,
a musical-box, and a number of smaller objects. "We never know what
they may want," said Bolsover, waving his hand over them. " If Wee One
calls for athing and it isn't there shelets us know all about it N oh, yes,
something shocking!"

"She has a temper of her own has Wee One," remarked Mrs. Bolsover.

"Why not, the pretty dear?" said the austere lady. "I expect she has
enough to try it with researchers and what-not. | often wonder she
troubles to come at all.”

"Wee One is our little girl guide,"” said Bolsover. "You'll hear her
presently."

"l do hope she will come," said Enid.

"Well, she never failed us yet, exceptwhen that man Meadows clawed
hold of the trumpet and put it outside the circle."

"Who is the medium?" asked Malone.

"Well, we don't know ourselves. We all help, | think. Maybe, | give as
much as anyone. And mother, she is a help."

"Our family is a co-operative store,” said his wife, and everyone
laughed.

"l thought one medium was necessary."

"It is usual but not necessary,"said Mailey in his deep, authoritative
voice. "Crawford showed that pretty clearly in the Gallagher seances
when he proved, by weighing chairs, that everyone in the circle lost from
half to two pounds at a sitting, though the medium, Miss Kathleen, lost
as many as ten or twelve. Here the long series of sittings N How long,
Mr. Bolsover?"

"Four years unbroken."

“The long series has developed everyone to some extent, so that there
Is a high average output from each, instead of an extraordinary amount
from one."

"Output of what?"

"Animal magnetism, ectoplasm N in fact, power. That is the most
comprehensive word. The Christ used that word. 'Much power has gone
out of me'. It is 'dunamis' in the Greek, but the translators missed the
point and translated it 'virtue'. If a good Greek scholar who was also a
profound occult student was to re-translate the New Testament we
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should get some eye-openers. Dear old Ellis Powell did a little in that
direction. His death was a loss to the world."

"Aye, indeed," said Bolsover in a reverent voice. "But now, before we
get to work, Mr. Malone, | want you just to note one or two things. You
see the white spots on the trumpet and the tambourine? Those are lu-
minous points so that we can seewhere they are. The table is just our
dining-table, good British oak. You can examine it if you like. But you'll
seethings that won't depend upon the table. Now, Mr. Smiley, out goes
the light and we'll ask you for 'The Rock of Ages'."

The harmonium droned in the darkness and the circle sang. They sang
very tunefully, too, for the girls had fresh voices and true ears.Low and
vibrant, the solemn rhythm becamemost impressive when no sensebut
that of hearing was free to act. Their hands, according to instructions,
were laid lightly upon the table, and they were warned not to crosstheir
legs. Malone, with his hand touching Enid's, could feel the little quiver-
ings which showed that her nerves were highly strung. The homely, jovi-
al voice of Bolsover relieved the tension.

“That should do it," he said. "l feel asif the conditions were good to-
night. Justatouch of frost in the air, too. I'll ask you now to join with me
in prayer."

It was effective, that simple, earnestprayer in the darkness N an inky
darkness which was only broken by the last red glow of a dying fire.

"Oh, great Father of us all," said the voice. "You who are beyond our
thoughts and who yet pervade our lives, grant that all evil may be kept
from us this night and that we may be privileged to getin touch, if only
for an hour, with those who dwell upon a higher plane than ours. You
are our Father as well astheirs. Permit us, for a short space,to meet in
brotherhood, that we may have an added knowledge of that eternal life
which awaits us, and so be helped during our years of waiting in this
lower world." He ended with the "Our Father”, in which we all joined.
Then they all satin expectant silence Outside was the dull roar of traffic
and the occasional ill-tempered squawk of a passing car. Inside there
was absolute stillness. Enid and Malone felt every senseupon the alert
and every nerve on edge as they gazed out into the gloom.

"Nothing doing, mother," said Bolsover at last. "It's the strange com-
pany. New vibrations. They have to tune them in to get harmony. Give
us another tune, Mr. Smiley." Again the harmonium droned. It was still
playing when a woman's voice cried: "Stop! Stop! They are here!"

Again they waited without result.

"Yes! Yes! | heard Wee One. She is here, right enough. I'm sure of it."
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Silenceagain, and then it came N such a marvel to the visitors, such a
matter of course to the circle.

"Gooda evenin'!" cried a voice.

There was a burst of greeting and of welcoming laughter from the
circle. They were all speaking at once."Good evening, Wee One!" "There
you are, dear!" "I knew you would come!" "Well done, little girl guide!"

"Gooda evenin', all!" replied the voice. "Wee One so glad see Daddy
and Mummy and the rest. Oh, what big man with beard! Mailey, Mister
Mailey, | meet him before. He big Mailey, | little femaley. Glad to see
you, Mr. Big Man."

Enid and Malone listened with amazement, but it was impossible to be
nervous in face of the perfectly natural way in which the company accep-
ted it. The voice was very thin and high N more sothan any artificial fal-
setto could produce. It was the voice of a female child. That was certain.
Also that there was no female child in the room unless one had been
smuggled in after the light went out. That was possible. But the voice
seemed to be in the middle of the table. How could a child get there?

"Easy get there, Mr. Gentleman," said the voice, answering his un-
spoken thought. "Daddy strong man. Daddy lift Wee One on to table.
Now | show what Daddy not able to do."

“The trumpet's up!" cried Bolsover.

The little circle of luminous paint rose noiselessly into the air. Now it
was swaying above their heads.

"Go up and hit the ceiling!" cried Bolsover. Up it went and they heard
the metallic tapping above them. Then the high voice came from above:

"Clever Daddy! Daddy got fishing-rod and put trumpet up to ceiling.
But how Daddy make the voice, eh?What you say, pretty English Missy?
Here is a present from Wee One."

Something soft dropped on Enid's lap. Sheput her hand down and felt
it.

"It's a flower N a chrysanthemum. Thank you, Wee One!"

"An apport?" asked Mailey.

“No, no, Mr. Mailey," said Bolsover. "They were in the vase on the har-
monium. Speak to her, Miss Challenger. Keep the vibrations going."

"Who are you, Wee One?" asked Enid, looking up at the moving spot
above her.

"l am little black girl. Eight-year-old little black girl."

"Oh, come, dear," said mother in her rich, coaxing voice. "You were
eight when you came to us first, and that was years ago."
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"Years ago to you. All one time to me. | to do my job as eight-year
child. When job done then Wee One become Big One all in one day. No
time here, same as you have. | always eight-year-old."

“In the ordinary way they grow up exactly aswe do here," said Mailey.
"But if they have a special bit of work for which achild is needed, then as
a child they remain It's a sort of arrested development.”

“That's me. 'Rested envelopment',"” said the voice proudly. "I learn
good England when big man here."

They all laughed. It was the most genial, free-and-easy association
possible. Malone heard Enid's voice whispering in his ear.

"Pinch me from time to time, Edward N just to make me sure that | am
not in a dream."

"l have to pinch myself, too."

"What about your song, Wee One?" asked Bolsover.

"Oh, yes, indeeda! Wee One sing to you." Shebegan some simple song,
but faded away in a squeak, while the trumpet clattered on to the table.

"Ah, power run down!" said Mailey. "I think a little more music will
set us right. 'Lead, Kindly Light"

They sang the beautiful hymn together. As the verse closed an amaz-
ing thing happened N amazing, at least, to the novices, though it called
for no remark from the circle. The trumpet still shone upon the table, but
two voices, those apparently of a man and a woman, broke out in the air
above them and joined very tunefully in the singing. The hymn died
away and all was silence and tense expectancy once more.

It was broken by a deep male voice from the darkness. It was an edu-
cated English voice, well modulated, a voice which spoke in a fashion to
which the good Bolsover could never attain.

"Good evening, friends. The power seems good tonight."

"Good evening, Luke. Good evening!" cried everyone.

"It is our teaching guide," Bolsover explained. "He is a high spirit from
the sixth sphere who gives us instruction."

"I may seem high to you," said the voice. "But what am | to those in
turn who instruct me! It is not my wisdom. Give me no credit. | do but
pass it on."

"Always like that," said Bolsover. "No swank. It's a sign of his height."

"l seeyou have two inquirers present. Good evening, young lady! You
know nothing of your own powers or destiny. You will find them out.
Good evening, sir, you are on the threshold of great knowledge. Is there
any subject upon which you would wish me to say a few words? | see
that you are making notes."
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Malone had, as a fact, disengaged his hand in the darkness and was
jotting down in shorthand the sequence of events.

"What shall | speak of?"

"Of love and marriage," suggested Mrs. Bolsover, nudging her
husband.

"Well, | will say a few words on that. | will not take long, for others are
waiting. The room is crowded with spirit people. | wish you to under-
stand that there is one man, and only one, for eachwoman, and one wo-
man only for each man. When those two meet they fly together and are
one through all the endless chain of existence.Until they meet all unions
are mere accidents which have no meaning. Sooner or later each couple
becomes complete. It may not be here. It may be in the next sphere
where the sexesmeet asthey do on earth. Or it may be further delayed.
But every man and every woman has his or her affinity, and will find it.
Of earthly marriages perhaps one in five is permanent. The others are ac-
cidental. Real marriage is of the soul and spirit. Sexactions are a mere
external symbol which mean nothing and are foolish, or even pernicious,
when the thing which they should symbolize is wanting. Am | clear?"

"Very clear," said Mailey.

"Some have the wrong mate here. Some have no mate, which is more
fortunate. But all will sooner or later get the right mate. That is certain.
Do not think that you will not necessarily have your present husband
when you pass over."

"Gawd be praised! Gawd be thanked!" cried a voice.

"No. Mrs. Melder, it is love N real love N which unites us here. He
goes his way. You go yours. You are on separate planes, perhaps. Some
day you will eachfind your own, when your youth has come back asit
will over here."

"You speak of love. Do you mean sexual love?" asked Mailey.

"Where are we gettin' to?" murmured Mrs. Bolsover.

"Children are not born here. That is only on the earth plane. It was this
aspect of marriage to which the great Teacher referred when he said:
‘There will be neither marriage nor giving in marriage'. No! It is purer,
deeper, more wonderful, a unity of souls, a complete merging of in-
terests and knowledge without a loss of individuality. The nearestyou
ever get to it is the first high passion, too beautiful for physical expres-
sion when two high-souled lovers meet upon your plane. They find
lower expression afterwards, but they will always in their hearts know
that the first delicate, exquisite soul-union was the more lovely. Soit is
with us. Any question?"
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"If a woman loves two men equally, what then?" asked Malone.

"It seldom happens. She nearly always knows which is really nearest
to her. If shereally did so, then it would be a proof that neither was the
real affinity, for he is bound to stand high above all. Of course, if sheE "

The voice trailed off and the trumpet fell.

"Sing 'Angels are hoverin' around'!" cried Bolsover. "Smiley, hit that
old harmonium. The vibrations are at zero."

Another bout of music, another silence, and then a most dismal voice.
Never had Enid heard so sad a voice. It was like clods on a coffin. At first
it was a deep mutter. Then it was a prayer N a Latin prayer apparently
N for twice the word Domine sounded and once the word peccavimus.
There was an indescribable air of depression and desolation in the room.
"For God's sake what is it?" cried Malone.

The circle was equally puzzled.

"Some poor chap out of the lower spheres, | think,” said Bolsover.
"Orthodox folk say we should avoid them. | say we should hurry up and
help them."

"Right, Bolsover!" said Mailey, with hearty approval. "Get on with it,
quick!"

"Can we do anything for you, friend?"

There was silence.

"He doesn't know. He doesn't understand the conditions. Where is
Luke? He'll know what to do."

"What is it, friend?" asked the pleasant voice of the guide.

“There is some poor fellow here. We want to help him."

"Ah! yes, yes, he has come from the outer darkness," said Luke in a
sympathetic voice. "He doesn't know. He doesn't understand. They come
over here with a fixed idea, and when they find the real thing is quite
different from anything they have beentaught by the Churches, they are
helpless. Some adapt themselves and they go on. Others don't, and they
just wander on unchanging, like this man. He was a cleric, and a very
narrow, bigoted one. This is the growth of his own mental seed sown
upon earth N sown in ignorance and reaped in misery."

"What is amiss with him?"

"He does not know he is dead. He walks in the mist. It is all an evil
dream to him. He has been years so. To him it seems an eternity."

"Why do you not tell him N instruct him?"

"We cannot. We N "

The trumpet crashed.

"Music, Smiley, music! Now the vibrations should be better."
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“The higher spirits cannot reach earth-bound folk," said Mailey. "They
are in very different zones of vibration. It is we who are near them and
can help them."

"Yes, you! you!" cried the voice of Luke.

"Mr. Mailey, speak to him. You know him!" The low mutter had
broken out again in the same weary monotone.

"Friend, | would have a word with you," said Mailey in a firm, loud
voice. The mutter ceasedand one felt that the invisible presence was
straining its attention. " Friend, we are sorry at your condition. You have
passedon. You seeus and you wonder why we do not seeyou. You are
in the other world. But you do not know it, becauseit is not asyou ex-
pected. You have not been received as you imagined. It is becauseyou
imagined wrong. Understand that all is well, and that God is good, and
that all happiness is awaiting you if you will but raise your mind and
pray for help, and above all think lessof your own condition and more
of those other poor souls who are round you."

There was a silence and Luke spoke again.

"He has heard you. He wants to thank you. He has some glimmer now
of his condition. It will grow within him. He wants to know if he may
come again."

"Yes! yes!" cried Bolsover. "We have quite a number who report pro-
gress from time to time. God bless you, friend. Come as often as you
can." The mutter had ceasedand there seemedto be a new feeling of
peace in the air. The high voice of Wee One was heard.

"Plenty power still left. Red Cloud here. Show what he can do, if
Daddy likes."

"Red Cloud is our Indian control. He is usually busy when any purely
physical phenomena have to be done. You there, Red Cloud?""

Three loud thuds, like a hammer on wood, sounded from the
darkness.

"Good evening, Red Cloud!"

A new voice, slow, staccato, laboured, sounded above them.

"Good day, Chief!l How the squaw? How the papooses?Strange faces
in wigwam to-night."

"Seeking knowledge, Red Cloud. Can you show what you can do?"

"l try. Wait a little. Do all | can."

Again there was a long hush of expectancy. Then the novices were
faced once more with the miraculous.

There cameadull glow in the darkness. It was apparently awisp of lu-
minous vapour. It whisked acrossfrom one side to the other and then
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circled in the air. By degreesit condensedinto a circular disc of radiance
about the size of a bull's-eye lantern. It cast no reflection round it and
was simply a clean-cut circle in the gloom. Once it approached Enid's
face and Malone saw it clearly from the side.

"Why, there is a hand holding it!" he cried, with sudden suspicion.

"Yes, there is a materialized hand," said Mailey. "l can see it clearly."

"Would you like it to touch you" Mr. Malone?"

"Yes, if it will."

The light vanished and an instant afterwards Malone felt pressure
upon his own hand. He turned it palm upwards and clearly felt three
fingers laid acrossit, smooth, warm fingers of adult size. He closed his
own fingers and the hand seemed to melt away in his grasp.

"It has gone!" he gasped.

"Yes!Red Cloud is not very good at materializations. Perhapswe don't
give him the proper sort of power. But his lights are excellent.”

Severalmore had broken out. They were of different types, slow-mov-
ing clouds and little dancing sparks like glow-worms. At the sametime
both visitors were conscious of a cold wind which blew upon their faces.
It was no delusion, for Enid felt her hair stream across her forehead.

"You fed the rushing wind," said Mailey. "Some of these lights would
passfor tongues of fire, would they not? Pentecostdoes not seemsuch a
very remote or impossible thing, does it?"

The tambourine had risen in the air, and the dot of luminous paint
showed that it was circling round. Presently it descended and touched
their heads eachin turn. Then with a jingle it quivered down upon the
table.

"Why a tambourine? It seemsalways to be a tambourine," remarked
Malone.

"It is a convenient little instrument,” Mailey explained. "The only one
which shows automatically by its noise where it is flying. | don't know
what other | could suggest except a musical-box."

"Our box here flies round somethin' amazin' " said Mrs. Bolsover. "It
thinks nothing of winding itself up in the air asit flies. It's a heavy box
too."

“Nine pounds," said Bolsover. "Well, we seemto have got to the end of
things. | don't think we shall get much more to-night. It has not been a
bad sitting N what | should call a fair average sitting. We must wait a
little before we turn on the light. Well, Mr. Malone, what do you think of
it? Let's have any objections now before we part. That's the worst of you
inquirers, you know. You often bottle things up in your own minds and
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let them loose afterwards, when it would have beeneasyto settle it at the
time. Very nice and polite to our faces,and then we are a gang of swind-
lers in the report.”

Malone's head was throbbing and he passedhis hand over his heated
brow.

"I am confused," he said, "but impressed. Oh, yes, certainly impressed.
I've read of thesethings, but it is very different when you seethem. What
weighs most with me is the obvious sincerity and sanity of all you
people. No one could doubt that."

"Come. We're gettin' on." said Bolsover.

"I try to think the objections which would be raised by others who
were not present. I'll have to answer them. First, there is the oddity of it
all. It is so different to our preconceptions of spirit people."”

"We must fit our theories to the facts,” said Mailey. "Up to now we
have fitted the facts to our theories. You must remember that we have
beendealing to-night N with all respectto our dear good hosts N with a
simple, primitive, earthly type of spirit, who has his very definite uses,
but is not to be taken as an average type. You might as well take the
stevedore whom you see on the quay as being a representative
Englishman."

“There's Luke" said Bolsover.

"Ah, yes, he is, of course, very much higher. You heard him and could
judge. What else, Mr. Malone?"

"Well, the darkness! Everything done in darkness. Why should all me-
diumship be associated with gloom?"

"You mean all physical mediumship. That is the only branch of the
subject which needsdarkness. It is purely chemical, like the darkness of
the photographic room. It preserves the delicate physical substance
which, drawn from the human body, is the basis of these phenomena. A
cabinet is used for the purpose of condensing this same vaporous sub-
stance and helping it to solidify. Am | clear?"

"Yes, but it is a pity all the same. It gives a horrible air of deceit to the
whole business."

"We get it now and again in the light, Mr. Malone," said Bolsover. "I
don't know if Wee One is gone yet. Wait a bit! Where are the matches?"
He lit the candle, which set them all blinking after their long darkness,
"Now let us see what we can do."

There was a round wood platter or circle of wood lying among the
miscellaneous objectslittered over the table to serve as playthings for the
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strange forces. Bolsover stared at it. They all stared at it. They had risen
but no one was within three feet of it.

"Please,Wee One, please!" cried Mrs. Bolsover. Malone could hardly
believe his eyes. The disc began to move. It quivered and then rattled
upon the table, exactly as the lid of a boiling pot might do.

"Up with it, Wee One!" They were all clapping their hands.

The circle of wood, in the full light of the candle, rose upon edge and
stood there shaking, as if trying to keep its balance.

"Give three tilts, Wee One."

The disc inclined forward three times. Then it fell flat and remained so.

"I am so glad you have seenthat,” said Mailey. "There is Telekenesisin
its simplest and most decisive form."

"l could not have believed it!" cried Enid.

“Nor |, said Malone. "I have extended my knowledge of what is pos-
sible. Mr. Bolsover, you have enlarged my views."

"Good, Mr. Malone!"

"As to the power at the back of these things | am still ignorant. As to
the thing themselves | have now and henceforward not the slightest
doubt in the world. | know that they are true. | wish you all good night.
It is not likely that Miss Challenger or | will ever forget the evening that
we have spent under your roof"

It was like another world when they came out into the frosty air, and
saw the taxis bearing back the pleasure-seekers from the theatre or
cinema palace. Mailey stood beside them while they waited for a cab.

"l know exactly how you feel," he said, smiling. "You look at all these
bustling, complacent people, and you marvel to think how little they
know of the possibilities of life. Don't you want to stop them? Don't you
want to tell them? And yet they would only think you aliar or a lunatic.
Funny situation, is it not?"

"“I've lost all my bearings for the moment."

“They will come back to-morrow morning. It is curious how fleeting
these impressions are. You will persuade yourselves that you have been
dreaming. Well, good-bye N and let me know if | can help your studies
in the future." The friends N one could hardly yet call them lovers N
were absorbed in thought during their drive home. When he reached
Victoria Gardens Malone escorted Enid to the door of the flat, but he did
not go in with her. Somehow the jeersof Challenger which usually rather
woke sympathy within him would now get upon his nerves. As it was
he heard his greeting in the hall.
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"Well, Enid. Where's your spook? Spill him out of the bag on the floor
and let us have alook at him." His evening's adventure ended asit had
begun, with a bellow of laughter which pursued him down the lift.
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Chapter

Where Our Commissioners Have a Remarkable
Experience

Malone sat at the side table of the smoking-room of the Literary Club. He
had Enid's impressions of the seancebefore him N very subtle and ob-
servant they were N and he was endeavouring to merge them in his
own experience. A group of men were smoking and chatting round the
fire. This did not disturb the journalist, who found, as many do, that his
brain and his pen worked bestsometimeswhen they were stimulated by
the knowledge that he was part of a busy world. Presently, however,
somebody who observed his presencebrought the talk round to psychic
subjects, and then it was more difficult for him to remain aloof. He
leaned back in his chair and listened.

Polter, the famous novelist, was there, a brilliant man with a subtle
mind, which he used too often to avoid obvious truth and to defend
some impossible position for the sake of the empty dialectic exercise.He
was holding forth now to an admiring, but not entirely a subservient
audience.

"Science,"said he, "is gradually sweeping the world clear of all these
old cobwebs of superstition. The world was like some old, dusty attic,
and the sun of scienceis bursting in, flooding it with light, while the dust
settles gradually to the floor."

"By science,"said someonemaliciously, "you mean, of course, men like
Sir William Crookes, Sir Oliver Lodge, Sir William Barrett, Lombroso,
Richet, and so forth."

Polter was not accustomed to be countered, and usually became rude.

“No, sir, | mean nothing so preposterous,” he answered, with a glare.
"No name, however eminent, can claim to stand for scienceso long ashe
Is a member of an insignificant minority of scientific men."

"He is, then, a crank," said Pollifex, the artist, who usually played jack-
al to Polter.
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The objector, one Millworthy, a free-lance of journalism, was not to be
so easily silenced.

“Then Galileo was a crank in his day," said he. "And Harvey was a
crank when he was laughed at over the circulation of the blood."

“It's the circulation of the Daily Gazette which is at stake," said Mar-
rible, the humorist of the club. "If they get off their stunt | don't suppose
they care a tinker's curse what is truth or what is not."

"Why such things should be examined at all, exceptin a police court, |
can't imagine," said Polter. "It is a dispersal of energy, a misdirection of
human thought into channels which lead nowhere. We have plenty of
obvious, material things to examine. Let us get on with our job."

Atkinson, the surgeon, was one of the circle, and had sat silently listen-
ing. Now he spoke.

"l think the learned bodies should find more time for the consideration
of psychic matters."

“Less," said Polter.

"You can't have lessthan nothing. They ignore them altogether. Some
time ago | had a series of casesof telepathic rapport which | wished to
lay before the Royal Society. My colleague Wilson, the zoologist, also
had a paper which he proposed to read. They went in together. His was
acceptedand mine rejected. The title of his paper was 'The Reproductive
System of the Dung-Beetle'."

There was a general laugh.

"Quite right, too," said Polter. "The humble dung-beetle was at least a
fact. All this psychic stuff is not."

“"No doubt you have good grounds for your views," chirped the mis-
chievous Millworthy, a mild youth with a velvety manner. "l have little
time for solid reading, so | should like to ask you which of Dr.
Crawford's three books you consider the best?"

"l never heard of the fellow."

Millworthy simulated intense surprise.

"Good Heavens, man! Why, he is the authority. If you want pure
laboratory experiments those are the books. You might aswell lay down
the law about zoology and confess that you had never heard of Darwin."

“This is not science,"” said Polter, emphatically.

"What is really not science,"said Atkinson, with some heat, "is the lay-
ing down of the law on matters which you have not studied. It is talk of
that sort which has brought me to the edge of Spiritualism, when | com-
pare this dogmatic ignorance with the earnestsearchfor truth conducted
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by the great Spiritualists. Many of them took twenty years of work be-
fore they formed their conclusions."

"But their conclusions are worthless because they are upholding a
formed opinion."

"But eachof them fought a long fight before he formed that opinion. |
know a few of them, and there is not one who did not take a lot of con-
vincing." Polter shrugged his shoulders.

"Well, they can have their spooks if it makes them happier so long as
they let me keep my feet firm on the ground."

"Or stuck in the mud," said Atkinson.

"I would rather be in the mud with sane people thin in the air with
lunatics,” said Polter. "I know some of these Spiritualists people and | be-
lieve that you can divide them equally into fools and rogues."

Malone had listened with interest and then with a growing indigna-
tion. Now he suddenly took fire.

"Look here, Polter," he said, turning his chair towards the company, "it
is fools and dolts like you which are holding back the world's progress.
You admit that you have read nothing of this, and I'll swear you have
seen nothing. Yet you use the position and the name which you have
won in other matters in order to discredit a number of people who,
whatever they may be, are certainly very earnest and very thoughtful.”

"Oh," said Polter, "I had no idea you had got so far. You don't dare to
say so in your articles. You are a Spiritualist then. That rather discounts
your views, does it not?"

"I am not a Spiritualist, but | am an honest inquirer, and that is more
than you have ever been. You call them rogues and fools, but, little as|
know, | am sure that some of them are men and women whose boots
you are not worthy to clean."

"Oh, come, Malone!" cried one or two voices, but the insulted Polter
was on his feet. "It's men like you who empty this club,” he cried, as he
swept out. "l shall certainly never come here again to be insulted."”

"l say, you've done it, Malone!"

"l felt inclined to help him out with akick. Why should he ride rough-
shod over other people's feelings and beliefs? He has got on and most of
us haven't, so he thinks it's a condescension to come among us."

"Dear old Irishman!" said Atkinson, patting his shoulder. "Rest, per-
turbed spirit, rest! But | wanted to have a word with you. Indeed, | was
waiting here because | did not want to interrupt you."

“I've had interruptions enough!" cried Malone. "How could | work
with that damned donkey braying in my ear?"
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"Well, I've only a word to say. I've got a sitting with Linden, the fam-
ous medium of whom | spoke to you, at the Psychic College to-night. |
have an extra ticket. Would you care to come?"

"Come? | should think so!"

"l have another ticket. | should have asked Polter if he had not beenso
offensive. Linden does not mind sceptics, but objects to scoffers. Who
should | ask?"

“Let Miss Enid Challenger come. We work together, you know."

"Why, of course | will. Will you let her know?"

"Certainly."

"It's at seveno'clock to-night. The Psychic College. You know the place
down at Holland Park."

"Yes, | have the address. Very well, Miss Challenger and | will cer-
tainly be there."

Behold the pair, then, upon a fresh psychic adventure. They picked
Atkinson up at Wimpole Street, and then traversed that long, roaring
rushing, driving belt of the great city which extends through Oxford
Streetand Bayswater to Notting Hill and the stately Victorian houses of
Holland Park. It was at one of thesethat the taxi drew up, alarge, impos-
ing building, standing back a little from the road. A smart maid admitted
them, and the subdued light of the tinted hall-lamp fell upon shining li-
noleum and polished woodwork with the gleam of white marble statu-
ary in the corner. Enid's female perceptions told her of a well-run, well-
appointed establishment, with a capabledirection at the head. This direc-
tion took the shape of a kindly Scottish lady who met them in the hall
and greeted Mr. Atkinson asan old friend. Shewas, in turn, introduced
to the journalists as Mrs. Ogilvy. Malone had already heard how her
husband and she had founded and run this remarkable institute, which
Is the centre of psychic experiment in London, at a very great cost, both
in labour and in money, to themselves.

“Linden and his wife have gone up," said Mrs. Ogilvy. "He seemsto
think that the conditions are favourable. The rest are in the drawing-
room. Won't you join them for a few minutes?"

Quite a number of people had gathered for the seance,some of them
old psychic students who were mildly interested, others, beginners who
looked about them with rather startled eyes,wondering what was going
to happen next. A tall man was standing near the door who turned and
disclosed the tawny beard and open face of Algernon Mailey. He shook
hands with the newcomers.
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"Another experience,Mr. Malone? Well, | thought you gave a very fair
account of the last. You are still a neophyte, but you are well within the
gates of the temple. Are you alarmed, Miss Challenger?"

"I don't think | could be while you were around," she answered.

He laughed.

"Of course, a materialization seanceis a little different to any other N
more impressive, in a way. You'll find it very instructive, Malone, as
bearing upon psychic photography and other matters. By the way, you
should try for a psychic picture. The famous Hope works upstairs."

"l always thought that that at least was fraud."

"On the contrary, | should say it was the best established of all phe-
nomena, the one which leaves the most permanent proof. I've been a
dozen times under every possible test conditions. The real trouble is, not
that it lends itself to fraud, but that it lends itself to exploitation by that
villainous journalism which cares only for a sensation. Do you know
anyone here?"

“No, we don't."

“The tall, handsome lady is the Duchess of Rossland. Then, there are
Lord and Lady Montnoir, the middle-aged couple near the fire. Real,
good folk and among the very few of the aristocracy who have shown
earnestnessand moral courage in this matter. The talkative lady is Miss
Badley, who lives for seances,a jaded Society woman in search of new
sensationsN always visible, always audible, and always empty. | don't
know the two men. | heard someone say they were researchersfrom the
university. The stout man with the lady in black is Sir JamesSmith N
they lost two boys in the war. The tall, dark person, is a weird man
named Barclay, who lives, | understand, in one room and seldom comes
out save for a seance."

"And the man with the horn glasses?"

"That is a pompous ass named Weatherby. He is one of those who
wander about on the obscure edges of Masonry, talking with whispers
and reverence of mysteries where no mystery is. Spiritualism, with its
very real and awful mysteries, is, to him, a vulgar thing because it
brought consolation to common folk, but he loves to read papers on the
Palladian Cultus, ancient and accepted Scottish rites, and Baphometic
figures. Eliphas Levi is his prophet.”

"It sounds very learned." said Enid.

"Or very absurd. But, hullo! Here are mutual friends." The two Bolsov-
ers had arrived, very hot and frowsy and genial. There is no such leveller
of classesas Spiritualism, and the charwoman with psychic force is the
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superior of the millionaire who lacksit. The Bolsovers and the aristocrats
fraternized instantly. The Duchess was just asking for admission to the
grocer's circle, when Mrs. Ogilvy bustled in.

"l think everyone is here now," she said. "It is time to go upstairs."

The seanceroom was a large, comfortable chamber on the first floor,
with a circle of easy chairs, and a curtain-hung divan which served asa
cabinet. The medium and his wife were waiting there. Mr. Linden was a
gentle, large-featured man, stoutish in build, deep-chested,clean-shaven,
with dreamy, blue eyesand flaxen, curly hair which rosein a pyramid at
the apex of his head. He was of middle age.His wife was rather younger,
with the sharp, querulous expression of the tired housekeeper, and
quick, critical eyes,which softened into something like adoration when
shelooked at her husband. Her role was to explain matters, and to guard
his interests while he was unconscious.

“The sitters had better just take their own places,"said the medium. "If
you can alternate the sexesit is aswell. Don't crossyour knees,it breaks
the current. If we have a materialization, don't grab at it. If you do, you
are liable to injure me."

The two sleuths of the ResearchSociety looked at each other know-
ingly. Mailey observed it.

"Quite right,” he said. "I have seentwo casesof dangerous haemor-
rhage in the medium brought on by that very cause."

"Why?" asked Malone.

"Becausethe ectoplasm used is drawn from the medium. It recoils
upon him like a snapped elastic band. Where it comesthrough the skin
you get a bruise. Where it comes from mucous membrane you get
bleeding."

"And when it comesfrom nothing, you get nothing™ said the research-
er with a grin.

"I will explain the procedure in a few words," said Mrs. Ogilvy, when
everyone was seated. "Mr. Linden does not enter the cabinet at all. He
sits outside it, and as he tolerates red light you will be able to satisfy
yourselves that he does not leave his seat. Mrs. Linden sits on the other
side. She is there to regulate and explain. In the first place we would
wish you to examine the cabinet. One of you will also please lock the
door on the inside and be responsible for the key."

The cabinet proved to be a mere tent of hangings, detached from the
wall and standing on a solid platform. The researchersferreted about in-
side it and stamped on the boards. All seemed solid.

"What is the use of it?" Malone whispered to Mailey.
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"It servesas a reservoir and condensing place for the ectoplasmic va-
pour from the medium, which would otherwise diffuse over the room."

"It has beenknown to serve other purposes also," remarked one of the
researchers, who overheard the conversation.

“That's true enough," said Mailey philosophically. "I am all in favour of
caution and supervision."

"Well, it seemsfraud-proof on this occasion, if the medium sits out-
side." The two researchers were agreed on this.

The medium was seated on one side of the little tent, his wife on the
other. The light was out, and a small red lamp near the ceiling was just
sufficient to enable outlines to be clearly seen.As the eyesbecameaccus-
tomed to it some detail could also be observed.

“"Mr. Linden will begin by some clairvoyant readings" said Mrs.
Linden. Her whole attitude, seatedbeside the cabinet with her hands on
her lap and the air of a proprietor, made Enid smile, for she thought of
Mrs. Jarley and her waxworks.

Linden, who was not in atrance, beganto give clairvoyance. It was not
very good. Possibly the mixed influence of so many sitters of various
types at close quarters was too disturbing. That was the excusewhich he
gave himself when several of his descriptions were unrecognized. But
Malone was more shocked by those which were recognized, since it was
so clear that the word was put into the medium's mouth. It was the folly
of the sitter rather than the fault of the medium, but it was disconcerting
all the same.

“| see a young man with brown eyes and a rather drooping
moustache."

"Oh, darling, darling, have you then come back!" cried Miss Badley.
"Oh, has he a message?"

"He sends his love and does not forget."

"Oh, how evidential! It is so exactly what the dear boy would have
said! My first lover, you know," she added, in a simpering voice to the
company. "He never fails to come. Mr. Linden has brought him again
and again."

“There is a young fellow in khaki building up on the left. | seea sym-
bol over his head. It might be a Greek cross."

"Jim N it is surely Jim!" cried Lady Smith.

"Yes. He nods his head."

"And the Greek crossis probably a propeller,” said Sir James."He was
in the Air Service, you know." Malone and Enid were both rather
shocked. Mailey was also uneasy.
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“This is not good," he whispered to Enid. "Wait a bit ! You will get
something better."

There were several good recognitions, and then someone resembling
Summerlee was described for Malone. This was wisely discounted by
him, since Linden might have beenin the audience on the former occa-
sion. Mrs. Debbs' exhibition seemed to him far more convincing than
that of Linden.

"Wait a bit!" Mailey repeated.

"The medium will now try for materializations," said Mrs. Linden. "If
the figures appear | would ask you not to touch them, save by request.
Victor will tell you if you may do so. Victor is the medium's control.”

The medium had settled down in his chair and he now beganto draw
long, whistling breaths with deep intakes, puffing the air out between
his lips. Finally he steadied down and seemedto sink into a deep coma,
his chin upon his breast. Suddenly he spoke, but it seemedthat his voice
was better modulated and more cultivated than before.

"Good evening, all!" said the voice.

There was a general murmur of "Good evening, Victor."

"I am afraid that the vibrations are not very harmonious. The sceptical
element is present, but not, | think, predominant, so that we may hope
for results. Martin Lightfoot is doing what he can."

“That is the Indian control" Mailey whispered.

"l think that if you would start the gramophone it would be helpful. A
hymn is always best, though there is no real objection to secular music.
Give us what you think best, Mrs. Ogilvy."

There was the rasping of a needle which had not yet found its grooves.
Then "Lead, Kindly Light" was churned out. The audience joined in in a
subdued fashion. Mrs. Ogilvy then changed it to "O, God, our help in
ages past".

“They often change the records themselves," said Mrs. Ogilvy, "but to-
night there is not enough power."

"Oh, yes," said the voice. "There is enough power, Mrs. Ogilvy, but we
are anxious to conserve it all for the materializations. Martin says they
are building up very well."

At this moment the curtain in front of the cabinet beganto sway. It bel-
lied out asif a strong wind were behind it. At the sametime a breezewas
felt by all who were in the circle, together with a sensation of cold.

"It is quite chilly," whispered Enid, with a shiver.

"It is not a subjective feeling," Mailey answered. "Mr. Harry Price has
tested it with thermometric readings. So did Professor Crawford."
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"My God!" cried a startled voice. It belonged to the pompous dabbler
in mysteries, who was suddenly faced with a real mystery. The curtains
of the cabinet had parted and a human figure had stolen noiselessly out.
There was the medium clearly outlined on one side. There was Mrs.
Linden, who had sprung to her feet, on the other. And, between them,
the little black, hesitating figure, which seemedto be terrified at its own
position. Mrs. Linden soothed and encouraged it.

"Don't be alarmed, dear. It is all quite right. No one will hurt you."

"It is someone who has never been through before," she explained to
the company. "Naturally it seemsvery strange to her. Justas strange asif
we broke into their world. That's right, dear. You are gaining strength, |
can see. Well done!"

The figure was moving forward. Everyone sat spellbound, with star-
ing eyes.Miss Badley beganto giggle hysterically. Weatherby lay back in
his chair, gasping with horror. Neither Malone nor Enid felt any fear, but
were consumed with curiosity. How marvellous to hear the humdrum
flow of life in the street outside and to be faceto face with such a sight as
that.

Slowly the figure moved round. Now it was closeto Enid and between
her and the red light. Stooping, she could get the silhouette sharply out-
lined. It was that of a little, elderly woman, with sharp, clear-cut features.

“It's Susan!" cried Mrs. Bolsover. "Oh, Susan, don't you know me?"

The figure turned and nodded her head.

"Yes,yes, dear, it is your sister Susie,"cried her husband. "I never saw
her in anything but black. Susan, speak to us!"

The head was shaken.

"They seldom speak the first time they come," said Mrs. Linden, whose
rather blase, business-like air was in contrast to the intense emotion of
the company. "I'm afraid she can't hold together long. Ah, there! Shehas
gone!"

The figure had disappeared. There had been some backward move-
ment towards the cabinet, but it seemedto the observers that she sank
into the ground before she reached it. At any rate, she was gone.

"Gramophone, please!" said Mrs. Linden. Everyone relaxed and sat
back with a sigh. The gramophone struck up a lively air. Suddenly the
curtains parted, and a second figure appeared.

It was a young girl, with flowing hair down her back. She came for-
ward swiftly and with perfect assurance to the centre of the circle.

Mrs. Linden laughed in a satisfied way.

"Now you will get something good," she said. "Here is Lucille."

54



"Good evening, Lucille!" cried the Duchess."l met you last month, you
will remember, when your medium came to Maltraver Towers."

"Yes,yes, lady, | remember you. You have a little boy, Tommy, on our
side of life. No, no, not dead, lady! We are far more alive than you are.
All the fun and frolic are with us!" She spoke in a high clear voice and
perfect English.

"Shall | show you what we do over here?" She began a graceful, glid-
ing dance, while she whistled as melodiously as a bird. "Poor Susan
could not do that. Susanhas had no practice. Lucille knows how to use a
built-up body."

"Do you remember me, Lucille?" asked Mailey.

"l remember you, Mr. Mailey. Big man with yellow beard."

For the secondtime in her life Enid had to pinch herself hard to satisfy
herself that she was not dreaming. Was this graceful creature, who had
now sat down in the centre of the circle, a real materialization of ecto-
plasm, used for the moment as a machine for expression by a soul that
had passed,or was it an illusion of the senses,or was it a fraud? There
were the three possibilities. An illusion was absurd when all had the
same impression. Was it a fraud? But this was certainly not the little old
woman. She was inches taller and fair, not dark. And the cabinet was
fraud-proof. It had been meticulously examined. Then it was true. But if
it were true, what a vista of possibilities opened out. Was it not far the
greatest matter which could claim the attention of the world!

Meanwhile, Lucille had been so natural and the situation was so nor-
mal that even the most nervous had relaxed. The girl answered most
cheerfully to every question, and they rained upon her from every side.

"Where did you live, Lucille?"

"Perhaps | had better answer that," interposed Mrs. Linden. "It will
save the power. Lucille was bred in South Dakota in the United States,
and passed over at the age of fourteen. We have verified some of her
statements."”

"Are you glad you died, Lucille?"

"Glad for my own sake. Sorry for mother."

"Has your mother seen you since?"

"Poor mother is a shut box. Lucille cannot open the lid."

"Are you happy?"

"Oh, yes, so gloriously happy."

“Is it right that you can come back?"

"Would God allow it if it were not right? What a wicked man you
must be to ask!"
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"What religion were you?"

"We were Roman Catholics."

"Is that the right religion?"

"All religions are right if they make you better."

“Then it does not matter."

"It is what people do in daily life, not what they believe."

"Tell us more, Lucille."

“Lucille has little time. There are others who wish to come. If Lucille
uses too much power, the others have less. Oh, God is very good and
kind! You poor people on earth do not know how good and kind He is
becauseit is grey down there. But it is grey for your own good. It is to
give you your chanceto earn all the lovely things which wait for you.
But you can only tell how wonderful He is when you get over here."

"Have you seen him?"

"SeenHim! How could you seeGod? No, no, He is all round us and in
us and in everything, but we do not seeHim. But | have seenthe Christ.
Oh, He was glorious, glorious! Now, good-bye N good-bye!" Shebacked
towards the cabinet and sank into the shadows.

Now came a tremendous experience for Malone. A small, dark, rather
broad figure of a woman appeared slowly from the cabinet. Mrs. Linden
encouraged her, and then came across to the journalist.

"It is for you. You can break the circle. Come up to her."

Malone advanced and peered, awestruck, into the face of the appari-
tion. There was not a foot between them. Surely that large head, that sol-
id, square outline was familiar! He put his face still nearer N it was al-
most touching. He strained his eyes. It seemedto him that the features
were semi-fluid, moulding themselves into a shape, as if some unseen
hand was modelling them in putty. "Mother! " he cried. "Mother! "

Instantly the figure threw up both her hands in a wild gesture of joy.
The motion seemed to destroy her equilibrium and she vanished.

"She had not been through before. She could not speak," said Mrs.
Linden, in her business-like way. "It was your mother."

Malone went back half-stunned to his seat.It is only when thesethings
come to one's own address that one understands their full force. His
mother! Ten years in her grave and yet standing before him. Could he
swear it was his mother? No, he could not. Was he morally certain that it
was his mother? Yes, he was morally certain. He was shaken to the core.

But other wonders diverted his thoughts. A young man had emerged
briskly from the cabinet and had advanced to the front of Mailey, where
he had halted.
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"Hullo, Jock!Dear old Jock!"said Mailey. "My nephew," he explained
to the company. "He always comes when | am with Linden."

“The power is sinking," said the lad, in a clear voice. "l can't stay very
long. | am so glad to seeyou, Uncle. You know, we can seequite clearly
in this light, even if you can't."

"Yes, | know you can.| say, Jock.| wanted to tell you that | told your
mother | had seen you. She said her Church taught her it was wrong."

"I know. And that | was a demon. Oh, it is rotten, rotten, rotten, and
rotten things will fall'" His voice broke in a sob.

"Don't blame her Jock, she believes this."

“No, no, | don't blame her! Shewill know better some day. The day is
coming soon when all truth will be manifest and all these corrupt
Churches will be swept off the earth with their cruel doctrines and their
caricatures of God."

"Why, Jock, you are becoming quite a heretic!"

"Love, Uncle! Love! That is all that counts. What matter what you be-
lieve if you are sweet and kind and unselfish as the Christ was of old?"

"Have you seen Christ?" asked someone.

"Not yet. Perhaps the time may come."

"Is he not in Heaven, then?"

"There are many heavens.| am in avery humble one. But it is glorious
all the same."

Enid had thrust her head forward during this dialogue. Her eyeshad
got used to the light and she could seemore clearly than before. The man
who stood within a few feet of her was not human. Of that she had no
doubt whatever, and yet the points were very subtle. Something in his
strange, yellow-white colouring as contrasted with the faces of her
neighbours. Something, also, in the curious stiffness of his carriage, as of
a man in very rigid stays.

"Now, Jock,"said Mailey, "give an addressto the company. Tell them a
few words about your life."

The figure hung his head, exactly as a shy youth would do in life.

"Oh, Uncle, | can't."

"Come, Jock, we love to listen to you."

"Teachthe folk what death is," the figure began."God wants them to
know. That is why He lets us come back. It is nothing. You are no more
changed than if you went into the next room. You can't believe you are
dead. | didn't. It was only when | saw old Samthat | knew, for | was cer-
tain that he was dead, anyhow. Then | came back to mother. And" N his
voice broke N "she would not receive me."
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"Never mind, dear old Jock," said Mailey. "She will learn wisdom."
"Teachthem the truth! Teachit to them! Oh, it u so much more import-
ant than all the things men talk about. If papers for one week gave as
much attention to psychic things as they do to football, it would be

known to all. It is ignorance which stands N "

The observers were conscious of a sort of flash towards the cabinet,
but the youth had disappeared.

"Power run down," said Mailey. "Poor lad, he held on to the last. He al-
ways did. That was how he died.

There was a long pause. The gramophone started again. Then there
was a movement of the curtains. Something was emerging. Mrs. Linden
sprang up and waved the figure back. The medium for the first time
stirred in his chair and groaned.

"What is the matter, Mrs. Linden?"

"Only half-formed," she answered. "The lower face had not material-
ized. Some of you would have been alarmed. | think that we shall have
no more to-night The power has sunk very low."

Soit proved. The lights were gradually turned on. The medium lay
with a white face and a clammy brow in his chair, while his wife sedu-
lously watched over him, unbuttoning his collar and bathing his face
from a water-glass. The company broke into little groups, discussing
what they had seen.

"Oh, wasn't it thrilling?" cried Miss Badley. "It really was most excit-
ing. But what a pity we could not seethe one with the semi-materialized
face."

“Thanks, | have seenquite enough," said the pompous mystic, all the
pomposity shakenout of him. "I confessthat it has beenrather too much
for my nerves."

Mr. Atkinson found himself near the psychic researchers.

"Well, what do you make of it?" he asked.

"l have seen it better done at Maskelyne's Hall," said one.

"Oh, come, Scott!," said the other. "You've no right to say that. You ad-
mitted that the cabinet was fraud-proof."”

"Well, so do the committees who go on the stage at Maskelyne's."

"Yes, but it is Maskelyne's own stage. This is not Linden's own stage.
He has no machinery."

"Populus vult decepi,” the other answered, shrugging his shoulders. " |
should certainly reserve judgment.” He moved away with the dignity of
one who cannot be deceived, while his more rational companion still ar-
gued with him as they went.
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"Did you hear that?" said Atkinson. "There is a certain classof psychic
researcherwho is absolutely incapable of receiving evidence. They mis-
use their brains by straining them to find a way round when the road is
guite clear before them. When the human race advances into its new
kingdom, these intellectual men will form the absolute rear.”

“No, no," said Mailey, laughing. "The bishops are predestined to be the
rearguard. | see them all marching in step, a solid body, with their
gaiters and cassocksN the last in the whole world to reach spiritual
truth."

"Oh, come," said Enid, "that is too severe. They are all good men."

"Of coursethey are. It's quite physiological. They are are a body of eld-
erly men, and the elderly brain is sclerosed and cannot record new im-
pressions. It's not their fault, but the fact remains. You are very silent,
Malone." But Malone was thinking of a little, squat, dark figure which
waved its hands in joy when he spoke to it. It was with that image in his
mind that he turned from this room of wonders and passed down into
the street.
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Chapter 6

In Which the Reader is Shown the Habits of a Notori-
ous Criminal

We will now leave that little group with whom we have made our first
exploration of these grey and ill-defined, but immensely important, re-
gions of human thought and experiences.From the researcherswe will
turn to the researched. Come with me and we will visit Mr. Linden at
home, and will examine the lights and shadeswhich make up the life of
a professional medium.

To reach him we will passdown the crowded thoroughfare of Totten-
ham Court Road, where the huge furniture emporia flank the way, and
we will turn into a small street of drab houseswhich leads eastwards to-
wards the British Museum. Tullis Streetis the name and 40 the number.
Here it is, one of arow, flat-faced, dull-coloured and commonplace, with
railed stepsleading up to a discoloured door, and one front-room win-
dow, in which a huge gilt-edged Bible upon a small round table reas-
sures the timid visitor. With the universal pass-key of imagination we
open the dingy door, passdown adark passageand up a narrow stair. It
Is nearly ten o'clock in the morning and yet it is in his bedroom that we
must seekthe famous worker of miracles. The fact us that he has had, as
we have seen,an exhausting sitting the night before, and that he hasto
conserve his strength in the mornings.

At the moment of our inopportune, but invisible, visit he was sitting
up, propped by the pillows, with a breakfast-tray upon his knees. The
vision he presented would have amused those who have prayed with
him in the bumble Spiritualist temples, or had sat with awe at the
seanceswhere he had exhibited the modern equivalents of the gifts of
the Spirit. He looked unhealthily pallid in the dim morning light, and his
curly hair rose up in a tangled pyramid above his broad, intellectual
brow. The open collar of his nightshirt displayed a broad, bull's neck,
and the depth of his chest and spread of his shoulders showed that he
was a man of considerable personal strength. He was eating his breakfast
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with avidity while he conversed with the little, eager, dark-eyed wife
who was seated on the side of the bed.

"And you reckon it a good meeting, Mary?"

"Fair to middling, Tom. There was two of them researchersraking
round with their feet and upsetting everybody. D'ye think those folk in
the Bible would have got their phenomena if they had chaps of that sort
on the premises? 'Of one accord’, that's what they say in the book."

"Of course!" cried Linden heartily. "Was the Duchess pleased?"

"Yes, | think she was very pleased. Sowas Mr. Atkinson, the surgeon.
There was a new man there called Malone of the Press.Then Lord and
Lady Montnoir got evidence, and so did Sir James Smith and Mr.
Mailey."

"I wasn't satisfied with the clairvoyance," said the medium. "The silly
idiots kept on putting things into my mind. 'That's surely my Uncle
Sam’, and so forth. It blurs me so that | can see nothing clear."

"Yes, and they think they are helping! Helping to muddle you and de-
ceive themselves. | know the kind."

"But | went under nicely and | am glad there were some fine material-
izations. It took it out of me, though. I'm a rag this morning."

“They work you too hard, dear. I'll take you to Margate and build you
up."

"Well, maybe at Easter we could do a week. It would be fine. | don't
mind readings and clairvoyance, but the physicals do try you. I'm not as
bad asHallows. They say he just lies white and gasping on the floor after
them."

"Yes," cried the woman bitterly. "And then they run to him with
whisky, and so they teach him to rely on the bottle and you get another
case of a drunken medium. | know them. You keep off it, Tom!"

"Yes, one of our trade should stick to soft drinks. If he can stick to ve-
getables,too, he's all the better, but | can't preach that while I am wolfin'
up ham and eggs. By Gosh, Mary! it's past ten and | have a string of
them comin' this morning. I'm going to make a bit to-day."

"You give it away as quick as you make it, Tom."

"Well, some hard casescome my way. So long as we can make both
ends meet what more do we want? | expect they will look after us all
right."

“They have let down a lot of other poor mediums who did good work
in their day."

“It's the rich folk that are to blame not the Spirit-people,” said Tom
Linden hotly. "It makes me seered when | remember these folk, Lady
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This and Countess That, declaring all the comfort they have had, and
then leaving those who gave it to die in the gutter or rot in the work-
house. Poor old Tweedy and Soamesand the rest all living on old-age
pensions and the papers talking of the money that mediums make, while
some damned conjuror makes more than all of us put together by a rot-
ten imitation with two tons of machinery to help him."

"Don't worry, dear," cried the medium's wife, putting her thin hand
caressingly upon the tangled mane of her man. "It all comeslevel in time
and everybody pays the price for what they have done."

Linden laughed loudly. "It's my Welsh half that comesout when | flare
up. Let the conjurors take their dirty money and let the rich folk keep
their purses shut. | wonder what they think money is for. Paying death
duties is about the only fun some of them seemto get out of it. If | had
their moneyE "

There was a knock at the door.

"Please,sir, your brother Silasis below." The two looked at each other
with some dismay.

"More trouble," said Mrs. Linden sadly.

Linden shrugged his shoulders. "All right, Susan!"he cried. "Tell him
I'll be down. Now, dear, you keep him going and I'll be with you in a
guarter of an hour."

In lesstime than he named he was down in the front room N his con-
sulting room N where his wife was evidently having some difficulty in
making agreeable conversation with their visitor. He was a big, heavy
man, not unlike his elder brother, but with all the genial chubbiness of
the medium coarsenedinto pure brutality. He had the same pile of curly
hair, but he was clean-shavenwith a heavy, obstinate jowl. He sat by the
window with his huge freckled hands upon his knees. A very important
part of Mr. SilasLinden lay in those hands, for he had been a profession-
al boxer, and at one time was fancied for the welter-weight honours of
England. Now, as his stained tweed suit and frayed boots made clear, he
had fallen on evil days, which he endeavoured to mitigate by cadging on
his brother.

"Mornin’, Tom," he said in a husky voice. Then as the wife left the
room: "Got adrop of Scotchabout? I've a head on me this morning. | met
some of the old setlast night down at "'The Admiral Vernon'. Quite are-
union it was N chaps | hadn't seen since my best ring days."

"Sorry, Silas,"” said the medium, seating himself behind his desk. "I
keep nothing in the house."

"Spirits enough, but not the right sort,” said Silas.
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"Well, the price of a drink will do as well. If you've got a Bradbury
about you | could do with it, for there's nothing coming my way."

Torn Linden took a pound note from his desk.

"Here you are, Silas. Solong as | have any you have your share. But
you had two pounds last week. Is it gone?"

"Gone! | should say so!" He put the note in his pocket. " Now, look
here, Tom, | want to speak to you very serious as between man and
man."

"Yes, Silas, what is it?"

"You seethat!" He pointed to alump on the back of his hand. " That's a
bone! See?lt will never be right. It was when | hit Curly Jenkins third
round and outed him at the N.S.C. | outed myself for life that night. | can
put up a show fight and exhibition bout, but I'm done for the real thing.
My right has gone west."

"It's a hard case, Silas."

"Damned hard! But that's neither here nor there. What matters is that
I've got to pick up a living and | want to know how to do it. An old
scrapper don't find many openings. Chucker-out at a pub with free
drinks. Nothing doing there. What | want to know' Tom, is what's the
matter with my becoming a medium?"

"A medium?"

"Why the devil should you stare at me! If it's good enough for you it's
good enough for me."

"But you are not a medium."

"Oh, come! Keep that for the newspapers. It's all in the family, and
between you an' me, how d'ye do it?"

"l don't do it. | do nothing."

"And get four or five quid a week for it. That's a good yarn. Now you
can't fool me. Tom, I'm not one o' those duds that pay you a thick 'un for
an hour in the dark. We're on the square, you an' me. How d'ye do it?"

"Do what?"

"Well, them raps, for example. I've seenyou sit there at your desk, asit
might be, and raps come answerin' questions over yonder on the book-
shelf. It's damned clever N fair puzzles 'em every time. How d'ye get
them?"

"I tell you | don't. It's outside myself."

"Rats! You can tell me, Tom. I'm Griffiths, the safe man. It would set
me up for life if | could do it."

For the second time in one morning the medium's Welsh strain took
control.
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"You're an impudent, blasphemous rascal, Silas Linden. It's men like
you who come into our movement and give it a bad name. You should
know me better than to think that | am a cheat. Get out of my house, you
ungrateful rascal!"

"Not too much of your lip," growled the ruffian.

"Out you go, or I'll put you out, brother or no brother." Silas doubled
his great fists and looked ugly for a moment. Then the anticipation of fa-
vours to come softened his mood.

"Well, well, no harm meant,"” he growled, as he made for the door. "l
expect| can make a shot at it without your help." His grievance suddenly
overcame his prudence as he stood in the doorway. "You damned, cant-
ing, hypocritical box-of-tricks. I'll be even with you yet."

The heavy door slammed behind him.

Mrs. Linden had rushed in to her husband.

"The hulking blackguard!" she cried. "l 'eard 'im. What did 'e want?"

"Wanted me to put him wise to mediumship. Thinks it's a trick of
some sort that | could teach him."

"The foolish lump! Well, it's a good thing, for he won't dare show his
face here again."”

"Oh, won't he?"

“If he does I'll slap it for him. To think of his upsettin' you like this.
Why, you're shakin' all over!"

"l suppose | wouldn't be a medium if | wasn't high strung. Someone
said we were poets, only more so. But it's bad just when work is
beginning."

“I'll give you healing."

She put her little work-worn hands over his high forehead and held
them there in silence.

“That's better!" said he. "Well done, Mary. I'll have a cigarette in the
kitchen. That will finish it."

“No, there's someone here." She had looked out of the window. "Are
you fit to see her? It's a woman."

"Yes, yes. | am all right now. Show her in."

An instant later a woman entered, a pale, tragic figure in black, whose
appearancetold its own tale. Linden motioned her to a chair away from
the light. Then he looked through his papers.

"You are Mrs. Blount, are you not? You had an appointment?"

"Yes N | wanted to ask N "

"Please ask me nothing. It confuses me."
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He was looking at her with the medium's gazein his light grey eyesN
that gaze which looks round and through a thing rather than at it.

"You have beenwise to come, very wise. There is someone beside you
who has an urgent messagewhich could not be delayed. | get a nameE
FranciskE yes, Francis." The woman clasped her hands.

"Yes, yes, it is the name."

"A dark man, very sad, very earnestN oh, so earnest. He will speak.
He must speak! It is urgent. He says, 'Tink-a-bell'. Who is Tink-a-bell?"

"Yes, yes, he called me so. Oh, Frank, Frank, speak to me! Speak!"

"He is speaking. His hand is on your head. 'Tink-a-bell', he says,'If you
do what you purpose doing it will make a gap that it will take many
years to cross'. Does that mean anything?"

Shesprang from her chair. "It means everything. Oh, Mr. Linden, this
was my last chance. If this had failed N if | found that | had really lost
him | meant to go and seek him. | would have taken poison this night."

“Thank God that | have saved you. It is a terrible thing, madame, to
take one's life. It breaks the law of Nature, and Nature's laws cannot be
broken without punishment. | rejoice that he has been able to save you.
He has more to say to you. His messageis, 'If you will live and do your
duty | will for ever be by your side, far closer to you than ever | was in
life. My presencewill surround you and guard both you and our three
babes.™

It was marvellous the change! The pale, worn woman who had
entered the room was now standing with flushed cheeks and smiling
lips. It is true that tears were pouring down her face'but they were tears
of joy. She clapped her hands. She made little convulsive movements as
if she would dance.

"He's not dead! He's not dead! How can he be dead if he can speakto
me and be closer to me than ever? Oh, it's glorious! Oh, Mr. Linden,
what can | do for you? You have saved me from shameful death! You
have restored my husband to me! Oh, what a God-like power you have!"

The medium was an emotional man and his own tears were moist
upon his cheeks.

"My dear lady, say no more. It is not I. | do nothing. You can thank
God Who in His mercy permits some of His mortals to discern a spirit or
to carry a message.Well, well, a guinea is my fee, if you can afford it.
Come back to me if ever you are in trouble."

"I am content now," she cried, drying her eyes, "to await God's will
and to do my duty in the world until such time asit shall be ordained
that we unite once more."
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The widow left the house walking on air. Tom Linden also felt that the
clouds left by his brother's visit had been blown away by this joyful in-
cident, for there is no happiness like giving happiness and seeingthe be-
neficient workings of one's own power. He had hardly settled down in
his chair, however, before another client was ushered in. This time it was
a smartly-dressed, white-spatted, frock-coated man of the world, with a
bustling air as of one to whom minutes are precious.

"Mr. Linden, | believe?!| have heard, sir, of your powers. | am told that
by handling an object you can often get some clue asto the person who
owned it?"

"It happens sometimes. | cannot command it."

"l should like to test you. | have a letter here which | received this
morning. Would you try your powers upon that?""

The medium took the folded letter, and, leaning back in his chair, he
pressedit upon his forehead. He sat with his eyesclosed for a minute or
more. Then he returned the paper.

"I don't like it" he said. "l get afeeling of evil. | seea man dressedall in
white. He has a dark face.He writes at a bamboo table. | get a sensation
of heat. The letter is from the tropics."

"Yes, from Central America."

"l can tell you no more."

"Are the spirits so limited? | thought they knew everything."

“They do not know everything. Their power and knowledge are as
closely limited asours. But this is not a matter for the spirit people. What
| did then was psychometry, which, so far aswe know, is a power of the
human soul."

"Well, you are right as far as you have gone. This man, my corres-
pondent, wants me to put up the money for the half-share in an oil bor-
ing. Shall | do it?"

Tom Linden shook his head.

"These powers are given to some of us, sir, for the consolation of hu-
manity and for a proof of immortality. They were never meant for
worldly use. Trouble always comes of such use, trouble to the medium
and trouble to the client. I will not go into the matter."

"Money's no object,” said the man, drawing a wallet from his inner
pocket.

“No, sir, nor to me. | am poor, but | have never ill-used my gift."

"A fat lot of use the gift is, then!" said the visitor, rising from his chair.
"l can get all the rest from the parsonswho are licensed, and you are not.
There is your guinea, but | have not had the worth of it."
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"| am sorry, sir, but | cannot break a rule. There is alady beside you N
near your left shoulder N an elderly ladyE "

“Tut! tut!"" said the financier, turning towards the door.

"She wears a large gold locket with an emerald cross upon her breast.”

The man stopped, turned and stared.

"Where did you pick that up?"

"l see it before me, now."

"Why, dash it, man, that is what my mother always wore! D'you tell
me you can see her?"

“No, she is gone."

"What was she like? What was she doing?"

"She was your mother. She said so. She was weeping."

"Weeping! My mother! Why, she is in heaven if ever a woman was.
They don't weep in heaven!"

“Not in the imaginary heaven. They do in the real heaven.It is only we
who ever make them weep. She left a message."

"Give it to me!"

"The messagewas: 'Oh, Jack!Jack!you are drifting ever further from
my reach™

The man made a contemptuous gesture.

"I was a damned fool to let you have my name when | made the ap-
pointment. You have been making inquiries. You don't take me in with
your tricks. I've had enough of it N more than enough!"

For the second time that morning the door was slammed by an angry
visitor.

"He didn't like his message."Linden explained to his wife. "It was his
poor mother. She is fretting over him. Lord! If folk only knew these
things it would do them more good than all the forms and ceremonies."

"Well, Tom, it's not your fault if they don't," his wife answered. " There
are two women waiting to seeyou. They have not an introduction but
they seem in great trouble."

“I've a bit of a headache.l haven't got over last night. Silasand | are the

same in that. Our night's work finds us out next morning. I'll just take
theseand no more, for it is bad to send anyone sorrowin' away if one can
help it."

The two women were shown in, both of them austere figures dressed
in black, one a stern-looking person of fifty, the other about half that age.

"l believe your feeis a guinea,” said the elder, putting that sum upon
the table.
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"To those who can afford it," Linden answered. As a matter of fact, the
guinea often went the other way.

"Oh yes, | can afford it," said the woman. "I am in sad trouble and they
told me maybe you could help me."

"Well, I will if | can. That's what | am for."

"| lost my poor husband in the war N killed at Ypres he was. Could |
get in touch with him?"

"You don't seemto bring any influence with you. | get no impression. |
am sorry but we can't command these things. | get the name Edmund.
Was that his name?"

"No."

"Or Albert?"

"No."

"| am sorry, but it seemsconfused N cross vibrations, perhaps, and a
mix-up of messages like crossed telegraph wires."

"Does the name Pedro help you?"

"Pedro! Pedro! No, | get nothing. Was Pedro an elderly man?"

“No, not elderly."

"l can get no impression."

"It was about this girl of mine that | really wanted advice. My husband
would have told me what to do. Shehas got engagedto a young man, a
fitter by trade, but there are one or two things against it and | want to
know what to do."

"Do give us some advice," said the young woman, looking at the medi-
um with a hard eye.

"I would if | could, my dear. Do you love this man?"

"Oh yes, he's all right."

"Well, if you don't feel more than that about him, | hould leave him
alone. Nothing but unhappiness comes of such a marriage."

“Then you see unhappiness waiting for her?"

"l see a good chance of it. | think she should be careful."

"Do you see anyone else coming along?"

"Everyone, man or woman, meets their mate sometime somewhere."

“Then she will get a mate?"

"Most certainly she will."

"I wonder if | should have any family?" asked the girl.

“Nay, that's more than | can say."

"And money N will she have money? We are down hearted, Mr.
Linden, and we want a little "
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At this moment there came a most surprising interruption. The door
flew open and little Mrs. Linden rushed into the room with pale faceand
blazing eyes.

“They are policewomen, Tom. I've had a warning about them. It's only
just come. Get out of this house, you pair of snivelling hypocrites. Oh,
what a fool! What a fool | was not to recognize what you were." The two
women had risen.

"Yes,you are rather late, Mrs. Linden," said the senior. "The money has
passed.”

"Take it back! Take it back! It's on the table."

“No, no, the money has passed. We have had our fortune told. You
will hear more of this, Mr. Linden."

"You brace of frauds! You talk of frauds when it is you who are the
frauds all the time! He would not have seenyou if it had not been for
compassion."

"It is no use scolding us," the woman answered. "We do our duty and
we did not make the law. Solong asit is on the Statute Book we have to
enforce it. We must report the case at headquarters."

Tom Linden seemedstunned by the blow, but, when the policewomen
had disappeared, he put his arm round his weeping wife and consoled
her as best he might.

“The typist at the police office sent down the warning," she said. "Oh,
Tom, it is the secondtime!" she cried. "It means gaol and hard labour for
you."

"Well, dear, solong aswe are conscious of having done no wrong and
of having done God's work to the best of our power, we must take what
comes with a good heart."

"But where were they? How could they let you down so?Where was
your guide?"

"Yes, Victor," said Tom Linden, shaking his head at the air above him,
"where were you? I've got a crow to pick with you. You know, dear," he
added, "just as a doctor can never treat his own case,a medium is very
helpless when things come to his own address. That's the law. And yet |
should have known. | was feeling in the dark. | had no inspiration of any
sort. It was just a foolish pity and sympathy that led me on when | had
no sort of areal message.Well, dear Mary, we will take what's coming to
us with a brave heart. Maybe they have not enough to make a case,and
maybe the beak is not as ignorant as most of them. We'll hope for the
best."
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In spite of his brave words the medium was shaking and quivering at
the shock. His wife had put her hands upon him and was endeavouring
to steady him, when Susan,the maid, who knew nothing of the trouble,
admitted a fresh visitor into the room. It was none other than Edward
Malone.

"He can't seeyou," said Mrs. Linden, "the medium is ill. He will seeno
one this morning."

But Linden had recognized his visitor.

“This is Mr. Malone, my dear, of the Daily Gazette.He was with us last
night. We had a good sitting, had we not, sir?"

"Marvellous!" said Malone. "But what is amiss?"

Both husband and wife poured out their sorrows.

"What a dirty business!" cried Malone, with disgust.

"l am sure the public doesnot realize how this law is enforced, or there
would be arow. This agent-provocateur businessis quite foreign to Brit-
ish justice. But in any case,Linden, you are a real medium. The law was
made to suppress false ones."

“There are no real mediums in British law," said Linden, ruefully. "l ex-
pect the more real you are the greater the offence. If you are a medium at
all and take money you are liable. But how can a medium live if he does
not take money? It's a man's whole work and needsall his strength. You
can't be a carpenter all day and a first-class medium in the evening."

"What a wicked law! It seemsto be deliberately stifling all physical
proofs of spiritual power."

"Yes, that is just what it is. If the Devil passeda law it would be just
that. It is supposed to be for the protection of the public and yet no mem-
ber of the public has ever beenknown to complain. Every caseis a police
trap. And yet the police know as well as you or | that every Church
charity garden-party has got its clairvoyante or its fortune-teller.”

"It does seem monstrous. What will happen now?"

"Well, | expecta summons will come along. Then a police court case.
Then fine or imprisonment. It's the second time, you see."

"Well, your friends will give evidence for you and we will have a good
man to defend you."

Linden shrugged his shoulders.

"You never know who are your friends. They slip away like water
when it comes to the pinch."

"Well, | won't, for one," said Malone, heartily. "Keep me in touch with
what is going on. But | called because | had something to ask you."

"l am sorry, but | am really not fit." Linden held out a quivering hand.
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“No, no, nothing psychic. | simply wanted to ask you whether the
presence of a strong sceptic would stop all your phenomena?"

"Not necessarily. But, of course, it makes everything more difficult. If
they will be quiet and reasonablewe can get results. But they know noth-
ing, break every law, and ruin their own sittings. There was old Sherb-
ank, the doctor, the other day. When the raps came on the table he
jumped up, put his hand on the wall, and cried, 'Now then, put arap on
the palm of my hand within five seconds'.Becausehe did not get it he
declared it was all humbug and stamped out of the room. They will not
admit that there are fixed laws in this as in everything else."

"Well, I must confessthat the man | am thinking of might be quite as
unreasonable. It is the great Professor Challenger."

"Oh, yes, I've heard he is a hard case."

"Would you give him a sitting?"

"Yes, if you desired it."

"He won't cometo you or to any place you name. He imagines all sorts
of wires and contrivances. You might have to come down to his country
house."

"l would not refuse if it might convert him."

"And when?"

"l can do nothing until this horrible affair is over. It will take a month
or two."

"Well, I will keep in touch with you till then. When all is well again we
shall make our plans and seeif we can bring these facts before him, as
they have been brought before me. Meanwhile, let me say how much |
sympathize. We will form a committee of your friends and all that can
will surely be done."
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Chapter 7

In Which the Notorious Criminal Gets What the Brit-
iIsh Law Considers to be His Deserts

Before we pursue further the psychic adventures of our hero and
heroine, it would be well to see how the British law dealt with that
wicked man, Mr. Tom Linden.

The two policewomen returned in triumph to Bardley Square Station
where Inspector Murphy, who had sent them, was waiting for their re-
port. Murphy was ajolly-looking, red-faced, black-moustached man who
had a cheerful, fatherly way with women which was by no means justi-
fied by his age or virility. He sat behind his official table, his papers
strewn in front of him.

"Well, girls," he said as the two women entered, "what luck?"

"l think it's a go, Mr. Murphy," said the elder policewoman. "We have
the evidence you want."

The Inspector took up a written list of questions from his desk.

"You ran it on the general lines that | suggested?" he asked.

"Yes. | said my husband was killed at Ypres."

"What did he do?"

"Well, he seemed sorry for me."

“That, of course, is part of the game. He'll be sorry for himself before
he is through with it. He didn't say, 'You are a single woman and never
had a husband?"

"No."

"Well, that's one up against his spirits, is it not? That should impress
the Court. What more?"

"He felt round for names. They were all wrong."

"Good!"

"He believed me when | said that Miss Bellinger here was my
daughter."

"Good again! Did you try the Pedro stunt?"

"Yes, he considered the name, but | got nothing."
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"Ah, that's a pity. But, anyhow, he did not know that Pedro was your
Alsatian dog. He considered the name. That's good enough. Make the
jury laugh and you have your verdict. Now about fortune-telling? Did
you do what | suggested?"

"Yes, | asked about Amy's young man. He did not give much that was
definite."

"Cunning devil'! He knows his business."

"But he did say that she would be unhappy if she married him."

"Oh, he did, did he?Well, if we spread that a little we have got all we
want. Now sit down and dictate your report while you have it fresh.
Then we can go over it together and seehow we can put it best. Amy
must write one, also."

"Very good, Mr. Murphy."

"Then we shall apply for the warrant. You see,it all depends upon
which magistrate it comes before. There was Mr. Dalleret who let a me-
dium off last month. He is no we to us. And Mr. Lancing has been mixed
up with thesepeople. Mr. Melrose is a stiff materialist. We could depend
on him, and have timed the arrest accordingly. It would never do to falil
to get our conviction."

"Couldn't you get some of the public to corroborate?" The inspector
laughed.

"We are supposed to be protecting the public, but between you and me
none of the public have ever yet askedto be protected. There are no com-
plaints. Therefore it is left to us to uphold the law asbestwe can. As long
asit is there we have got to enforce it. Well, good-bye, girls! Let me have
the report by four o'clock."

"Nothing for it, | suppose?" said the elder woman, with a smile.

"You wait, my dear. If we get twenty-five pounds fine it has got to go
somewhere N Police Fund, of course, but there may be something over.
Anyhow, you go and cough it up and then we shall see."

Next morning ascaredmaid broke into Linden's modest study. "Please
sir, it's an officer."

The man in blue followed hard at her heels.

"Name of Linden?" said he, and handing a folded sheetof foolscap he
departed.

The stricken couple who spent their lives in bringing comfort to others
were sadly in need of comfort themselves. She put her arm round his
neck while they read the cheerless document:

To THOMAS LINDEN of 40, Tullis Street, N.W.
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Information has been laid this day by Patrick Murphy, Inspector Of
Police, that you the said Thomas Linden on the 10th day of November at
the above dwelling did profess to Henrietta Dresser and to Amy
Bellinger to tell fortunes to deceive and impose on certain of His
Majesty's subjects, to wit those above mentioned. You are therefore
summoned to appear before the Magistrate of the Police Court in Bards-
ley Square on Wednesday next, the 17th, at the hour of 11 in the
forenoon to answer to the said information.

Dated the 10th day of November.

(signed) B.J.WITHERS.

The same afternoon Mailey called upon Malone and they sat in con-
sultation over this document. Then they went together to see Summer-
way Jones,an acute solicitor and an earneststudent of psychic affairs. In-
cidentally, he was a hard rider to hounds, a good boxer, and a man who
carried a fresh-air flavour into the mustiest law chambers. He arched his
eyebrows over the summons.

“The poor devil hasnot an earthly!" said he. "He's lucky to have a sum-
mons. Usually they act on a warrant. Then the man is carted right off,
kept in the cells all night, and tried next morning with no one to defend
him. The police are cute enough, of course, to choose either a Roman
Catholic or a materialist as the magistrate. Then, by the beautiful judg-
ment of Chief Justice Lawrence N the first judgment, | believe, that he
delivered in that high capacity N the profession of mediumship or
wonder-working is in itself alegal crime, whether it be genuine or no, so
that no defencefounded upon good results hasalook in. It's a mixture of
religious persecution and police blackmail. As to the public, they don't
care a damn! Why should they? If they don't want their fortune told,
they don't go. The whole thing is the most absolute bilge and a disgrace
to our legislature.”

“I'll write it up," said Malone, glowing with Celtic fire.

"What do you call the Act?"

"Well, there are two Acts, each more putrid than the other, and both
passed long before Spiritualism was ever heard of. There is the Witch-
craft Act dating from George the Second.That has becometoo absurd, so
they only use it as a second string. Then there is the Vagrancy Act of
1824.1t was passedto control the wandering gipsy folk on the roadside,
and was never intended, of course, to be used like this." He hunted
among his papers. "Here is the beastly thing. 'Every person professing to
tell fortunes or using any subtle craft, meansor device to deceive and im-
pose on any of His Majesty's subjects shall be deemed a rogue and a
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vagabond'’, and so on and so forth. The two Acts together would have
roped in the whole Early Christian movement just as surely as the Ro-
man persecution did."

"Lucky there are no lions now," said Malone.

"Jackasses!'said Mailey. "That's the modern substitute. But what are
we to do?"

“I'm damned if | know!" said the solicitor, scratching his head. "It's per-
fectly hopeless!"

"Oh, dash it all'" cried Malone, "we can't give it up so easily. We know
the man is an honest man."

Mailey turned and grasped Malone's hand.

"I don't know if you call yourself a Spiritualist yet," he said, "but you
are the kind of chap we want. There are too many white-livered folk in
our movement who fawn on a medium when all is well, and desert him
at the first breath of an accusation But, thank God! there are a few stal-
warts. There is Brookes and Rodwin and Sir JamesSmith. We can put up
a hundred or two among us."

"Right-o!" said the solicitor, cheerily. "If you feel like that we will give
you a run for your money."

"How about a K.C.?"

"Well, they don't plead in police courts. If you'll leaveit in my hands |
fancy | can do aswell asanyone, for I've had a lot of these cases.It will
keep the costs down, too."

"Well, we are with you. And we will have a few good men at our
back."

"If we do nothing else we shall ventilate it," said Malone.

"l believe in the good old British public. Slow and stupid, but sound at
the core. They will not stand for injustice if you can get the truth into
their heads."

“They damned well need trepanning before you can get it there," said
the solicitor. "Well, you do your bit and I'll do mine and we will seewhat
comes of it."

The fateful morning arrived and Linden found himself in the dock fa-
cing a spruce, middle-aged man with rat-trap jaws, Mr. Melrose, the re-
doubtable police magistrate. Mr. Melrose had a reputation for severity
with fortune-tellers and all who foretold the future, though he spent the
intervals in his court by reading up the sporting prophets, for he was an
ardent follower of the Turf, and his trim, fawn-coloured coat and rakish
hat were familiar objects at every race meeting which was within his
reach. He was in no particularly good humour this morning as he
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glanced at the charge-sheetand then surveyed the prisoner. Mrs. Linden
had secured a position below the dock, and occasionally extended her
hand to pat that of the prisoner which rested on the edge. The court was
crowded and many of the prisoner's clients had attended to show their
sympathy.

"Is this case defended?" asked Mr. Melrose.

"Yes, your worship," said Summerway Jones."May |, before it opens,
make an objection?"

“If you think it worth while, Mr. Jones."

"l beg to respectfully request your ruling before the caseis proceeded
with. My client is not a vagrant, but a respectable member of the com-
munity, living in his own house, paying rates and taxes,and on the same
footing as every other citizen. He is now prosecuted under the fourth
section of the Vagrancy Act of 1824,which is styled, 'An Act for punish-
ing idle and disorderly persons, and rogues and vagabonds'. The Act
was intended, asthe words imply, to restrain lawless gipsies and others,
who at that time infested the country. | ask your worship to rule that my
client is clearly not a person within the purview of this Act or liable to its
penalties."

The magistrate shook his head.

"| fear, Mr. Jones,that there have beentoo many precedentsfor the Act
to be now interpreted in this limited fashion. | will ask the solicitor pro-
secuting on behalf of the Commissioner of Police to put forward his
evidence." A little bull of a man with side-whiskers and a raucous voice
sprang to his feet.

"l call Henrietta Dresser."

The elder policewoman popped up in the box with the alacrity of one
who is used to it. She held an open notebook in her hand.

"You are a policewoman, are you not?"

"Yes, sir."

"I understand that you watched the prisoner's home the day before
you called on him?"

"Yes, sir."

"How many people went in?"

"Fourteen, sir."

"Fourteen people. And | believe the prisoner's average fee is ten and
sixpence."

"Yes."

"Seven pounds in one day! Pretty good wages when many an honest
man is content with five shillings."
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"These were the tradespeople!” cried Linden.

"I must ask you not to interrupt. You are already very efficiently rep-
resented" said the magistrate severely.

"Now, Henrietta Dresser," continued the prosecutor, wagging his
pince-nez. "Let's hear what occurred when you and Amy Bellinger vis-
ited the prisoner."

The policewoman gave an account which was in the main true, read-
ing it from her book. Shewas not a married woman, but the medium had
accepted her statement that she was. He had fumbled with several
names and had seemed greatly confused. The name of a dog N Pedro
had been submitted to him, but he had not recognized it assuch. Finally,
he had answered questions asto the future of her alleged daughter, who
was, in fact, no relation to her, and had foretold that she would be un-
happy in her marriage.

"Any questions, Mr. Jones?" asked the magistrate.

"Did you come to this man as one who needed consolation? And did
he attempt to give it?"

"l suppose you might put it so."

"You professed deep grief, | understand.”

"l tried to give that impression.”

"You do not consider that to be hypocrisy?"

"l did what was my duty."

"You saw no signs of psychic power, or anything abnormal?" asked the
prosecutor.

“No, he seemed a very nice, ordinary sort of man."

Amy Bellinger was the next witness. She appeared with her notebook
in her hand.

"May | ask, your worship, whether it is in order that these witnesses
should read their evidence?" asked Mr. Jones.

"Why not?" queried the magistrate. "We desire the exact facts" do we
not?"

"We do. Possibly Mr. Jones does not," said the prosecuting solicitor.

"It is clearly a method of securing that the evidence of these two wit-
nessesshall be in accord," said Jones."l submit that these accounts are
carefully prepared and collated."”

"Naturally, the police prepare their case,"said the magistrate. "I do not
seethat you have any grievance, Mr. Jones.Now, witness, let us hear
your evidence."

It followed on the exact lines of the other.
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"You asked questions about your fiance? You had no fiance," said Mr.
Jones.

“That is so."

“In fact, you both told a long sequence of lies?"

"With a good object in view."

"You thought the end justified the means?"

“| carried out my instructions."

"Which were given you beforehand?"

"Yes, we were told what to ask."

"l think," said the magistrate, "that the policewomen have given their
evidence very fairly and well. Have you any witnesses for the defence,
Mr. Jones?"

“There are a number of people in court, your worship, who have re-
ceived great benefit from the mediumship of the prisoner. | have sub-
poenaed one woman who was, by her own account, saved from suicide
that very morning by what he told her. | have another man who was an
atheist, and had lost all belief in future life. He was completely converted
by his experience of psychic phenomena. | can produce men of the
highest eminence in science and literature who will testify to the real
nature of Mr. Linden's powers."

The magistrate shook his head.

"You must know, Mr. Jones,that such evidence would be quite beside
the question. It has been clearly laid down by the ruling of the Lord
Chief Justice and others that the law of this country does not recognize
supernatural powers of any sort whatever, and that a pretence of such
powers where payment is involved constitutes a crime in itself. There-
fore your suggestion that you should call withesses could not possibly
lead to anything save a wasting of the time of the court. At the same
time, | am, of course, ready to listen to any observations which you may
care to make after the solicitor for the prosecution has spoken."

"Might | venture to point out, your worship," said Jones,"that such a
ruling would mean the condemnation of any sacred or holy person of
whom we have any record, since even holy persons have to live, and
have therefore to receive money."

“If you refer to Apostolic times, Mr. Jones," said the magistrate
sharply, "I can only remind you that the Apostolic age is past and also
that Queen Anne is dead. Such an argument is hardly worthy of your in-
telligence. Now, sir, if you have anything to add E "

Thus encouraged the prosecutor made a short address, stabbing the air
at intervals with his pince-nez as if every stab punctured afresh all
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claims of the spirit. He pictured the destitution among the working-
classes, and yet charlatans, by advancing wicked and blasphemous
claims, were able to earn arich living. That they had real powers was, as
had been observed, beside the question, but even that excuse was
shattered by the fact that these policewomen, who had discharged an un-
pleasant duty in a most exemplary way, had received nothing but non-
sensein return for their money. Was it likely that other clients fared an
better? These parasites were increasing in number, trading upon the
finer feelings of bereaved parents, and it was high time that some exem-
plary punishment should warn them that they would be wise to turn
their hands to some more honest trade.

Mr. Summerway Jonesreplied as besthe might. He began by pointing
out that the Acts were being used for a purpose for which they were nev-
er intended. ("That point has already been considered!" snapped the ma-
gistrate.) The whole position was open to criticism. The convictions were
secured by evidence from agents-provocateurs, who, if any crime had
been committed, were obviously inciters to it and also participants. The
fines obtained were often deflected for purposes in which the police had
a direct interest.

"Surely, Mr. Jones,you do not mean to casta reflection upon the hon-
esty of the police!"

The police were human, and were naturally inclined to stretch a point
where there own interests were affected. All these caseswere artificial.
There was no record at any time of any real complaint from the public or
any demand for protection. There were frauds in every profession, and if
a man deliberately invested and lost a guinea in a false medium he had
no more right to protection than the man who invested his money in a
bad company on the stock market. Whilst the police were wasting time
upon such cases,and their agents were weeping crocodile tears in the
character of forlorn mourners, many of her branches of real crime re-
ceived far lessattention than they deserved. The law was quite arbitrary
in its action. Every big garden-party, even, as he had been informed,
every police fete was incomplete without its fortune-teller or palmist.

Some years ago the Daily Mail had raised an outcry against fortune-
tellers. That great man, the late Lord Northcliffe, had beenput in the box
by the defence,and it had been shown that one of his other papers was
running a palmistry column, and that the fees received were divided
equally between the palmist and the proprietors. He mentioned this in
no spirit which was derogatory to the memory of this great man, but
merely as an example of the absurdity of the law as it was now
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administered. Whatever might be the individual opinion of members of
that court, it was incontrovertible that a large number of intelligent and
useful citizens regarded this power of mediumship as a remarkable
manifestation of the power of spirit, making for the great improvement
of the race. Was it not a most fatal policy in these days of materialism to
crush down by law that which in its higher manifestation might work for
the regeneration of mankind? As to the undoubted fact that information
received by the policewomen was incorrect and that their lying state-
ments were not detected by the medium, it was a psychic law that har-
monious conditions were essentialfor true results, and that deceit on one
side produced confusion on the other. If the court would for a moment
adopt the Spiritualistic hypothesis, they would realize how absurd it
would be to expectthat angelic hosts would descendin order to answer
the questions of two mercenary and hypocritical inquirers.

Such, in a short synopsis, was the general line of Mr. Summerway
Jones's defence which reduced Mrs. Linden to tears and threw the
magistrate's clerk into a deep slumber. The magistrate himself rapidly
brought the matter to a conclusion.

"Your quarrel, Mr. Jones,seemsto be with the law, and that is outside
my competence. | administer it as| find it, though | may remark that |
am entirely in agreementwith it. Suchmen asthe defendant are the nox-
lous fungi which collect on a corrupt society, and the attempt to compare
their vulgarities with the holy men of old, or to claim similar gifts, must
be reprobated by all right-thinking men.

"As to you, Linden," he added, fixing his stern eyesupon the prisoner,
"l fear that you are a hardened offender since a previous conviction has
not altered your ways. | sentenceyou, therefore, to two months' hard la-
bour without the option of a fine."

There was a scream from Mrs. Linden.

"Good-bye, dear, don't fret," said the medium, glancing over the side
of the dock. An instant later he had been hurried down to the cell.

Summerway Jones,Mailey and Malone met in the hall, and Mailey vo-
lunteered to escort the poor stricken woman home.

"What had he ever done but bring comfort to all?" she moaned. "Is
there a better man living in the whole great City of London?"

"I don't think there is a more useful one," said Mailey. "I'll venture to
say that the whole of Crockford's Directory with the Archbishops at their
head could not prove the things of religion as| have seenTom Linden
prove them, or convert an atheist as | have seen Linden convert him."

"It's a shame! A damned shame!" said Malone, hotly.
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“The touch about vulgarity was funny," said Jones."l wonder if he
thinks the Apostles were very cultivated people. Well, | did my best. |
had no hopes, and it has worked out as| thought. It is a pure waste of
time."

“Not at all," Malone answered. "It hasventilated an evil. There were re-
porters in court. Surely some of them have some sense.They will note
the injustice."

“Not they," said Mailey. "The Pressis hopeless. My God, what a re-
sponsibility these people take on themselves, and how little they guess
the price that eachwill pay! | know. | have spoken with them while they
were paying it."

"Well, | for one will speakout,” said Malone, "and | believe others will
also. The Pressis more independent and intelligent than you seem to
think."

But Mailey was right, after all. When he had left Mrs. Linden in her
lonely home and had reached Fleet Street once more, Malone bought a
Planet. As he opened it a scare head-line met his eye:

IMPOSTOR IN THE POLICE COURT.

NNNNNN

Dog Mistaken for Man.

WHO WAS PEDRO?

Exemplary Sentence.

He crumpled the paper up in his hand.

"No wonder these Spiritualists feel bitterly,” he thought "They have
good cause."

Yes,poor Tom Linden had a bad Press.He went down into his miser-
able cell amid universal objurgation. The Planet, an evening paper which
depended for its circulation upon the sporting forecasts of Captain
Touch-and-go, remarked upon the absurdity of forecasting the future.
Honest John, a weekly journal which had been mixed up with some of
the greatestfrauds of the century, was of the opinion that the dishonesty
of Linden was a public scandal. A rich country rector wrote to The Times
to express his indignation that anyone should profess to sell the gifts of
the spirit. The Churchman remarked that such incidents arose from the
growing infidelity, while the Freethinker saw in them a reversion to su-
perstition. Finally Mr. Maskelyne showed the public, to the great advant-
age of his box office, exactly how the swindle was perpetrated. Sofor a
few days Tom Linden was what the French call a "succZsd'execration."
Then the world moved on and he was left to his fate.
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Chapter

In Which Three Investigators Come Across a Dark
Soul

Lord Roxton had returned from a Central American heavy game shoot-
ing, and had at once carried out a seriesof Alpine ascentswhich had sat-
isfied and surprised everyone except himself.

“Top of the Alps is becomin' a perfect bear-garden," said he. "Short of
Everest there don't seem to be any decent privacy left."

His advent into London was acclaimed by a dinner given in his hon-
our at the 'Travellers' by the Heavy Game Society. The occasion was
private and there were no reporters, but Lord Roxton's speechwas fixed
verbatim in the minds of all his audience and has beenimperishably pre-
served. He writhed for twenty minutes under the flowery and eulogistic
periods of the president, and rose himself in the state of confused indig-
nation which the Briton feels when he is publicly approved. "Oh, | say!
By Jove!What!" was his oration, after which he resumed his seatand per-
spired profusely.

Malone was first aware of Lord Roxton's return through McArdle, the
crabbed old red-headed news editor, whose bald dome projected further
and further from its ruddy fringe asthe years still found him slaving at
the most grinding of tasks. He retained his keen scentof what was good
copy, and it was this senseof his which causedhim one winter morning
to summon Malone to his presence. He removed the long glass tube
which he used asa cigarette-holder from his lips, and he blinked through
his big round glasses at his subordinate.

"You know that Lord Roxton is back in London?"

"l had not heard."

"Aye, he's back. Dootless you've heard that he was wounded in the
war. He led a small column in East Africa and made a wee war of his
own till he got an elephant bullet through his chest. Oh, he's done fine
since then, or he couldn't be climbin' these mountains. He's a deevil of a
man and aye stirring up something new."
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"What is the latest?" asked Malone, eyeing a slip of paper which
McArdle was waving between his finger and thumb.

"Well, that's where he impinges on you. | was thinking maybe you
could hunt in couples and, there would be copy in it. There's a leaderette
in the Evening Standard." He handed it over. It ran thus:

"A quaint advertisement in the columns of a contemporary shows that
the famous Lord John Roxton, third son of the Duke of Pomfret, is seek-
ing fresh worlds to conquer. Having exhausted the sporting adventures
of this terrestrial globe, he is now turning to those of the dim, dark and
dubious regions of psychic research.He is in the market apparently for
any genuine specimen of a haunted house, and is open to receive inform-
ation asto any violent or dangerous manifestation which called for in-
vestigation. As Lord John Roxton is a man of resolute character and one
of the bestrevolver shotsin England, we would warn any practical joker
that he would be well-advised to stand aside and leave this matter to
those who are said to be asimpervious to bullets astheir supporters are
to common sense."”

McArdle gave his dry chuckle at the concluding words.

“I'm thinking they are getting pairsonal there, friend Malone, for if you
are no a supporter, you're well on the way. But are you no of the
opeenion that this chiel and you between you might put up a spook and
get two racy columns off him?"

"Well, | can seeLord Roxton," said Malone. "He's still, | suppose, in his
old rooms in the Albany. | would wish to call in any case,so | can open
this up as well."

Thus it was that in the late afternoon just asthe murk of London broke
into dim circles of silver, the pressmanfound himself once more walking
down Vigo Street and accosting the porter at the dark entrance of the
old-fashioned chambers. Yes,Lord John Roxton was in, but a gentleman
was with him. He would take a card. Presently he returned with word
that in spite of the previous visitor, Lord Roxton would see Malone at
once. An instant later, he had beenushered into the old luxurious rooms
with their trophies of war and of the chase.The owner of them with out-
stretched hand was standing at the door, long, thin, austere, with the
same gaunt, whimsical, Don Quixote faceasof old. There was no change
save that he was more aquiline, and his eyebrows jutted more thickly
over his reckless, restless eyes.

"Hullo, young fellah!" he cried. "I was hopin' you'd draw this old cov-
ert once more. | was comin' down to the office to look you up. Come in!
Come in! Let me introduce you to the Reverend Charles Mason."
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A very tall, thin clergyman, who was coiled up in alarge basket chair,
gradually unwound himself and held out a bony hand to the newcomer.
Malone was aware of two very earnest and human grey eyes looking
searchingly into his, and of a broad, welcoming smile which disclosed a
double row of excellent teeth. It was a worn and weary face, the tired
face of the spiritual fighter, but it was very kindly and companionable,
none the less. Malone had heard of the man, a Church of England vicar,
who had left his model parish and the church which he had built himself
in order to preach freely the doctrines of Christianity, with the new
psychic knowledge super-added.

"Why, | never seem to get away from the Spiritualists!" he exclaimed.

"You never will, Mr. Malone," said the lean clergyman, chuckling. "The
world never will until it has absorbed this new knowledge which God
has sent. You can't get away from it. It is too big. At the present moment,
in this great city there is not a place where men or women meet that it
does not come up. And yet you would not know it from the Press."

"Well, you can't level that reproach at the Daily Gazette,"said Malone.
"Possibly you may have read my own descriptive articles."

"Yes, | read them. They are at least better than the awful sensational
nonsensewhich the London Pressusually servesup, save when they ig-
nore it altogether. To read a paper like The Times you would never
know that this vital movement existed at all. The only editorial allusion
to it that | can ever remember was in aleading article when the great pa-
per announced that it would believe in it when it found it could, by
means of it, pick out more winners on a race-card than by other means."

"Doosed useful, too," said Lord Roxton. "It's just what | should have
said myself. What!"

The clergyman's face was grave and he shook his head.

“That brings me back to the object of my visit," he said. He turned to
Malone. "l took the liberty of calling upon Lord Roxton in connection
with his advertisement to say that if he went on such a quest with a good
intention, no better work could be found in the world, but if he did it out
of a love of sport, following some poor earth-bound soul in the same
spirit as he followed the white rhinoceros of the Lido, he might be play-
ing with fire."

"Well, padre, I've been playin' with fire all my life and that's nothin’
new. What | mean N if you want me to look at this ghost businessfrom
the religious angle, there's nothin' doin’, for the Church of England that |
was brought up in fills my very modest need. But if it's got a spice of
danger, as you say, then it's worth while. What!"
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The Rev. Charles Mason smiled his kindly, toothsome grin.

“Incorrigible, is he not?" he said to Malone. "Well, | can only wish you
a fuller comprehension of the subject.” He rose as if to depart.

"Wait a bit, padre!" cried Lord Roxton, hurriedly. "When I'm explorin’,
| begin by ropin' in afriendly native. | expectyou're just the man. Won't
you come with me?"

"Where to?"

"Well, sit down and I'll tell you." He rummaged among a pile of letters
on his desk. "Fine selection of spooks!" he said. "l got on the track of over
twenty by the first post. This is an easywinner, though. Readit for your-
self. Lonely house, man driven mad, tenants boltin' in the night, horrible
spectre. Sounds all right N what!"

The clergyman read the letter with puckered brows.

"It seems a bad case," said he.

"Well, suppose you come along. What! Maybe you can help clear it
up."

The Rev. Mason pulled out a pocket-almanac. "l have a service for ex-
Service men on Wednesday, and a lecture the same evening."

"But we could start to-day."

“It's a long way."

"Only Dorsetshire. Three hours."

"What is your plan?"

"Well, | suppose a night in the house should do it."

“If there is any poor soul in trouble it becomesa duty. Very well, | will
come.”

"And surely there is room for me," pleaded Malone.

"Of coursethere is, young fellah! What | mean N | expectthat old, red-
headed bird at the office sent you round with no other purpose. Ah, |
thought so. Well, you can write an adventure that is not perfect bilge for
a change N what! There's a train from Victoria at eight o'clock. We can
meet there, and I'll have a look in at old man Challenger as | pass."

They dined together in the train and after dinner reassembledin their
first-class carriage, which is the snuggest mode of travel which the world
can show. Roxton, behind a big black cigar, was full of his visit to
Challenger.

“The old dear is the same as ever. Bit my head off once or twice in his
own familiar way. Talked unadulterated tripe. Saysl've got brain-soften-
in', if 1 could think there was such a thing as a real spook. 'When you're
dead you're dead™. That's the old man's cheery slogan. Surveyin' his con-
temporaries' he said, extinction was a doosed good thing! 'lt's the only
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hope of the world', said he. 'Fancy the awful prospect if they survived'.
Wanted to give me a bottle of chlorine to chuck at the ghost. | told him
that if my automatic was not a spook-stopper, nothin' elsewould serve.
Tell me, padre, is this the first time you've beenon safari after this kind
of game?"

"You treat the matter too lightly, Lord John," said the clergyman
gravely. "You have clearly had no experience of it. In answer to your
guestion | may say that | have several times tried to help in similar
cases."

"And you take it seriously?" asked Malone, making notes for his
article.

"Very, very seriously."

"What do you think these influences are?"

"I am no authority upon the general question. You know Algernon
Mailey, the barrister, do you not? He could give you facts and figures. |
approach the subject rather perhaps from the point of view of instinct
and emotion. | remember Mailey lecturing on Professor Bozzano's book
on ghosts where over five hundred well-authenticated instances were
given, every one of them sufficient to establish an a priori case.There is
Flammarion, too. You can't laugh away evidence of that kind."

"I've read Bozzano and Flammarion, too," said Malone, "but it is your
own experience and conclusions that | want."”

"Well, if you quote me, remember that | do not look on myself as a
great authority on psychic research. Wiser brains than mine may come
along and give some other explanation. Still, what | have seenhasled me
to certain conclusions. One of them is to think that there is some truth in
the theosophical idea of shells."

"What is that?"

“They imagined that all spirit bodies near the earth were empty shells
or husks from which the real entity had departed. Now, of course, we
know that a general statement of that sort is nonsense,for we could not
get the glorious communications which we do get from anything but
high intelligences. But we also must beware of generalizations. They are
not all high intelligences. Some are so low that | think the creature is
purely external and is an appearance rather than a reality."

"But why should it be there?"

"Yes, that is the question. It is usually allowed that there is the natural
body, as St. Paul called it, which is dissolved at death, and the etheric or
spiritual body which survives and functions upon an etheric plane.
Those are the essential things. But we may really have as many coats as
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an onion and there may be a mental body which may shed itself at any
spot where great mental or emotional strain has been experienced. It
may be a dull automatic simulacrum and yet carry something of our ap-
pearance and thoughts."

"Well" said Malone, "that would to some extent get over the difficulty,
for | could never imagine that a murderer or his victim could spend
whole centuries re-acting the old crime. What would be the sense of it?"

"Quite right, young fellah," said Lord Roxton. "There was a pal of
mine, Archie Soames,the gentleman Jock, who had an old place in
Berkshire. Well, Nell Gwynne had lived there once, and he was ready to
swear he met her a dozen times in the passage.Archie never flinched at
the big jump at the Grand National, but, by Jove! he flinched at those
passagesafter dark. Doosed fine woman shewas and all that, but dash it
alll What | mean N one has to draw the line N what!"

"Quite so!" the clergyman answered. "You can't imagine that the real
soul of avivid personality like Nell could spend centuries walking those
passagesBut if by chanceshe had ate her heart out in that house, brood-
ing and fretting, one could think that she might have casta shell and left
some thought-image of herself behind her."

"You said you had experiences of your own."

"I had one before ever | knew anything of Spiritualism. | hardly expect
that you will believe me, but | assureyou it is true. | was a very young
curate up in the north. There was a house in the village which had a pol-
tergeist, one of those very mischievous influences which cause so much
trouble. | volunteered to exorcize it. We have an official form of exorcism
in the Church, you know, so | thought that | was well-armed. | stood in
the drawing-room which was the centre of the disturbances, with all the
family on their knees beside me, and | read the service. What do you
think happened?"

Mason's gaunt face broke into a sweetly humorous laugh. "Just as |
reached Amen, when the creature should have been slinking away
abashed,the big bearskin hearthrug stood up on end and simply envel-
oped me. | am ashamedto say that | was out of that house in two jumps.
It was then that | learned that no formal religious proceeding has any ef-
fect at all."

“Then what has?"

"Well, kindness and reason may do something. You see, they vary
greatly. Some of these earthbound or earth-interested creatures are neut-
ral, like these simulacra or shells that | speak of. Others are essentially
good like these monks of Glastonbury, who have manifested so
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wonderfully of late years and are recorded by Bligh Bond. They are held
to earth by a pious memory. Someare mischievous children like the pol-
tergeists. And some N only a few, | hope N are deadly beyond words,
strong, malevolent creatures too heavy with matter to rise above our
earth plane N so heavy with matter that their vibrations may be low
enough to affect the human retina and to become visible. If they have
been cruel, cunning brutes in life, they are cruel and cunning still with
more power to hurt. It is evil monsters of this kind who are let loose by
our system of capital punishment, for they die with unused vitality
which may be expended upon revenge."

“This Dryfont spook has a doosed bad record," said Lord Roxton.

"Exactly. That is why | disapprove of levity. He seemsto me to be the
very type of the creature | speak of. Justas an octopus may have his den
In some ocean cave, and come floating out a silent image of horror to at-
tack a swimmer, so | picture such a spirit lurking in the dark of the house
which he curses by his presence,and ready to float out upon all whom
he can injure."

Malone's jaw began to drop.

"l say!" he exclaimed, "have we no protection?"

"Yes, | think we have. If we had not, such a creature could devastate
the earth. Our protection is that there are white forces as well as dark
ones.We may call them 'guardian angels' asthe Catholics do, or 'guides'’
or 'controls', but whatever you call them, they really do exist and they
guard us from evil on the spiritual plane."

"What about the chap who was driven mad, padre? Where was your
guide when the spook put the rug round you? What!"

“The power of our guides may depend upon our own worthiness. Evil
may always win for atime. Good wins in the end. That's my experience
in life."

Lord Roxton shook his head.

"If good wins, then it runs a doosed long waitin' race, and most of us
never live to seethe finish. Look at those rubber devils that | had a scrap
with up the Putomayo River. Where are they? What! Mostly in Paris hav-
in' a good time. And the poor niggers they murdered. What about
them?"

"Yes, we need faith sometimes. We have to remember that we don't
seethe end. 'To be continued in our next' is the conclusion of every life-
story. That's where the enormous value of the other world accounts
come in. They give us at least one chapter more."

"Where can | get that chapter?" asked Malone.
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“There are many wonderful books, though the world has not yet
learned to appreciate them N records of the life beyond. | remember one
incident N you may take it as a parable, if you like N but it is really
more than that. The dead rich man pauses before the lovely dwelling.
His sad guide draws him away. 'lIt is not for you. It is for your gardener'.
He shows him a wretched shack. 'You gave us nothing to build with. It
was the bestthat we could do'. That may be the next chapter in the story
of our rubber millionaires."

Roxton laughed grimly.

"I gave some of them a shack that was six foot long and two foot
deep," said he. "No good shakin' your head, padre. What | mean N |
don't love my neighbour as myself, and never shall. | hate some of 'em
like poison.”

"Well, we should hate sin, and, for my own part, | have never been
strong enough to separatesin from the sinner. How can | preach when |
am as human and weak as anyone?"

"Why, that's the only preachin' | could listen to," said Lord Roxton.
“The chap in the pulpit is over my head. If he comesdown to my level |
have some use for him. Well, it strikes me we won't get much sleep to-
night. We've just an hour before we reach Dryfont. Maybe we had better
use it."

It was past eleven o'clock of a cold, frosty night when the party
reached their destination. The station of the little watering-place was al-
most deserted, but a small, fat man in a fur overcoat ran forward to meet
them, and greeted them warmly.

“I am Mr. Belchamber, owner of the house. How do you do, gentle-
men? | got your wire, Lord Roxton, and everything is in order. It is in-
deed kind of you to come down. If you can do anything to easemy bur-
den | shall indeed be grateful."

Mr. Belchamber led them acrossto the little Station Hotel where they
partook of sandwiches and coffee, which he had thoughtfully ordered.
As they ate he told them something of his troubles. "It isn't asif | was a
rich man, gentlemen. | am a retired grazier and all my savings are in
three houses. That is one of them, the Villa Maggiore. Yes,| got it cheap,
that's true. But how could | think there was anything in this story of the
mad doctor?"

“Let's have the yarn," said Lord Roxton, munching at a sandwich.

"He was there away back in Queen Victoria's time. I've seenhim my-
self. A long, stringy, dark-faced kind of man, with a round back and a
gueer, shuffling way of walking. They say he had beenin India all his
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life, and some thought he was hiding from some crime, for he would
never show his facein the village and seldom cameout till after dark. He
broke a dog's leg with a stone, and there was sometalk of having him up
for it, but the people were afraid of him, and no one would prosecute.
The little boys would run past, for he would sit glowering and glooming
in the front window. Then one day he didn't take the milk in, and the
samethe next day, and so they broke the door open, and he was dead in
his bath N but it was a bath of blood, for he opened the veins of his arm.
Tremayne was his name. No one here forgets it."

"And you bought the house?"

"Well, it was re-papered and painted and fumigated, and done up out-
side. You'd have said it was a new house. Then, | let it to Mr. Jenkins of
the Brewery. Three days he was in it. | lowered the rent, and Mr. Beale,
the retired grocer, took it. It was he who went mad N cleanmad N after
aweek of it. And I've had it on my hands ever since N sixty pounds out
of my income, and taxesto pay on it, into the bargain. If you gentlemen
can do anything, for God's sakedo it! If not, it would pay me to burn it
down."

The Villa Maggiore stood about half a mile from the town on the slope
of alow hill. Mr. Belchamber conducted them so far, and even up to the
hall door. It was certainly a depressing place, with a huge, gambrel roof
which came down over the upper windows and nearly obscured them.
There was a half-moon, and by its light they could seethat the garden
was atangle of scraggy, winter vegetation, which had, in some places,al-
most overgrown the path. It was all very still, very gloomy and very
ominous.

“The door is not locked," said the owner. "You will find some chairs
and atable in the sitting-room on the left of the hall. | had afire lit there,
and there is a bucketful of coals. You will be pretty comfortable, | hope.
You won't blame me for not coming in, but my nerves are not so good as
they were." With a few apologetic words, the owner slipped away, and
they were alone with their task.

Lord Roxton had brought a strong electric torch. On opening the mil-
dewed door, he flashed a tunnel of light down the passage,uncarpeted
and dreary, which ended in a broad, straight, wooden staircase leading
to the upper floor. There were doors on either side of the passage.That
on the right led into alarge, cheerless,empty room, with a derelict lawn-
mower in one corner and a pile of old books and journals. There was a
corresponding room upon the left which was a much more cheery apart-
ment. A brisk fire burned in the grate, there were three comfortable
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chairs, and a deal table with a water carafe, a bucket of coals, and a few
other amenities. It was lit by alarge oil-lamp. The clergyman and Malone
drew up to the fire, for it was very cold, but Lord Roxton completed his
preparations. From a little hand-bag he extracted his automatic pistol,
which he put upon the mantelpiece. Then he produced a packet of
candles, placing two of them in the hall. Finally he took a ball of worsted
and tied strings of it across the back passageand across the opposite
door.

"We will have one look round,"” said he, when his preparations were
complete. "Then we can wait down here and take what comes."

The upper passageled at right anglesto left and right from the top of
the straight staircase.On the right were two large, bare, dusty rooms,
with the wallpaper hanging in strips and the floor littered with scattered
plaster. On the left was a single large room in the same derelict condi-
tion. Out of it was the bathroom of tragic memory, with the high, zinc
bath still in position. Great blotches of red lay within it, and though they
were only rust stains, they seemedto be terrible reminders from the past.
Malone was surprised to seethe clergyman stagger and support himself
against the door. His face was ghastly white and there was moisture on
his brow. His two comrades supported him down the stairs, and he sat
for a little, as one exhausted, before he spoke.

"Did you two really feel nothing?" he asked. "The fact is that | am me-
diumistic myself and very open to psychic impressions. This particular
one was horrible beyond description."

"What did you get, padre?"

"It is difficult to describe these things. It was a sinking of my heart, a
feeling of utter desolation. All my senseswere affected. My eyes went
dim. | smelt a terrible odour of putrescence. The strength seemedto be
sapped out of me. Believe me, Lord Roxton, it is no light thing which we
are facing to-night."

The sportsman was unusually grave. "Sol begin to think," said he."Do
you think you are fit for the job?"

"l am sorry to have been so weak," Mr. Mason answered. "l shall cer-
tainly seethe thing through. The worse the case,the more need for my
help. I am all right now," he added, with his cheery laugh, drawing an
old charred briar from his pocket. "This is the best doctor for shaken
nerves. I'll sit here and smoke till I'm wanted."

"What shape do you expect it to take?" asked Malone of Lord Roxton.

"Well, it is something you can see. That's certain."
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“That's what | cannot understand, in spite of all my reading," said
Malone. "These authorities are all agreed that there is a material basis,
and that this material basisis drawn from the human body. Call it ecto-
plasm, or what you like, it is human in origin, is it not?"

"Certainly," Mason answered.

"Well, then, are we to suppose that this Dr. Tremayne builds up his
own appearance by drawing stuff from me and you?"

"l think, so far as| understand it, that in most casesa spirit does so. |
believe that when the spectator feels that he goescold, that his hair rises
and the rest of it, he is really conscious of this draft upon his own vitality
which may be enough to make him faint or even to kill him. Perhaps he
was drawing on me then."

"Suppose we are not mediumistic? Suppose we give out nothing?"

“There is a very full casethat | read lately,” Mr. Mason answered. "It
was closely observed N reported by Professor Neillson of Iceland. In
that casethe evil spirit used to go down to an unfortunate photographer
in the town, draw his supplies from him, and then come back and use
them. He would openly say, 'Give me time to get down to So-and-so.
Then | will show you what | can do'. He was a most formidable creature
and they had great difficulty in mastering him."

"Strikes me, young fellah, we have taken on a larger contract than we
knew," said Lord Roxton. "Well, we've done what we could. The passage
is well lit. No one can come at us exceptdown the stair without breaking
the worsted. There is nothing more we can do except just to wait."

Sothey waited. It was a weary time. A carriage clock had been placed
on the discoloured wooden mantelpiece, and slowly its hands crept on
from one to two and from two to three. Outside an owl was hooting
most dismally in the darkness. The villa was on a by-road, and there was
no human sound to link them up with life. The padre lay dozing in his
chair. Malone smoked incessantly. Lord Roxton turned over the pages of
a magazine. There were the occasional strange tappings and creakings
which come in the silence of the night. Nothing else untilE

Someone came down the stair.

There could not be a doubt of it. It was a furtive, and yet a clear foot-
step. Creak! Creak! Creak! Then it had reached the level. Then it had
reached their door. They were all sitting erect in their chairs, Roxton
grasping his automatic. Had it come in? The door was ajar, but had not
further opened. Yet all were aware of a sensethat they were not alone,
that they were being observed. It seemed suddenly colder, and Malone
was shivering. An instant later the steps were retreating. They were low
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and swift N much swifter than before. One could imagine that a messen-
ger was speeding back with intelligence to some great master who
lurked in the shadows above.

The three sat in silence, looking at each other.

"By Jove!"said Lord Roxton at last. His face was pale but firm. Malone
scribbled some notes and the hour. The clergyman was praying.

"Well, we are up againstit,” said Roxton after a pause."We can't leave
it at that. We have to go through with it. | don't mind tellin® you, padre,
that I've followed a wounded tiger in thick jungle and never had quite
the feelin' I've got now. If I'm out for sensations,I've got them. But I'm
going upstairs."

"We will go, too," cried his comrades, rising from their chairs.

"Stay here, young fellah! And you, too, padre. Three of us make too
much noise. I'll call you if | want you. My idea is just to steal out and
wait quiet on the stair. If that thing, whatever it was, comesagain, it will
have to pass me."

All three went into the passage.The two candles were throwing out
little circles of light, and the stair was deeply illuminated, with heavy
shadows at the top. Roxton sat down half-way up the stair, pistol in
hand. He put his finger to his lips and impatiently waved his compan-
ilons back to the room. Then they sat by the fire, waiting, waiting.

Half an hour, three-quarters N and then, suddenly it came. There was
a sound as of rushing feet, the reverberation of a shot, a scuffle and a
heavy fall, with aloud cry for help. Shaking with horror, they rushed in-
to the hall. Lord Roxton was lying on his faceamid a litter of plaster and
rubbish. He seemed half dazed as they raised him, and was bleeding
where the skin had been grazed from his cheek and hands. Looking up
the stair, it seemed that the shadows were blacker and thicker at the top.

“I'm all right," said Roxton, asthey led him to his chair. "Justgive me a
minute to get my wind and I'll have another round with the devil N for
if this is not the devil, then none ever walked the earth."

"You shan't go alone this time," said Malone.

"You never should,” added the clergyman. "But tell us what
happened.”

"I hardly know myself. | sat,asyou saw, with my back to the top land-
ing. Suddenly | heard arush. | was aware of something dark right on the
top of me. | half-turned and fired. The next instant | was chucked down
asif | had beena baby. All that plaster came showering down after me.
That's as much as | can tell you."
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"Why should we go further in the matter?" said Malone. "You are con-
vinced that this is more than human, are you not?"

"There is no doubt of that.”

"Well, then, you have had your experience. What more can you want?"

"Well, I, at least, want something more," said Mr. Mason. "l think our
help is needed."

"Strikes me that we shall need the help," said Lord Roxton, rubbing his
knee. "We shall want a doctor before we get through. But I'm with you,
padre. | feel that we must seeit through. If you don't like it, young fellah
N " The mere suggestion was too much for Malone's Irish blood.

"l am going up alone!" he cried, making for the door.

“No, indeed. | am with you." The clergyman hurried after him.

"And you don't go without me!" cried Lord Roxton, limping in the
rear.

They stood together in the candle-lit, shadow-draped passage.Malone
had his hand on the balustrade and his foot on the lower step, when it
happened.

What was it? They could not tell themselves. They only knew that the
black shadows at the top of the staircase had thickened, had coalesced,
had taken a definite, batlike shape.Great God! They were moving! They
were rushing swiftly and noiselessly downwards! Black, black as night,
huge, ill-defined, semi-human and altogether evil and damnable. All
three men screamedand blundered for the door. Lord Roxton caught the
handle and threw it open. It was too late; the thing was upon them. They
were conscious of a warm, glutinous contact, of a purulent smell, of a
half-formed, dreadful face and of entwining limbs. An instant later all
three were lying half-dazed and horrified, hurled outwards on to the
gravel of the drive. The door had shut with a crash.

Malone whimpered and Roxton swore, but the clergyman was silent
as they gathered themselves together, each of them badly shaken and
bruised, but with an inward horror which made all bodily ill seeminsig-
nificant. There they stood in a little group in the light of the sinking
moon, their eyes turned upon the black square of the door.

“That's enough," said Roxton, at last.

"More than enough,” said Malone. "I wouldn't enter that house again
for anything Fleet Street could offer."

“Are you hurt?"

"Defiled, degraded N oh, it was loathsome!"

"Foul!" said Roxton! "Did you get the reek of it? And the purulent
warmth?"
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Malone gave a cry of disgust. "Featurelesssave for the dreadful eyes!
Semi-materialized! Horrible!"

"What about the lights?"

"Oh, damn the lights! Let them burn. | am not going in again!"

"Well, Belchamber can come in the morning. Maybe he is waiting for
us now at the inn."

"Yes, let us go to the inn. Let us get back to humanity." Malone and
Roxton turned away, but the clergyman stood fast. He had drawn a cru-
cifix from his pocket.

"You can go," said he. "l am going back."

"What! Into the house?"

"Yes, into the house."

"Padre, this is madness! It will break your neck. We were all like
stuffed dolls in its clutch."”

"Well, let it break my neck. | am going."

"You are not! Here, Malone, catch hold of him!"

But it was too late With a few quick steps, Mr. Mason had reached the
door, flung it open, passedin and closed it behind him. As his comrades
tried to follow, they heard a creaking clang upon the further side. The
padre had bolted them out. There was a great slit where the letter-box
had been. Through it Lord Roxton entreated him to return.

"Stay there!" said the quick, stern voice of the clergyman. "I have my
work to do. | will come when it is done." A moment later he began to
speak. His sweet, homely, affectionate accentsrang through the hall.
They could only hear snatchesoutside, bits of prayer, bits of exhortation,
bits of kindly greeting. Looking through the narrow opening, Malone
could seethe straight, dark figure in the candlelight, its back to the door,
its face to the shadows of the stair, the crucifix held aloft in its right
hand.

His voice sank into silence and then there came one more of the mir-
acles of this eventful night. A voice answered him. It was such a sound
as neither of the auditors had heard before N a guttural, rasping, croak-
ing utterance, indescribably menacing. What it said was short, but it was
instantly answered by the clergyman, his tone sharpened to a fine edge
by emotion. His utterance seemed to be exhortation and was at once
answered by the ominous voice from beyond. Again and again, and yet
again came the speech and the answer, sometimes shorter, sometimes
longer, varying in every key of pleading, arguing, praying, soothing, and
everything save upbraiding. Chilled to the marrow, Roxton and Malone
crouched by the door, catching snatchesof that inconceivable dialogue.
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Then, after what seemeda weary time, though it was lessthan an hour,
Mr. Mason, in aloud, full, exultant tone, repeated the " Our Father." Was
it fancy, or echo, or was there really some accompanying voice in the
darkness beyond him? A moment later the light went out in the left-hand
window, the bolt was drawn, and the clergyman emerged carrying Lord
Roxton's bag. His face looked ghastly in the moonlight, but his manner
was brisk and happy.

"l think you will find everything here," he said, handing over the bag.

Roxton and Malone took him by either arm and hurried him down to
the road.

"By Jove! You don't give us the slip again!" cried the nobleman.
Padre, you should have a row of Victoria Crosses."

“No, no, it was my duty. Poor fellow, he needed help so badly. | am
but a fellow-sinner and yet | was able to give it."

"You did him good?"

"I humbly hope so. | was but the instrument of the higher forces. The
house is haunted no longer. He promised. But | will not speak of it now.
It may be easier in days to come."

The landlord and the maids stared at the three adventurers in
amazement when, in the chill light of the winter dawn, they presented
themselves at the inn once more. Each of them seemedto have aged five
yearsin the night. Mr. Mason, with the reaction upon him, threw himself
down upon the horsehair sofa in the humble coffee-room and was in-
stantly asleep.

"Poor chap! He looks pretty bad!" said Malone. Indeed, his white, hag-
gard face and long, limp limbs might have been those of a corpse.

"We will get acup of hot teainto him," Lord Roxton answered, warm-
ing his hands at the fire, which the maid had just lit. * By Jove! We shall
be none the worse for some ourselves. Well, young fellah, we've got
what we came for. I've had my sensation, and you've had your copy.

"And he hashad the saving of a soul. Well, we must admit that our ob-
jects seem very humble compared to his."

¥¥Y

They caught the early train to London, and had a carriage to them-
selves.Mason had said little and seemedto be lost in thought. Suddenly
he turned to his companions. "l say, you two, would you mind joining
me in prayer?" Lord Roxton made a grimace. " | warn you, padre, | am
rather out of practice."

"Please kneel down with me. | want your aid."
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They knelt down, side by side, the padre in the middle. Malone made
a mental note of the prayer.

"Father, we are all Your children, poor, weak, helpless creatures,
swayed by Fate and circumstance. | implore You that You will turn eyes
of compassion upon the man, Rupert Tremayne, who wandered far from
You, and is now in the dark. He has sunk deep, very deep, for he had a
proud heart which would not soften, and a cruel mind, which was filled
with hate. But now he would turn to the light, and so | beg help for him
and for the woman, Emma, who, for the love of him, has gone down into
the darkness. May she raise him, as she had tried to do. May they both
break the bonds of evil memory which tie them to earth. May they, from
to-night, move up towards that glorious light which sooner or later
shines upon even the lowest."

They rose from their knees.

“That's better!" cried the padre, thumping his chest with his bony
hand, and breaking out into his expansive, toothsome grin. * What a
night! Good Lord, what a night!"
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Chapter 9

Which Introduces Some Very Physical Phenomena

Malone seemeddestined to be entangled in the affairs of the Linden fam-
ily, for he had hardly seenthe last of the unfortunate Tom before he be-
came involved in a very much more unpleasant fashion with his unsa-
voury brother.

The episode began by a telephone ring in the morning and the voice of
Algernon Mailey at the far end of the wire.

"Are you clear for this afternoon?"

"At your service."

"l say, Malone, you are a hefty man. You played Rugger for Ireland,
did you not? You don't mind a possible rough-and-tumble, do you?"

Malone grinned over the receiver.

"You can count me in."

"It may be really rather formidable. We shall have possibly to tackle a
prize-fighter."

"Right-o!" said Malone, cheerfully.

"And we want another man for the job. Do you know any fellow who
would come along just for the sake of the adventure. If he knows any-
thing about psychic matters, all the better."

Malone puzzled for a moment. Then he had an inspiration.

"There is Roxton," said he. " He's not a chicken, but he is a useful man
in arow. | think | could get him. He has beenkeen on your subjectsince
his Dorsetshire experience."

"Right! Bring him along! If he can't come, we shall have to tackle the
job ourselves. Forty-one, Belshaw Gardens, S.W. Near Earl's Court Sta-
tion. Three p.m. Right!"

Malone at once rang up Lord Roxton, and soon heard the familiar
voice.

"What's that, young fellah? E A scrap? Why, certainly. What E |
mean | had a golf match at Richmond Deer Park, but this sounds more
attractiveE . What? Very good. I'll meet you there."

98



And so it came about that at the hour of three, Mailey, Lord Roxton
and Malone found themselves seated round the fire in the comfortable
drawing-room of the barrister. His wife, a sweet and beautiful woman,
who was his helpmate in his spiritual aswell asin his material life, was
there to welcome them.

"Now, dear, you are not on in this act,” said Mailey. "You will retire
discreetly into the wings. Don't worry if you hear a row."

"But | do worry, dear. You'll get hurt."

Mailey laughed.

"l think your furniture may possibly get hurt. You have nothing elseto
fear, dear. And it's all for the good of the Cause. That always settles it,"
he explained, as his wife reluctantly left the room. " | really think she
would go to the stake for the Cause. Her great, loving, womanly heart
knows what it would mean for this grey earth if people could get away
from the shadow of death, and realize the great happiness that is to
come. By Jove! she is an inspiration to meE . Well," he went on with a
laugh, " | must not get on to that subject. We have something very differ-
ent to think of N something as hideous and vile as she is beautiful and
good. It concerns Tom Linden's brother."

"I've heard of the fellow," said Malone. " | used to box a bit and | am
still a member of the N.S.C. Silas Linden was very nearly champion in
the Welters."

“That's the man. He is out of a job and thought he would take up me-
diumship. Naturally | and other Spiritualists took him seriously, for we
all love his brother, and these powers often run in families, so that his
claim seemed reasonable. So we gave him a trial last night."

"Well, what happened?"

"l suspectedthe fellow from the first. You understand that it is hardly
possible for a medium to deceive an experienced Spiritualist. When there
Is deception it is at the expense of outsiders. | watched him carefully
from the first, and | seatedmyself near the cabinet. Presently he emerged
clad in white. | broke the contact by prearrangement with my wife who
sat next me, and | felt him ashe passedme. He was, of course,in white. |
had a pair of scissors in my pocket and snipped off a bit from the edge."

Mailey drew a triangular piece of linen from his pocket.

“There it is, you see.Very ordinary linen. | have no doubt the fellow
was wearing his night-gown."

"Why did you not have a show-up at once?" asked Lord Roxton.

“There were several ladies there, and | was the only really able-bodied
man in the room."
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"Well, what do you propose?"

"l have appointed that he come here at three-thirty. He is due now.
Unless he has noticed the small cut in his linen, | don't think he has any
suspicion why | want him."

"What will you do?"

"Well, that depends on him. We have to stop him at any cost. That is
the way our Causegets bemired. Somevillain who knows nothing about
it comesinto it for money and so the labours of the honest mediums get
discounted. The public very naturally brackets them all together. With
your help I cantalk to this fellow on equal terms which | certainly could
not do if | were alone. By Jove, here he is!"

There was a heavy step outside. The door was opened and Silas
Linden, fake medium and ex-prize-fighter, walked in. His small, piggy
grey eyesunder their shaggy brows looked round with suspicion at the
three men. Then he forced a smile and nodded to Mailey.

"Good day, Mr. Mailey. We had a good evening last night, had we
not?"

"Sit down, Linden," said Mailey, indicating a chair. "It's about last
night that | want to talk to you. You cheated us."

Silas Linden's heavy face flushed red with anger.

"What's that?" he cried, sharply.

"You cheated us. You dressed up and pretended to be a spirit.”

"You are a damned liar!" cried Linden. " | did nothing of the sort."

Mailey took the rag of linen from his pocket and spread it on his knee.

"What about that?" he asked.

"Well, what about it?"

"It was cut out of the white gown you wore. | cut it out myself asyou
stood in front of me. If you examine the gown you will find the place. It's
no use, Linden. The game is up. You can't deny it."

For a moment the man was completely taken aback. Then he burst into
a stream of horrible profanity.

"What's the game?" he cried, glaring round him. " Do you think | am
easy and that you can play me for a sucker?Is it a frame-up, or what?
You've chose the wrong man for a try-on of that sort."

“There is no use being noisy or violent, Linden," said Mailey quietly, " |
could bring you up in the police court to-morrow. | don't want any pub-
lic scandal, for your brother's sake. But you don't leave this room until
you have signed a paper that | have here on my desk."

"Oh, | don't, don't I? Who will stop me?"

"We will."
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The three men were between him and the door.

“You willl Well" try that!" He stood before them with rage in his eyes
and his great hands knotted. " Will you get out of the way?"

They did not answer, but they all three gave the fighting snarl which is
perhaps the oldest of all human expressions. The next instant Linden
was upon them, his fists flashing out with terrific force. Mailey, who had
boxed in his youth, stopped one blow, but the next beatin his guard and
he fell with a crash against the door. Lord Roxton was hurled to one side,
but Malone, with a footballer's instinct, ducked his head and caught the
prize-fighter round the knees. If a man is too good for you on his feet,
then put him on his back, for he cannot be scientific there. Over went
Linden, crashing through an armchair before he reached the ground. He
staggered to one knee and got in a short jolt to the chin, but Malone had
him down again and Roxton's bony hand had closed upon his throat.
Silas Linden had a yellow streak in him and he was cowed.

“Let up!" he cried. " That's enough!"

He lay now spreadeagled upon his back. Malone and Roxton were
bending over him. Mailey had gathered himself together, pale and
shaken after his fall.

“I'm all right!" he cried, in answer to a feminine voice at the other side
of the door. " No, not yet, dear, but we shall soon be ready for you. Now,
Linden, there's no need for you to get up, for you can talk very nicely
where you are. You've got to sign this paper before you leave the room."

"What is the paper?" croaked Linden, as Roxton's grip upon his throat
relaxed.

“I'll read it to you."

Mailey took it from the desk and read aloud.

"I, SilasLinden, hereby admit that | have acted asa rogue and a scoun-
drel by simulating to be a spirit, and | swear that | will never againin my
life pretend to be a medium. Should | break this oath, then this signed
confession may be used for my conviction in the police court.”

"Will you sign that?"

"No, | am damned if | will!"

"Shall | give him another squeeze?"asked Lord Roxton. " Perhaps |
could choke some sense into him N what!"

" Not at all," said Mailey. " | think that his casenow would do good in
the police court, for it would show the public that we are determined to
keep our house clean. I'll give you one minute for consideration, Linden,
and then | ring up the police."

But it did not take a minute for the impostor to make up his mind.
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"All right," said he in a sulky voice, "Il sign." He was allowed to rise
with awarning that if he played any tricks he would not get off solightly
the secondtime. But there was no kick left in him and he scrawled a big,
coarse" Silas Linden " at the bottom of the paper without a word. The
three men signed as withesses.

"Now, get out!" said Mailey, sharply. "Find some honest trade in fu-
ture and leave sacred things alone!"

"Keep your damned cant to yourself!" Linden answered, and so depar-
ted, grumbling and swearing, into the outer darkness from which he had
come. He had hardly passed before Mrs. Mailey had rushed into the
room to reassure herself asto her husband. Once satisfied as to this she
mourned over her broken chair, for like all good women she took a per-
sonal pride and joy in every detail of her little menage.

"Never mind, dear. It's a cheap price to pay in order to get that black-
guard out of the movement. Don't go away, you fellows. | want to talk to
you."

"And tea is just coming in."

"Perhaps something stronger would be better,"” said Mailey, and in-
deed, all three were rather exhausted, for it was sharp while it lasted.
Roxton, who had enjoyed the whole thing immensely, was full of vital-
ity, but Malone was shaken and Mailey had narrowly escapedserious in-
jury from that ponderous blow.

"I have heard," said Mailey, asthey all settled down round the fire,
that this blackguard has sweated money out of poor Tom Linden for
years. It was a form of blackmail, for he was quite capable of denouncing
him. By Jove!"he cried, with sudden inspiration, "that would account for
the police raid. Why should they pick Linden out of all the mediums in
London? | remember now that Tom told me the fellow had asked to be
taught to be a medium, and that he had refused to teach him."

"Could he teach him?" asked Malone. Mailey was thoughtful over this
guestion. " Well, perhaps he could," he said at last. " But SilasLinden asa
false medium would be very much lessdangerous than SilasLinden asa
true medium."

"l don't follow you."

"Mediumship can be developed" said Mrs. Mailey. "One might almost
say it was catching."

“That was what the laying-on of hands meant in the early Church,"
Mailey explained. " It was the conferring of thaumaturgic powers. We
can't do it now asrapidly asthat. But if a man or woman sits with the
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desire of development, and especially if that sitting is in the presenceof a
real medium, the chance is that powers will come."

"But why do you say that would be worse than false mediumship?"

"Becauseit could be used for evil. | assureyou, Malone, that the talk of
black magic and of evil entities is not an invention of the enemy. Such
things do happen and centre round the wicked medium. You can get
down into aregion which is akin to the popular idea of witchcraft, It is
dishonest to deny it."

“Like attracts like," explained Mrs. Mailey, who was quite as capable
an exponent as her husband. " You get what you deserve. If you sit with
wicked people you get wicked visitors."

“Then there is a dangerous side to it?"

"Do you know anything on earth which has not a dangerous side if it
iIs mishandled and exaggerated? This dangerous side exists quite apart
from orthodox Spiritualism, and our knowledge is the surest way to
counteract it. | believe that the witchcraft of the Middle Ages was a very
real thing, and that the bestway to meet such practicesis to cultivate the
higher powers of the spirit. To leave the thing entirely alone is to aban-
don the field to the forces of evil."

Lord Roxton interposed in an unexpected way.

"When | was in Paris last year," said he, "there was a fellah called La
Paix who dabbled in the black magic business. He held circles and the
like. What | mean, there was no great harm in the thing, but it wasn't
what you would call very spiritual, either."

“It's a side that | as a journalist would like to seesomething of, if | am
to report impartially upon the subject" said Malone.

"Quite right!" Mailey agreed. "We want all the cards on the table."

"Well, young fellah, if you would give me a week of your time and
come to Paris, I'll introduce you to La Paix," said Roxton.

"It is a curious thing, but | also had a Paris visit in my mind for our
friend here," said Mailey. "I have been asked over by Dr. Maupuis of the
Institut Metapsychique to seesome of the experiments which he is con-
ducting upon a Galician medium. It is really the religious side of this
matter which interests me, and that is conspicuously wanting in the
minds of these scientific men of the Continent; but for accurate, careful
examination of the psychic facts they are ahead of anyone except poor
Crawford of Belfast, who stood in a class by himself. | promised
Maupuis to run acrossand he has certainly beenhaving some wonderful
N in some respects, some rather alarming results."

"Why alarming?"
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"Well, his materializations lately have not been human at all. That is
confirmed by photographs. | won't say more, for it is bestthat, if you go,
you should approach it with an open mind."

"l shall certainly go," said Malone. "l am sure my chief would wish it."

Teahad arrived to interrupt the conversation in the irritating way that
our bodily needsintrude upon our higher pursuits. But Malone was too
keen to be thrown off his scent.

"You speak of these evil forces. Have you ever come in contact with
them?"

Mailey looked at his wife and smiled.

"Continually,” he said. " It is part of our job. We specialize on it."

"l understood that when there was an intrusion of that kind you drove
it away."

"Not necessarily.If we can help any lower spirit we do so, and we can
only do it by encouraging it to tell us its troubles. Most of them are not
wicked. They are poor, ignorant, stunted creatures who are suffering the
effects of the narrow and false views which they have learned in this
world. We try to help them N and we do."

"How do you know that you do?"

"Becausethey report to us afterwards and register their progress. Such
methods are often used by our people. They are called 'rescue circles'."

"I have heard of rescue circles. Where could | attend one? This thing
attracts me more and more. Fresh gulfs seem always opening. | would
take it asa great favour if you would help me to seethis fresh side of it."
Mailey became thoughtful.

"We don't want to make a spectacle of these poor creatures. On the
other hand, though we can hardly claim you yet as a Spiritualist, you
have treated the subject with some understanding and sympathy." He
looked enquiringly at his wife, who smiled and nodded.

"Ah, you have permission. Well then, you must know that we run our
own little rescue circle, and that at five o'clock to-day we have our
weekly sitting. Mr. Terbaneis our medium. We don't usually have any-
one else except Mr. Charles Mason, the clergyman. But if you both care
to have the experience, we shall be very happy if you will stay. Terbane
should be here immediately after tea. He is a railway-porter, you know,
so his time is not his own. Yes, psychic power in its varied manifesta-
tions is found in humble quarters, but surely that has beenits main char-
acteristic from the beginning N fishermen, carpenters, tent-makers,
camel drivers, these were the prophets of old. At this moment some of
the highest psychic gifts in England lie in a miner, a cotton operative, a
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railway-porter, a barge-man and a charwoman. Thus does history repeat
itself, and that foolish beak, with Tom Linden before him, was but Felix
judging Paul. The old wheel goes round."
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Chapter 1 O

De Profundis

They were still having tea when Mr. Charles Mason was ushered in.
Nothing draws people together into such intimate soul-to-soul relation-
ship as psychic quest, and thus it was that Roxton and Malone, who had
only known him in the one episode, felt more near to this man than to
others with whom they had associated for years. This close vital com-
radeship is one of the out-standing features of such communion. When
his loosely-built, straggling, lean clerical figure appeared, with that
gaunt, worn faceilluminated by its human grin and dignified by its earn-
est eyes, through the doorway, they both felt as if an old friend had
entered. His own greeting was equally cordial.

"Still exploring!" he cried, as he shook them by the hand. "We will
hope your new experiences will not be so nerve-racking as our last."

"By Jove,padre!" said Roxton. "I've worn out the brim of my hat taking
it off to you since then."

"Why, what did he do?" asked Mrs. Mailey.

"No, no!" cried Mason. "l tried in my poor way to guide a darkened
soul. Let us leave it at that. But that is exactly what we are here for now,
and what thesedear people do every week of their lives. It was from Mr.
Mailey here that I learned how to attempt it."

"Well, certainly we have plenty of practice," said Mailey. "You have
seen enough of it, Mason, to know that."

"But | can't get the focus of this at all!" cried Malone. "Could you clear
my mind alittle on the point? | accept, for the moment, your hypothesis
that we are surrounded by material earth-bound spirits who find them-
selves under strange conditions which they don't understand, and who
want counsel and guidance. That more or less expresses it, does it not?"

The Maileys both nodded their agreement.

"Well, their dead friends and relatives are presumably on the other
side and cognizant of their benighted condition They know the truth.
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Could they not minister to the wants of these afflicted ones far better
than we can?"

"It is a most natural question,” Mailey answered. "Of course we put
that objection to them and we can only accepttheir answer. They appear
to be actually anchored to the surface of this earth, too heavy and gross
to rise. The others are, presumably, on a spiritual level and far separated
from them. They explain that they are much nearer to us and that they
are cognizant of us, but not of anything higher. Therefore it is we who
can reach them best."

"There was one poor dear dark soul N "

"My wife loves everybody and everything,” Mailey explained. "Sheis
capable of talking of the poor dear devil."

"Well, surely they are to be pitied and loved!" cried the lady. "This
poor fellow was nursed along by us, week by week. He had really come
from the depths. Then one day he cried in rapture, ‘'My mother has come!
My mother is here!" We naturally said, '‘But why did she not come be-
fore?' 'How could she’, said he, 'when | was in so dark a place that she
could not see me?" "

“That's very well," said Malone, "but so far as| can follow your meth-
ods it is some guide or control or higher Spirit who regulates the whole
matter and brings the sufferer to you. If he can be cognizant, one would
think other higher spirits could also be."

“No, for it is his particular mission." said Mailey. "To show how
marked the divisions are | can remember one occasion when we had a
dark soul here. Our own people camethrough and did not know he was
there until we called their attention to it. When we said to the dark soul,
‘Don't you seeour friends beside you?' he answered, 'l canseea light but
nothing else'."

At this point the conversation was interrupted by the arrival of Mr.
John Terbane from Victoria Station, where his mundane duties lay. He
was dressed now in civil garb and appeared as a pale, sad-faced, clean-
shaven, plump-featured man with dreamy, thoughtful eyes,but no other
indication of the remarkable uses to which he was put.

"Have you my record?" was his first question.

Mrs. Mailey, smiling, handed him an envelope. "We kept it all ready
for you but you canread it at home. You see,"she explained, "poor Mr.
Terbaneis in trance and knows nothing of the wonderful work of which
he is the instrument, so after eachsitting my husband and | draw up an
account for him."

"Very much astonished | am when | read it," said Terbane.
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"And very proud, | should think," added Mason.

"Well, | don't know about that,” Terbane answered humbly. "I don't
seethat the tool needto be proud becausethe worker happens to useiit.
Yet it is a privilege, of course."

"Good old Terbane!,"said Mailey, laying his hand affectionately on the
railwayman's shoulder. "The better the medium the more unselfish. That
Is my experience. The whole conception of a medium is one who gives
himself up for the use of others, and that is incompatible with selfish-
ness.Well, | suppose we had better get to work or Mr. Chang will scold
us."

"Who is he?" asked Malone.

"Oh, you will soon make the acquaintance of Mr. Chang! We need not
sit round the table. A semi-circle round the fire does very well. Lights
half-down. That is all right. You'll make yourself comfortable, Terbane.
Snuggle among the cushions."

The medium was in the corner of a comfortable sofa, and had fallen at
once into a doze. Both Mailey and Malone at with notebooks upon their
knees awaiting developments.

They were not long in coming. Terbane suddenly sat up, his dreamy
self transformed into a very alert and masterful individuality. A subtle
change had passedover his ace.An ambiguous smile fluttered upon his
lips, his eye seemedmore oblique and less open, his face projected. The
two hands were thrust into the sleeves of his blue lounge jacket.

"Good evening," said he, speaking crisply and in short staccato sen-
tences. "New faces! Who these?"

"Good evening, Chang," said the master of the house.

"You know Mr. Mason. This is Mr. Malone who studies our subject.
This is Lord Roxton who has helped me to-day."

As eachname was mentioned, Terbane made a sweeping Oriental ges-
ture of greeting, bringing his hand down from his forehead. His whole
bearing was superbly dignified and very different from the humble little
man who had sat down a few minutes before.

"Lord Roxton!" he repeated. "An English milord! | knew Lord N Lord
Macart No N | N | cannot say it. Alas | | called him ‘foreign devil' then.
Chang, too, had much to learn."

"He is speaking of Lord Macartney. That would be over a hundred
years ago. Chang was a great living philosopher then," Mailey explained.

"Not lose time!" cried the control. "Much to do to-day. Crowd waiting.
Somenew, some old. | gather strange folk in my net. Now | go." He sank
back among the cushions. A minute elapsed, then he suddenly sat up.
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"I want to thank you," he said, speaking perfect English. "I came two
weeks ago. | have thought over all you said. The path is lighter."

"Were you the spirit who did not believe in God?"

"Yes, yes! | said soin my anger. | was soweary N so weary. Oh, the
time, the endlesstime, the grey mist, the heavy weight of remorse! Hope-
less!'Hopeless! And you brought me comfort, you and this great Chinese
spirit. You gave me the first kind words | have had since | died."

"When was it that you died?"

"Oh! It seemsan eternity. We do not measure as you do. It is a long,
horrible dream without change or break."

"Who was king in England?"

"Victoria was queen. | had attuned my mind to matter and so it clung
to matter. | did not believe in a future life. Now | know that | was all
wrong, but | could not adapt my mind to new conditions."

“Is it bad where you are?"

"It is all N all grey. That is the awful part of it. One's surroundings are
so horrible."

"But there are many more. You are not alone."

“No, but they know no more than I. They, too, scoff and doubt and are
miserable."

"You will soon get out."”

"For God's sake, help me to do so!"

"Poor soul!" said Mrs. Mailey in her sweet, caressing voice, a voice
which could bring every animal to her side. "You have suffered much.
But do not think of yourself. Think of these others. Try to bring one of
them up and so you will best kelp yourself."

“Thank you, lady, | will. There is one here whom | brought. He has
heard you. We will go on together. Perhaps some day we may find the
light."

"Do you like to be prayed for?"

"Yes, yes, indeed | do!"

“I will pray for you," said Mason. "Could you say the 'Our Father'
now?" He uttered the old universal prayer, but before he had finished
Terbane had collapsed again among the cushions. He sat up again as
Chang.

"He come on well," said the control. "He give up time for others who
wait. That is good. Now | have hard case. Ow!"

He gave a comical cry of disapprobation and sank back. Next moment
he was up, his face long and solemn, his hands palm to palm.
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"What is this?" he asked in a precise and affected voice. "I am at a loss
to know what right this Chinese person has to summon me here. Per-
haps you can enlighten me."

"It is that we may perhaps help you."

"When | desire help, sir, | ask for it. At present| do not desire it. The
whole proceeding seemsto me to be a very great liberty. So far as this
Chinaman can explain it, | gather that | am the involuntary spectator of
some sort of religious service."

"We are a spiritualistic circle."

"A most pernicious sect. A most blasphemous proceeding. As a
humble parish priest | protest against such desecrations."

"You are held back, friend, by those narrow views. It is you who suf-
fer. We want to relieve you."

"Suffer? What do you mean, sir?"

"You realize that you have passed over?"

"You are talking nonsense!"

"Do you realize that you are dead?"

"How can | be dead when | am talking to you?"

"Because you are using this man's body."

"l have certainly wandered into an asylum."

"Yes, an asylum for bad cases.| fear you are one of them. Are you
happy where you are?"

"Happy? No, sir. My present surroundings are perfectly inexplicable
to me."

"Have you any recollection of being ill?"

"l was very ill indeed."

"So ill that you died."

"You are certainly out of your senses."

"How do you know you are not dead?"

"Sir, | must give you some religious instruction. When one dies and
has led an honourable life, one assumesa glorified body and one associ-
ateswith the angels.| am now in exactly the same body asin life, and |
am in a very dull, drab place. Such companions as| have are not such as
| have been accustomed to associatewith in life, and certainly no one
could describe them as angels. Therefore your absurd conjecture may be
dismissed."

"Do not continue to deceive yourself. We wish to help you. You can
never progress until you realize your position."

"Really, you try my patience too far. Have | not said N?"
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The medium fell back among the cushions. An instant later the
Chinese control, with his whimsical smile and his hands tucked away in
his sleeves, was talking to the circle.

"He good man N fool man N learn sensesoon. Bring him again. Not
waste more time. Oh, my God! My God! Help! Mercy! Help!"

He had fallen full length upon the sofa, face upwards, and his cries
were so terrible that the little audience all sprang to their feet. "A saw! A
saw! Fetch a saw!" yelled the medium. His voice sank into a moan.

Even Mailey was agitated. The rest were horrified.

"Someone has obsessedhim. | can't understand it. It may be some
strong evil entity."

"Shall | speak to him?" asked Mason.

"Wait a moment! Let it develop. We shall soon see."

The medium writhed in agony. "Oh, my God! Why don't you fetch a
saw!" he cried. "It's here across my breast-bone. It is cracking! | feel it!
Hawkin! Hawkin! Pull me from under! Hawkin! Push up the beam! No,
no, that's worse! And it's on fire! Oh, horrible! Horrible!"

His cries were blood-curdling. They were all chilled with horror. Then
in an instant the Chinaman was blinking at them with his slanting eyes.

"What you think of that, Mister Mailey?"

"It was terrible, Chang. What was it?"

"It was for him," nodding towards Malone. "He want newspaper story,
| give him newspaper story. He will understand. No time 'splain now.
Too many waiting. Sailor man come next. Here he come!"

The Chinaman was gone, and a jovial, puzzled grin passed over the
face of the medium. He scratched his head.

"Well, damn me," said he. "l never thought | would take orders from a
Chink, but he says 'hist!' and by crums you've got to hist and no back
talk either. Well, here | am. What did you want?"

"We wanted nothing."

"Well, the Chink seemed to think you did, for he slung me in here."

"It was you that wanted something. You wanted knowledge."

"Well, I've lost my bearings, that's true. | know | am dead 'cause I've
seenthe gunnery lootenant, and he was blown to bits before my eyes. If
he's dead I'm dead and all the rest of us, for we are over to the last man.
But we've got the laugh on our sky-pilot, for he'saspuzzled asthe rest of
us. Damned poor pilot, | call him. We're all taking our own soundings
now."

"What was your ship?"

“The Monmouth."
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"She that went down in battle with the German?"

“That's right. South American waters. It was clean hell. Yes, it was
hell." There was a world of emotion in his voice. "Well," he added more
cheerfully, "I've heard our mates got level with them later. That is so, sir,
IS it not?"

"Yes, they all went to the bottom."

"We've seennothing of them this side. Just as well, maybe. We don't
forget nothing."

"But you must," said Mailey. "That's what is the matter with you. That
Is why the Chinese control brought you through. We are here to teach
you. Carry our message to your mates."

"Bless your heart, sir, they are all here behind me."

"Well, then, I tell you and them that the time for hard thoughts and
worldly strife is over. Your faces are to be turned forward, not back.
Leave this earth which still holds you by the ties of thought and let all
your desire be to make yourself unselfish and worthy of a higher, more
peaceful, more beautiful life. Can you understand?"

"l hear you, sir. Sodo they. We want steering, sir, for, indeed, we've
had wrong instructions, and we never expected to find ourselves cast
away like this. We had heard of heaven and we had heard of hell, but
this don't seemto fit in with either. But this Chinese gent. saystime is up,
and we can report again next week. | thank you, sir, for self and com-
pany. I'll come again."

There was silence.

"What an incredible conversation!" gasped Malone.

“If 1 were to put down that man's sailor talk and slang as emanating
from a world of spirits, what would the public say?"

Mailey shrugged his shoulders.

"Does it matter what the public says?| started as a fairly sensitive per-
son, and now a tank takes as much notice of small shot as| do of news-
paper attacks. They honestly don't even interest me. Let us just stick fast
to truth as near as we can get it, and leave all else to find its own level."

"l don't pretend to know much of thesethings," said Roxton, "but what
strikes me most is that thesefolk are very decentordinary people. What?
Why should they be wanderin' about in the dark, and hauled up here by
this Chinaman when they've done no partic'lar harm in life?"

"It is the strong earth tie and the absenceof any spiritual nexusin each
case,"Mailey explained. "Here is a clergyman with his mind entangled
with formulas and ritual. Here is a materialist who has deliberately
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attuned himself to matter. Here is a seaman brooding over revengeful
thoughts. They are there by the million million."

"Where?" asked Malone.

"Here," Mailey answered. "Actually on the surface of the earth. Well,
you saw it for yourself, | understand, when you went down to Dorset-
shire. That was on the surface, was it not? That was a very gross case,
and that made it more visible and obvious, but it did not changethe gen-
eral law. | believe that the whole globe is infested with the earth-bound,
and that when a great cleansing comes, as is prophesied, it will be for
their benefit as much as for that of the living."

Malone thought of the strange visionary Miromar and his speech at
the Spiritualistic Church on the first night of his quest.

"Do you, then, believe in some impending event?" he asked.

Mailey smiled. "That is rather a large subject to open up," he said. "I
believe N But here is Mr. Chang again!"

The control joined in the conversation.

"l heard you. | sit and listen," said he. "You speak now of what is to
come. Let it be! Let it be! The Time is not yet. You will be told when it is
good that you know. Remember this. All is best. Whatever come all is
best. God makes no mistakes. Now others here who wish your help, |
leave you."

Several spirits camethrough in quick succession.One was an architect
who said that he had lived at Bristol. He had not been an evil man, but
had simply banished all thoughts of the future. Now he was in the dark
and needed guidance. Another had lived in Birmingham. He was an
educated man but a materialist. He refused to accept the assurancesof
Mailey, and was by no means convinced that he was really dead. Then
cameavery noisy and violent man of a crudely-religious and narrow, in-
tolerant type, who spoke repeatedly of "the blood ".

"What is this ribald nonsense?" he asked several times.

"It is not nonsense. We are here to help,” said Mailey.

"Who wants to be helped by the devil?"

“Is it likely that the devil would wish to help souls in trouble?"

"It is part of his deceit. | tell you it is of the devil! Bewarned! | will take
no further part in it."

The placid, whimsical Chinaman was back like a flash.

"Good man. Foolish man," he repeated once more. "Plenty time. He
learn better some day. Now | bring bad case N very bad case. Ow!"

He reclined his head in the cushion and did not raise it asthe voice, a
feminine voice, broke out:
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"Janet! Janet!"

There was a pause.

"Janet, | say! Where is the morning tea? Janet! This is intolerable! |
have called you again and again | Janet!"The figure satup, blinking and
rubbing his eyes.

"What is this?" cried the voice. "Who are you? What right have you
here? Are you aware that this is my house?"

“No, friend, this is my house."

"Your house! How can it be your house when this is my bedroom? Go
away this moment!"

“No, friend. You do not understand your position."

"I will have you put out. What insolence! Janet!Janet!Will no one look
after me this morning?"

"Look round you, lady. Is this your bedroom?"

Terbane looked round with a wild stare.

"It is aroom | never saw in my life. Where am I? What is the meaning
of it? You look like a kind lady. Tell me, for God's sake, what is the
meaning of it? Oh, | am so terrified, so terrified! Where are John and
Janet?"

"What do you last remember?"

"I remember speaking severely to Janet. Sheis my maid, you know.
Shehas becomeso very careless.Yes,| was very angry with her. | was so
angry that | was ill. | went to bed feeling very ill. They told me that |
should not get excited. How can one help getting excited? Yes,| remem-
ber being breathless. That was after the light was out. | tried to call Janet.
But why should | be in another room?"

"You passed over in the night.”

"Passed over? Do you mean | died?"

"Yes, lady, you died."

There was along silence. Then there camea shrill scream."No, no, no!
It is a dream! A nightmare! Wake me! Wake me! How can | be dead? |
was not ready to die? | never thought of such athing. If | am dead, why
am | not in heaven or hell? What is this room? This room is real room."

"Yes, lady, you have been brought here and allowed to use this man's
body

"A man?" Sheconvulsively felt the coat and passedher hand over the
face. "Yes, itis a man. Oh, | am dead! | am dead! What shall | do?"

"You are here that we may explain to you. You have been, | judge, a
worldly woman N a society woman. You have lived always for material
things."
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"l went to church. | was at St. Saviour's every Sunday."

"That is nothing. It is the inner daily life that counts. You were materi-
al. Now you are held down to the world. When you leave this man's
body you will bein your own body once more and in your old surround-
ings. But no one will seeyou. You will remain there unable to show
yourself. Your body of flesh will be buried. You will still persist, the
same as ever."

"What am | to do? Oh, what can | do?"

"You will take what comesin a good spirit and understand that it is for
your cleansing. We only clear ourselves of matter by suffering. All will
be well. We will pray for you."

"Oh, do! | need it so! Oh my God!E " The voice trailed away.

"Bad case,"said the Chinaman, sitting up. "Selfish woman! Bad wo-
man! Live for pleasure. Hard on those around her. Shehave much to suf-
fer. But you put her feet on the path. Now my medium tired. Plenty
waiting, but no more to-day."

"Have we done good, Chang?"

"Plenty good. Plenty good."

"Where are all these people, Chang?"

"l tell you before."

"Yes but | want these gentlemen to hear."

"Seven spheresround the world, heaviest below, lightest above. First
sphereis on the earth. Thesepeople belong to that sphere. Eachsphereis
separatefrom the other. Therefore it is easierfor you to speak with these
people than for those in any other sphere.”

"And easier for them to speak to us?"

"Yes. That why you should be plenty careful when you do not know to
whom you talk. Try the spirits."”

"What sphere do you belong to, Chang?"

"I come from Number Four sphere."

"Which is the first really happy sphere?"

"Number Three. Summerland. Bible book called it the third heaven.
Plenty sense in Bible book, but people do not understand.”

And the seventh heaven?"

"Ah! That is where the Christs are. All come there at last N you, me,
everybody."

"And after that?"

“Too much question, Mr. Mailey. Poor old Chang not know so much
as that. Now good-bye! God bless you! | go."
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It was the end of the sitting of the rescue circle. A few minutes later
Terbane was sitting up smiling and alert, but with no apparent recollec-
tion of anything which had occurred. He was pressedfor time and lived
afar, sothat he had to make his departure, unpaid save by the blessing of
those who he had helped. Modest little unvenal man, where will he
stand when we all find our real placesin the order of creation upon the
further side?

The circle did not break up at once. The visitors wanted to talk, and
the Maileys to listen.

"What | mean," said Roxton, "it's doosed interestin' and all that, but
there is a sort of variety-show elementin it. What! difficult to be sure it's
really real, if you take what | mean."

“That is what | feel also," said Malone. "Of course on its face value it is
simply unspeakable. It is a thing so great that all ordinary happenings
becomecommonplace. That | grant. But the human mind is very strange.
I've read that caseMoreton Prince examined, and Miss Beauchamp and
the rest; also the results of Charcot, the great Nancy hypnotic school.
They could turn a man into anything. The mind seemsto be like a rope
which can be unravelled into its various threads. Then eachthread is a
different personality which may take dramatic form, and act and speak
assuch. That man is honest, and he could not normally produce theseef-
fects. But how do we know that he is not self-hypnotized, and that under
those conditions one strand of him becomesMr. Chang and another be-
comes a sailor and another a society lady, and so forth?"

Mailey laughed. "Every man his own Cinquevalli" said he, "but it is a
rational objection and has to be met."

"We have traced some of the cases,"said Mrs. Mailey. "There is not a
doubt of it N names, addresses, everything."

"Well, then, we have to consider the question of Terbane's normal
knowledge. How can you possibly know what he has learned? | should
think a railway-porter is particularly able to pick up such information."

"You have seen one sitting,” Mailey answered. "If you had been
present at as many aswe and noted the cumulative effect of the evidence
you would not be sceptical.”

“That is very possible," Malone answered. "And | daresay my doubts
are very annoying to you. And yet one is bound to be brutally honestin
a case like this. Anyhow, whatever the ultimate cause, | have seldom
spent so thrilling an hour. Heavens! If it only is true, and if you had a
thousand circles instead of one, what regeneration would result?"
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“That will come," said Mailey in his patient, determined fashion. "We
shall live to seeit. | am sorry the thing has not forced conviction upon
you. However, you must come again."

But it so chanced that a further experience becameunnecessary.Con-
viction camein a full flood and in a strange fashion that very evening.
Malone had hardly got back to the office, and was seated at his desk
drawing up some sort of account from his notes of all that had happened
in the afternoon, when Mailey burst into the room, his yellow beard
bristling with excitement. He was waving an Evening News in his hand.
Without a word he seated himself beside Malone and turned the paper
over. Then he began to read:

ACCIDENT IN THE CITY.

This afternoon shortly after five o'clock, an old house, said to date
from the fifteenth century, suddenly collapsed. It was situated between
Lesser Colman Streetand Elliot Square,and next door to the Veterinary
Society's Headquarters. Some preliminary cracking warned the occu-
pants and most of them had time to escape.Three of them, however,
JamesBeale William Moorson, and a woman whose name has not been
ascertained, were caught by the falling rubbish. Two of these seemto
have perished at once, but the third, JamesBeale,was pinned down by a
large beam and loudly demanded help. A saw was brought, and one of
the occupants of the house, Samuel Hawkin, showed great gallantry in
an attempt to free the unfortunate man. Whilst he was sawing the beam,
however, a fire broke out among the debris around him, and though he
persevered most manfully, and continued until he was himself badly
scorched, it was impossible for him to save Beale, who probably died
from suffocation. Hawkin was removed to the London Hospital, and it is
reported to-night that he is in no immediate danger.

“That's that!" said Mailey, folding up the paper. "Now, Mr. Thomas
Didymus, | leave you to your conclusions," and the enthusiast vanished
out of the office as precipitately as he had entered.
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Chapter 1 1

Where Silas Linden Comes into His Own

SilasLinden, prize-fighter and fake-medium, had had some good days in
his life N days crowded with incidents for good or evil. There was the
time when he had backed Rosalind at 100to 1 in the Oaks and had spent
twenty-four hours of brutal debauchery on the strength of it. There was
the day also when his favourite right uppercut had connectedin most ac-
curate and rhythmical fashion with the protruded chin of Bull Wardell of
Whitechapel, whereby Silas put himself in the way of a Lonsdale Belt
and atry for the championship. But never in all his varied careerhad he
such a day asthis supreme one, soit is worth our while to follow him to
the end of it. Fanatical believers have urged that it is dangerous to cross
the path of spiritual things when the heart is not clean. Silas Linden's
name might be added to their list of examples, but his cup of sin was full
and overflowing before the judgment fell.

He emerged from the room of Algernon Mailey with every reasonto
know that Lord Roxton's grip was asmuscular asever. In the excitement
of the struggle he had hardly realized his injuries, but now he stood out-
side the door with his hand to his bruised throat and a hoarse stream of
oaths pouring through it. His breast was aching also where Malone had
planted his knee, and even the successfulblow which had struck Mailey
down had brought retribution, or it had jarred that injured hand of
which he had complained to his brother. Altogether, if SilasLinden was
In a most cursed temper, there was a very good reason for his mood.

“I'l' get you one at a time," he growled, looking back with his angry
pigs' eyes at the outer door of the flats. "You wait my lads, and see!"
Then with sudden purpose he swung off down the street.

It was to the Bardsley Square Police Station that he made his way, and
he found the jovial, rubicund, black-moustached Inspector Murphy
seated at his desk.

"Well, what do you want?" asked the inspector in no very friendly
voice.
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"l hear you got that medium right and proper."

"Yes, we did. | learn he was your brother."

“That's neither here not there. | don't hold with such things in any
man. But you got your conviction. What is there for me in it?"

“Not a shilling "

"What? Wasn't it | that gave the information? Where would you have
been if | had not given you the office?"

“If there had been a fine we might have allowed you something We
would have got something, too. Mr. Melrose sent him to gaol. There is
nothing for anybody."

"So say you. I'm damned sure you and those two women got
something out of it. Why the hell should | give away my own brother for
the sake of the likes of you? You'll find your own bird next time."

Murphy was a choleric man with a senseof his own importance. He
was not to be bearded thus in his own seatof office. He rose with a very
red face.

“I'l tell you what, Silas Linden, | could find my own bird and never
move out of this room. You had best get out of this quick, or you may
chanceto stay here longer than you like. We've had complaints of your
treatment of those two children of yours, and the children's protection
folk are taking an interest. Look out that we don't take an interest, too."

Silas Linden flung out of the room with his temper hotter than ever,
and a couple of rum-and-waters on his way home did not help to ap-
peasehim. On the contrary, he had always beena man who grew more
dangerous in his cups. There were many of his trade who refused to
drink with him.

Silaslived in one of arow of small brick housesnamed Bolton's Court,
lying at the back of Tottenham Court Road. His was the end house of a
cul-de-sac, with the side wall of a huge brewery beyond. These dwell-
ings were very small, which was probably the reason why the inhabit-
ants, both adults and children, spent most of their time in the street.
Severalof the elders were out now, and as Silas passedunder the solitary
lamp-post, they scowled at his thick-set figure, for though the morality of
Bolton's Court was of no high order, it was none the less graduated and
Silas was at zero. A tall Jewish woman, Rebeccalevi, thin, aquiline and
fierce-eyed, lived next to the prizefighter. Shewas standing at her door
now, with a child holding her apron.

"Mr. Linden," she said as he passed, "them children of yours want
more care than they get. Little Margery was in here to-day. That child
don't get enough to eat."
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"You mind your own business, curse you!" growled Silas. "I've told
you before now not to push that long, sheeny beak of yours into my af-
fairs. If you was a man I'd know better how to speak to you."

“If | was a man maybe you wouldn't dare to speakto me so.| sayit's a
shame, Silas Linden, the way them children is treated. If it's a police-
court case, I'll know what to say."

"Oh, go to hell" said Silas,and kicked open his own unlatched door. A
big, frowsy woman with a shock of dyed hair and some remains of a
florid beauty, now long over-ripe, looked out from the sitting-room
door.

"Oh, it's you, Is it?" said she.

"Who did you think it was? The Dook of Wellington?"

"l thought it was a mad bullock maybe got strayin' down the lane, and
buttin' down our door."

"Funny, ain't you?"

"Maybe | am, but | hain't got much to be funny about. Not a shilling in
the 'ouse, nor so much as a pint o' beer, and these damned children of
yours for ever upsettin' me."

"What have they beena-doin' of?" asked Silaswith a scowl. When this
worthy pair could get no change out of each other, they usually united
their forces against the children. He had entered the sitting-room and
flung himself down in the wooden armchair.

"They've been seein' Number One again."

"How d'ye know that?"

"l 'eard 'Im say somethin' to 'er about it. ‘Mother was there’, 'e says.
Then afterwards ‘e 'ad one 'o them sleepy fits."

“It's in the family."

"Yes, it is," retorted the woman. "If you 'adn't sleepy fits you'd get
some work to do, like other men."

"Oh, shut it, woman! What | mean is, that my brother Tom gets them
fits, and this lad o' mine is said to be the livin' image of his uncle. So he
had a trance, had he? What did you do?"

The woman gave an evil grin.

"l did what you did."

"What, the sealin'-wax again?"

“"Not much of it. Justenough to wake 'im. It's the only way to break 'im
of it."

Silas shrugged his shoulders.

"Ave a care, my lass! There is talk of the p'lice, and if they seethose
burns, you and | may be in the dock together."”
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“Silas Linden, you are a fool! Can't a parent c'rect ‘is own child?"

"Yes,but it ain't your own child, and stepmothers has a bad name, see?
There's that Jew woman next door. She saw you when you took the
clothes' rope to little Margery last washin'-day. Shespoke to me about it
and again to-day about the food."

"What's the matter with the food? The greedy little bastards! They had
a 'unch of bread eachwhen | 'ad my dinner. A bit of real starvin' would
do them no '‘arm, and | would 'ave less sauce."

"What, has Willie sauced you?"

"Yes, when 'e woke up."

"After you'd dropped the hot sealin'-wax on him?"

"Well, | did it for 'is good, didn't I? It was to cure 'im of a bad 'abit."

"Wot did he say?"

"Cursed me good and proper, 'e did. All about his mother N wot 'is
mother would do to me. I'm dam' well sick of 'is mother!"

"Don't say too much about Amy. She was a good woman."

"Soyou say now, SilasLinden, but by all accountsyou 'ad a queer way
of showin' it when she was alive."

"Hold your jaw, woman! I've had enough to vex me to-day without
you startin' your tantrums. You're jealous of the grave. That's wot's the
matter with you."

"And her brats can insult me asthey like N me that 'as cared for you
these five years."

“No, | didn't say that. If he insulted you, it's up to me to deal with him.
Where's that strap? Go, fetch him in!"

The woman came across and kissed him.

"I've only you, Silas."

"Oh hell' don't muck me about. I'm not in the mood. Go and fetch Wil-
lie in. You can bring Margery also. It takes the sauceout of her also, for |
think she feels it more than he does."

The woman left the room but was back, in a moment.

"E's off again!" said she. "It fair gets on my nerves to see him. Come
‘ere, Silas! 'Ave a look!"

They went together into the back kitchen. A small fire was smoulder-
ing in the grate. Besideit, huddled up in a chair, sat a fair-haired boy of
ten. His delicate face was upturned to the ceiling. His eyes were half-
closed, and only the whites visible. There was a look of great peaceupon
his thin, spiritual features. In the corner a poor little cowed mite of a girl,
a year or two younger, was gazing with sad, frightened eyes at her
brother.

121



"Looks awful, don't 'e?"said the woman. "Don't seemto belong to this
world. | wish to God 'e'd make a move for the other. 'E don't do much
good ‘ere."

"Here, wake up!," cried Silas. "None of your foxin'! Wake up! D'ye
hear?" He shook him roughly by the shoulder, but the boy still
slumbered on. The backs of his hands, which lay upon his lap, were
covered with bright scarlet blotches.

"My word, you've dropped enough hot wax on him. D'you mean to
tell me, Sarah, it took all that to wake him?"

"Maybe | dropped one or two extra for luck. 'E does aggravate me so
that | can'ardly 'old myself. But you wouldn't believe 'ow little 'e can feel
when 'e's like that. You can 'owl in 'is ear. - It's all lost on 'im. See 'ere!"

She caught the lad by the hair and shook him violently. He groaned
and shivered. Then he sank back into his serene trance.

"Say!" cried Silas, stroking his stubbled chin as he looked thoughtfully
at his son, "l think there is money in this if it is handled to rights. Wot
about a turn on the halls, en? 'The Boy Wonder or How is it Done?'
There's a name for the bills. Then folk know his uncle's name, so they
will be able to take him on trust."

"l thought you was going into the business yourself."

“That's a wash-out," snarled Silas. "Don't you talk of it. It's finished."

"Been caught out already?"

"l tell you not to talk about it, Woman!" the man shouted. "I'm just in
the mood to give you the hidin' of your life, so don't you get my goat' or
you'll be sorry." He stepped acrossand pinched the boy's arm with all
his force. "By Cripes, he's a wonder! Let us see how far it will go."

He turned to the sinking fire and with the tongs he picked out a half-
red ember. This he placed on the boy's head. There was a smell of burn-
ing hair, then of roasting flesh, and suddenly, with a scream of pain, the
boy came back to his senses.

"Mother! Mother!" he cried. The girl in the corner took up the cry. They
were like two lambs bleating together.

"Damn your mother!" cried the woman, shaking Margery by the collar
of her frail black dress. "Stop squallin’, you little stinker!" She struck the
child with her open hand across the face. Little Willie ran at her and
kicked her shins until ablow from Silasknocked him into the corner. The
brute picked up a stick and lashed the two cowering children, while they
screamed for mercy, and tried to cover their little bodies from the cruel
blows.

"You stop that!" cried a voice in the passage.
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"It's that blasted Jewess!"said the woman. She went to the kitchen
door. "What the 'ell are you doing in our '‘ouse?'Op it, quick, or it will be
the worse for you!"

“If | hear them children cry out once more, I'm off far the police."

"Get out of it! 'Op it, | tell you!" The frowsy stepmother bore down in
full sail, but the lean, lank Jewessstood her ground. Next instant they
met. Mrs. SilasLinden screamed,and staggered back with blood running
down her face where four nails had left asmany red furrows. Silas'with
an oath, pushed his wife out of the way, seized the intruder round the
waist, and slung her bodily through the door. Shelay in the roadway
with her long gaunt limbs sprawling about like some half-slain fowl.
Without rising, she shook her clenched hands in the air and screamed
cursesat Silas,who slammed the door and left her, while neighbours ran
from all sides to hear particulars of the fray. Mrs. Linden, staring
through the front blind, saw with some relief that her enemy was able to
rise and to limp back to her own door, whence she could be heard deliv-
ering a long shrill harangue as to her wrongs. The wrongs of a Jew are
not lightly forgotten, for the race can both love and hate.

"She's all right, Silas. | thought maybe you 'ad killed 'er "

“It's what she wants, the damned canting sheeny. It's bad enough to
have her in the street without her daring to set foot inside my door. I'll
cut the hide off that young Willie. He's the cause of it all. Where is he?"

“They ran up to their room. | heard them lock the door."

"A lot of good that will do them."

"I wouldn't touch 'em now, Silas. The neighbours is all up and about
and we needn't ask for trouble.”

"You're right!" he grumbled. "It will keep till | come back."

"Where are you goin'?"

"Down to the 'Admiral Vernon'. There's a chance of a job as sparrin'
partner to Long Davis. He goes into training on Monday and needs a
man of my weight."

"Well, I'll expect you when | seeyou. | get too much of that pub of
yours. | know what the ‘Admiral Vernon' means."

"It meansthe only place in God's earth where | get any peaceor rest"
said Silas.

"A fat lot | get N or ever 'ave 'ad since | married you."

“That's right. Grouse away!" he growled. "If grousin' made a man
happy, you'd be the champion."
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He picked up his hat and slouched off down the street, his heavy tread
resounding upon the great wooden flap which covered the cellars of the
brewery.

¥¥Y

Up in a dingy attic two little figures were seated on the side of a
wretched straw-stuffed bed, their arms enlacing each other, their cheeks
touching, their tears mingling. They had to cry in silence, for any sound
might remind the ogre downstairs of their existence.Now and again one
would break into an uncontrollable sob, and the other would whisper,
"Hush! Hush! Oh hush!" Then suddenly they heard the slam of the outer
door and that heavy tread booming over the wooden flap. They
squeezed each other in their joy. Perhaps when he came back he might
kill them, but for a few short hours at least they were safe from him. As
to the woman, she was spiteful and vicious, but she did not seem so
deadly asthe man. In adim way they felt that he had hunted their moth-
er into her grave and might do as much for them.

The room was dark save for the light which came through the single
dirty window. It casta bar acrossthe floor, but all round was black shad-
ow. Suddenly the little boy stiffened, clasped his sister with a tighter
grip, and stared rigidly into the darkness.

"She'scoming!" he muttered. "She'scoming!" Little Margery clung to
him.

"Oh, Wiliie, is it mother?"

"It is a light N a beautiful yellow light. Can you not see it, Margery?"

But the little girl, like all the world, was without vision. To her all was
darkness.

“Tell me, Willie," she whispered, in a solemn voice. Shewas not really
frightened, for many times before had the dead mother returned in the
watches of the night to comfort her stricken children.

"Yes. Yes, she is coming now. Oh, mother! Mother!"

"What does she say, Willie?"

"Oh, sheis beautiful. Sheis not crying. Sheis smiling. It is like the pic-
ture we saw of the angel. She looks so happy. Dear, dear mother! Now
sheis speaking. 'lt is over', shesays.'lt is all over'. Shesaysit again. Now
she beckons with her hand. We are to follow. She has moved to the
door."

"Oh, Willie, | dare not."

"Yes, yes, she nods her head. She bids us fear nothing Now she has
passed through the door. Come, Margery, come, or we shall lose her."
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The two little mites crept across the room and Willie unlocked the
door. The mother stood at the head of the stair beckoning them onwards.
Step by step they followed her down into an empty kitchen. The woman
seemedto have gone out. All was still in the house. The phantom still
beckoned them on."

"We are to go out."

"Oh, Willie, we have no hats."

"We must follow, Madge. She is smiling and waving."

"Father will kill us for this."

"She shakes her head. She says we are to fear nothing. Come!"

They threw open the door and were in the street. Down the deserted
court they followed the gleaming gracious presence, and through a
tangle of low streets, and so out into the crowded rush of Tottenham
Court Road. Once or twice amid all that blind torrent of humanity, some
man or woman, blessed with the precious gift of discernment, would
start and stare as if they were aware of an angel presence and of two
little white-faced children who followed behind, the boy with fixed, ab-
sorbed gaze, the girl glancing ever in terror over her shoulder. Down the
long street they passed, then again amid humbler dwellings, and so at
last to a quiet drab line of brick houses.On the step of one the spirit had
halted.

"We are to knock," said Willie.

"Oh, Willie, what shall we say? We don't know them."

"We are to knock," he repeated, stoutly. Rat-tat!

"It's all right, Madge. She is clapping her hands and laughing."

So it was that Mrs. Tom Linden, sitting lonely in her misery and
brooding over her martyr in gaol, was summoned suddenly to the door,
and found two little apologetic figures outside it. A few words, a rush of
woman's instinct, and her arms were round the children. Thesebattered
little skiffs, who had started their life's voyage so sadly, had found a har-
bour of peace where no storm should vex them more.

¥¥Y

There were some strange happenings in Bolton's Court that night.
Some folk thought they had no relation to each other. One or two
thought they had. The British Law saw nothing and had nothing to say.

In the second last house, a keen, hawklike face peered from behind a
window-blind into the darkened street. A shaded candle was behind that
fearful face,dark asdeath, remorselessasthe tomb. Behind Rebeccalevi
stood a young man whose features showed that he sprang from the same
Oriental race. For an hour N for a second hour N the woman had sat
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without aword, watching, watchingE At the entrance to the court there
was a hanging lamp which cast a circle of yellow light. It was on this
pool of radiance that her brooding eyes were fixed.

Then suddenly she saw what she had waited for. She started and
hissed out a word. The young man rushed from the room and into the
street. He vanished through a side door into the brewery.

Drunken Silas Linden was coming home. He was in a gloomy, sulken
state of befuddlement. A sense of injury filled his mind. He had not
gained the billet he sought. His injured hand had been against him. He
had hung about the bar waiting for drinks and had got some, but not
enough. Now he was in a dangerous mood. Woe to the man, woman or
child, who crossed his path! He thought savagely of the Jewesswho
lived in that darkened house. He thought savagely of all his neighbours.
They would stand between him and his children, would they? He would
show them. The very next morning he would take them both out into the
street and strap them within an inch of their lives. That would show
them all what SilasLinden thought of their opinions. Why should he not
do it now? If he were to waken the neighbours up with the shrieks of his
children, it would show them once for all that they could not defy him
with impunity. The idea pleased him. He stepped more briskly out. He
was almost at his door whenE

It was never quite clear how it was that the cellar-flap was not securely
fastened that night. The jury were inclined to blame the brewery, but the
coroner pointed out that Linden was a heavy man, that he might have
fallen on it if he were drunk, and that all reasonablecare had beentaken.
It was an eighteen-foot fall upon jagged stones,and his back was broken.
They did not find him till next morning, for, curiously enough, his neigh-
bour, the Jewess,never heard the sound of the accident. The doctor
seemedto think that death had not come quickly. There were horrible
signs that he had lingered. Down in the darkness, vomiting blood and
beer, the man ended his filthy life with a filthy death.

One need not waste words or pity over the woman whom he had left.
Relieved from her terrible mate, she returned to that music-hall stage
from which he, by force of his virility and bull-like strength, had lured
her. She tried to regain her place with:

"Hil Hi! Hi! I'm the dernier cri,

The girl with the cart-wheel hat."

which was the ditty which had won her her name. But it becametoo
painfully evident that she was anything but the dernier cri, and that she
could never get back. Slowly she sank from big halls to small halls, from
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small halls to pubs, and so ever deeper and deeper, sucked into the aw-
ful silent quicksands of life which drew her down and down until that
vacuous painted face and frowsy head were seen no more.
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Chapter 1 2

There are Heights and There are Depths

The Institut MZtapsychique was an imposing stone building in the Aven-
ue Wagram with a door like a baronial castle. Here it was that the three
friends presented themselves late in the evening. A footman showed
them into a reception-room where they were presently welcomed by Dr.
Maupuis in person. The famous authority on psychic sciencewas a short,
broad man with a large head, a clean-shavenface, and an expression in
which worldly wisdom and kindly altruism were blended. His conversa-
tion was in French with Mailey and Roxton, who both spoke the lan-
guage well, but he had to fall back upon broken English with Malone,
who could only utter still more broken Frenchin reply. He expressedhis
pleasure at their visit, as only a graceful Frenchman can, said a few
words asto the wonderful qualities of Panbek,the Galician medium, and
finally led the way downstairs to the room in which the experiments
were to be conducted. His air of vivid intelligence and penetrating saga-
city had already shown the strangers how preposterous were those the-
ories which tried to explain away his wonderful results by the supposi-
tion that he was a man who was the easy victim of impostors.

Descending a winding stair they found themselvesin a large chamber
which looked at first glance like a chemical laboratory, for shelvesfull of
bottles, retorts, test-tubes, scalesand other apparatus lined the walls. It
was more elegantly furnished, however, than a mere workshop, and a
large massive oak table occupied the centre of the room with a fringe of
comfortable chairs. At one end of the room was a large portrait of Pro-
fessor Crookes, which was flanked by a second of Lombroso, while
between them was a remarkable picture of one of Eusapia Palladino's
seances.Round the table there was gathered a group of men who were
talking in low tones, too much absorbed in their own conversation to
take much notice of the newcomers.

"Three of these are distinguished visitors like yourselves," said Dr.
Maupuis. "Two others are my laboratory assistants,Dr. Sauvageand Dr.
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