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Since these papers have been put into my hands to edit, I will begin
by reminding the public of the sad loss of the steamship Stratford, which
started a year ago on a voyage for the purpose of oceanography and the
study of deep-sea life. The expedition had been organized by Dr.Maracot,
the famous author of Pseudo-Coralline Formations and The Morphology
of the Lamellibranchs.! Dr.Maracot had with him Mr.Cyrus Headley,
formerly assistant at the Zoological Institute of Cambridge, Massachusetts,
and at the time of the voyage Rhodes Scholar at Oxford. Captain Howie,
an experienced navigator, was in charge of the vessel, and there was a
crew of twenty-three men, including an American mechanic from the
Merribank Works, Philadelphia.

This whole party has utterly disappeared, and the only word ever
heard of the ill-fated steamer was from the report of a Norwegian barque
which actually saw a ship, closely corresponding with her description, go
down in the great gale of the autumn of 1926. A lifeboat marked Stratford
was found later in the neighbourhood of the tragedy, together with some
deck gratings, a lifebuoy, and a spar. This, coupled with the long silence,
seemed to make it absolutely sure that the vessel and her crew would
never be heard of more. Her fate is rendered more certain by the strange
wireless message received at the time, which, though incomprehensible in
parts, left little doubt as to the fate of the vessel. This I will quote later.

There were some remarkable points about the voyage of the
Stratford which caused comment at the time. One was the curious secrecy
observed by Professor Maracot. He was famous for his dislike and distrust
of the Press, but it was pushed to an extreme upon this occasion, when he
would neither give information to reporters nor would he permit the
representative of any paper to set foot in the vessel during the weeks that it
lay in the Albert Dock. There were rumours abroad of some curious and
novel construction of the ship which would fit it for deep-sea work, and
these rumours were confirmed from the yard of Hunter and Company of
West Hartlepool, where the structural changes had actually been carried
out. It was at one time said that the whole bottom of the vessel was
detachable, a report which attracted the attention of the underwriters at
Lloyd’s, who were, with some difficulty, satisfied upon the point. The
matter was soon forgotten, but it assumes an importance now when the
fate of the expedition has been brought once more in so extraordinary a
manner to the notice of the public.

So much for the beginning of the voyage of the Stratford. There are
now four documents which cover the facts so far as they are known. The



first is the letter which was written by Mr.Cyrus Headley, from the capital
of the Grand Canary, to his friend, Sir James Talbot, of Trinity College,
Oxford, upon the only occasion, so far as is known, when the Stratford
touched land after leaving the Thames. The second is the strange wireless
call to which I have alluded. The third is that portion of the log of the
Arabella Knowles which deals with the vitreous ball. The fourth and last is
the amazing contents of that receptacle, which either represent a most
cruel and complex mystification, or else open up a fresh chapter in human
experience the importance of which cannot be exaggerated. With this
preamble I will now give Mr.Headley’s letter, which I owe to the courtesy
of Sir James Talbot, and which has not previously been published. It is
dated October 1st, 1926.

“I am mailing this, my dear Talbot, from Porta de la Luz, where we
have put in for a few days of rest. My principal companion in the voyage
has been Bill Scanlan, the head mechanic, who, as a fellow-countryman
and also as a very entertaining character, has become my natural associate.
However, I am alone this morning as he has what he describes as “a date
with a skirt.”? You see, he talks as Englishmen expect every real
American to talk. He would be accepted as the true breed. The mere force
of suggestion makes me “guess” and “reckon” when I am with my English
friends. I feel that they would never really understand that I was a Yankee
if I did not. However, I am not on those terms with you, so let me assure
you right now that you will not find anything but pure Oxford in the
epistle which I am now mailing to you.

You met Maracot at the Mitre, so you know the dry chip of man
that he is. I told you, I think, how he came to pitch upon me for the job. He
inquired from old Somerville of the Zoological Institute, who sent him my
prize essay on the pelagic crabs, and that did the trick. Of course, it is
splendid to be on such a congenial errand, but I wish it wasn’t with such
an animated mummy as Maracot. He is inhuman in his isolation and his
devotion to his work. “The world’s stiffest stiff,”> says Bill Scanlan. And
yet you can’t but admire such complete devotion. Nothing exists outside
his own science. I remember that you laughed when I asked him what I
ought to read as a preparation, and he said that for serious study I should
read the collected edition of his own works, but for relaxation Haeckel’s
Plankton-Studien

I know him no better now than I did in that little parlour looking
out on the Oxford High. He says nothing, and his gaunt, austere face — the
face of a Savonarola,® or rather, perhaps, of a Torquemada® — never
relapses into geniality. The long, thin, aggressive nose, the two small
gleaming grey eyes set closely together under a thatch of eyebrows, the
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thin-lipped, compressed mouth, the cheeks worn into hollows by constant
thought and ascetic life, are all uncompanionable. He lives on some mental
mountain-top, out of reach of ordinary mortals. Sometimes I think he is a
little mad. For example, this extraordinary instrument that he has made...
but I’11 tell things in their due order and then you can judge for yourself.

I’1l take our voyage from the start. The Stratford is a fine seaworthy
little boat, specially fitted for her job. She is twelve hundred tons, with
clear decks and a good broad beam, furnished with every possible
appliance for sounding, trawling, dredging, and tow-netting. She has, of
course, powerful steam winches for hauling in the trawls, and a number of
other gadgets of various kinds, some of which are familiar enough, and
some are strange. Below these are comfortable quarters with a well-fitted
laboratory for our special studies.

We had the reputation of being a mystery ship before we started,
and I soon found that it was not undeserved. Our first proceedings were
commonplace enough. We took a turn up the North Sea and dropped our
trails for a scrape or two, but, as the average depth is not much over sixty
feet and we were specially fitted for very deep-sea work, it seemed rather
a waste of time. Anyhow, save for familiar table fish, dog-fish, squids,
jellyfish, and some terrigenous bottom deposits of the usual alluvial clay-
mud, we got nothing worth writing home about. Then we rounded
Scotland, sighted the Faroes, and came down the Wyville-Thomson Ridge,
where we had better luck. Thence we worked South to our proper cruising-
ground, which was between the African coast and these islands. We nearly
grounded on Fuert-Eventura one moonless night, but save for that our
voyage was uneventful.

During these first weeks I tried to make friends with Maracot, but it
was not easy work. First of all, he is the most absorbed and absent-minded
man in the world. You will remember how you smiled when he gave the
elevator boy a penny under the impression that he was in a street car. Half
the time he is utterly lost in his thoughts, and seems hardly aware of where
he is or what he is doing. Then in the second place he is secretive to the
last degree. He is continually working at papers and charts, which he
shuffles away when I happen to enter the cabin. It is my firm belief that
the man has some secret project in his mind, but that so long as we are due
to touch at any port he will keep it to himself. That is the impression
which I have received, and I find that Bill Scanlan is of the same opinion.

“Say, Mr.Headley,” said he one evening, when I was seated in the
laboratory testing out the salinity of samples from our hydrographic
soundings, “what d’you figure out that this guy has in his mind? What
d’you reckon that he means to do?”

“I suppose,” said I, “that we shall do what the Challenger and a
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dozen other exploring ships have done before us, and add a few more
species to the list of fish and a few more entries to the bathymetric chart.”

“Not on your life,” said he. “If that’s your opinion you’ve got to
guess again. First of all, what am I here for, anyhow?”

“In case the machinery goes wrong,” I hazarded.

“Machinery nothing! The ship’s machinery is in charge of
MacLaren, the Scotch engineer. No, sir, it wasn’t to run a donkey-engine
that the Merribank folk sent out their star performer. If I pull down fifty
bucks a week it’s not for nix. Come here, and I’ll make you wise to it.”

He took a key from his pocket and opened a door at the back of the
laboratory which led us down a companion ladder to a section of the hold
which was cleared right across save for four large glittering objects half-
exposed amid the straw of their huge packing-cases. They were flat sheets
of steel with elaborate bolts and rivets along the edges. Each sheet was
about ten foot square and an inch and a half thick, with a circular gap of
eighteen inches in the middle.

“What in thunder is it?” I asked.

Bill Scanlan’s queer face — he looks half-way between a vaudeville
comic and a prize-fighter — broke into a grin at my astonishment.

“That’s my baby, sir,” he quoted. “Yes, Mr.Headley, that’s what 1
am here for. There is a steel bottom to the thing. It’s in that big case
yonder. Then there is a top, kind of arched, and a great ring for a chain or
rope. Now, look here at the bottom of the ship.”

There was a square wooden platform there, with projecting screws
at each corner which showed that it was detachable.

“There is a double bottom,” said Scanlan. “It may be that this guy
is clean loco,’ or it may be that he has more in his block than we know,
but if I read him right he means to build up a kind of room — the windows
are in storage here — and lower it through the bottom of the ship. He’s got
electric searchlights here, and I allow that he plans to shine ‘em through
the round portholes and see what’s goin’ on around.”

“He could have put a crystal sheet into the ship, like the Catalina
Island boats,8 if that was all that was in his mind,” said L.

“You’ve said a mouthful,” said Bill Scanlan, scratching his head. “I
can’t figger it out nohow. The only one sure thing is, that I’ve been sent to
be under his orders and to help him with the darn fool thing all I can. He
has said nothin’ up to now, so I’ve said the same, but I’ll just snoop
around, and if I wait long enough I’ll learn all there is to know.”

So that was how I first got on to the edge of our mystery. We ran
into some dirty weather after that, and then we got to work doing some
deep-sea trawling north-west of Cape Juba, just outside the Continental
Slope, and taking temperature readings and salinity records. It’s a sporting
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proposition, this deep-sea dragging with a Peterson otter trawl gaping
twenty foot wide for everything that comes its way — sometimes down a
quarter of a mile and bringing up one lot of fish, sometimes half a mile
and quite a different lot, every stratum of ocean with its own inhabitants as
separate as so many continents. Sometimes from the bottom we would just
bring up half a ton of clear pink jelly, the raw material of life, or, maybe, it
would be a scoop of pteropod ooze, breaking up under the microscope into
millions of tiny round reticulated balls with amorphous mud between. I
won’t bore you with all the brotulids and macrurids, the ascidians and
holothurians, and polyzoa and echinoderms — anyhow, you can reckon that
there is a great harvest in the sea, and that we have been diligent reapers.
But always I had the same feeling that the heart of Maracot was not in the
job, and that other plans were in that queer high, narrow Egyptian mummy
of a head. It all seemed to me to be a try-out of men and things until the
real business got going.

I'had got as far as this in my letter when I went ashore to have a last
stretch, for we sail in the early morning. It’s as well, perhaps, that I did go,
for there was no end of a barney going on upon the pier, with Maracot and
Bill Scanlan right in the heart of it. Bill is a bit of a scrapper, and has what
he calls a mean wallop in both mitts,” but with half-a-dozen Dagoes with
knives all round them things looked ugly, and it was time that I butted in.
It seems that the Doctor had hired one of the things they call cabs, and had
driven half over the island inspecting the geology, but had clean forgotten
that he had no money on him. When it came to paying, he could not make
these country hicks understand, and the cabman had grabbed his watch so
as to make sure. That brought Bill Scanlan into action, and they would
have both been on the floor with their backs like pincushions if I had not
squared the matter up, with a dollar or two over for the driver and a five-
dollar bonus for the chap with the mouse under his eye. So all ended well,
and Maracot was more human than ever I saw him yet. When we got to
the ship he called me into the little cabin which he reserves for himself and
he thanked me.

“By the way, Mr.Headley,” he said, “I understand that you are not a
married man?”

“No,” said I, “I am not.”

“No one depending upon you?”

“No.”

“Good!” said he. “I have not spoken of the object of this voyage
because I have, for my own reasons, desired it to be secret. One of those
reasons was that I feared to be forestalled. When scientific plans get about
one may be served as Scott was served by Amundsen. Had Scott kept his
counsel as I have done, it would be he and not Amundsen who would have
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been the first at the South Pole. For my part, I have quite as important a
destination as the South Pole, and so I have been silent. But now we are on
the eve of our great adventure and no rival has time to steal my plans.
Tomorrow we start for our real goal.”

“And what is that?” I asked.

He leaned forward, his ascetic face all lit up with the enthusiasm of
the fanatic.

“Our goal,” said he, “is the bottom of the Atlantic Ocean.”

And right here I ought to stop, for I expect it has taken away your
breath as it did mine. If I were a story-writer, I guess I should leave it at
that. But as I am just a chronicler of what occurred, I may tell you that I
stayed another hour in the cabin of old man Maracot, and that I learned a
lot, which there is still just time for me to tell you before the last shore
boat leaves.

“Yes, young man,” said he, “you may write freely now, for by the
time your letter reaches England we shall have made the plunge.”

This started him sniggering, for he has a queer dry sense of humour
of his own.

“Yes, sir, the plunge is the right word on this occasion, a plunge
which will be historic in the annals of Science. Let me tell you, in the first
place, that I am well convinced that the current doctrine as to the extreme
pressure of the ocean at great depths is entirely misleading. It is perfectly
clear that other factors exist which neutralize the effect, though I am not
yet prepared to say what those factors may be. That is one of the problems
which we may settle. Now, what pressure, may I ask, have you been led to
expect under a mile of water?” He glowered at me through his big horn
spectacles.

“Not less than a ton to the square inch,” I answered. “Surely that
has been clearly shown.”

“The task of the pioneer has always been to disprove the thing
which has been clearly shown. Use your brains, young man. You have
been for the last month fishing up some of the most delicate Bathic forms
of life, creatures so delicate that you could hardly transfer them from the
net to the tank without marring their sensitive shapes. Did you find that
there was evidence upon them of this extreme pressure?”

“The pressure,” said I, “equalized itself. It was the same within as
without.”

“Words — mere words!” he cried, shaking his lean head impatiently.
“You have brought up round fish, such fish as Gastrostomus globulus.
Would they not have been squeezed flat had the pressure been as you
imagine? Or look at our otter-boards. They are not squeezed together at
the mouth of the trawl.”
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“But the experience of divers?”

“Certainly it holds good up to a point. They do find a sufficient
increase of pressure to influence what is perhaps the most sensitive organ
of the body, the interior of the ear.!0 But as I plan it, we shall not be
exposed to any pressure at all. We shall be lowered in a steel cage with
crystal windows on each side for observation. If the pressure is not strong
enough to break in an inch and a half of toughened double-nickelled steel,
then it cannot hurt us. It is an extension of the experiment of the
Williamson Brothers at Nassau, with which no doubt you are familiar. If
my calculation is wrong — well, you say that no one is dependent upon
you. We shall die in a great adventure. Of course, if you would rather
stand clear, I can go alone.”

It seemed to me the maddest kind of scheme, and yet you know
how difficult it is to refuse a dare. I played for time while I thought it over.

“How deep do you propose to go, sir?” I asked.

He had a chart pinned upon the table, and he placed the end of his
compasses upon a point which lies to the south-west of the Canaries.

“Last year I did some sounding in this part,” said he. “There is a pit
of great depth. We got twenty-five thousand feet there. I was the first to
report it. Indeed, I trust that you will find it on the charts of the future as
the ‘Maracot Deep.’”

“But, good God, sir!” I cried, “you don’t propose to descend into an
abyss like that?”

“No, no,” he answered, smiling. “Neither our lowering chain nor
our air tubes reach beyond half a mile. But I was going to explain to you
that round this deep crevass, which has no doubt been formed by volcanic
forces long ago, there is a raised ridge or narrow plateau, which is not
more than three hundred fathoms under the surface.”!!

“Three hundred fathoms! A third of a mile!”

“Yes, roughly a third of a mile. It is my present intention that we
shall be lowered in our little pressure-proof look-out station on to this
submarine bank. There we shall make such observations as we can. A
speaking-tube will connect us with the ship so that we can give our
directions. There should be no difficulty in the matter. When we wish to
be hauled up we have only to say so.”

“And the air?”

“Will be pumped down to us.”

“But it will be pitch-dark.”

“That, 1 fear, is undoubtedly true. The experiments of Fol and
Sarasin at the Lake of Geneva show that even the ultra-violet rays are
absent at that depth. But does it matter? We shall be provided with the
powerful electric illumination from the ship’s engines, supplemented by
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six two-volt Hellesens dry cells connected together so as to give a current
of twelve volts. That, with a Lucas army signalling lamp as a movable
reflector, should serve our turn. Any other difficulties?

“If our air lines tangle?”

“They won’t tangle. And as a reserve we have compressed air in
tubes which would last us twenty-four hours. Well, have I satisfied you?
Will you come?”

It was not an easy decision. The brain works quickly and
imagination is a mighty vivid thing. I seemed to realize that black box
down in the primeval depths, to feel the foul twice-breathed air, and then
to see the walls sagging, bulging inwards, rending at the joints with the
water spouting in at every rivet-hole and crevice and crawling up from
below. It was a slow, dreadful death to die. But I looked up, and there
were the old man’s fiery eyes fixed upon me with the exaltation of a
martyr to Science. It’s catching, that sort of enthusiasm, and if it be crazy,
it is at least noble and unselfish. I caught fire from his great flame, and I
sprang to my feet with my hand out.

“Doctor, I'm with you to the end,” said I.

“I knew it,” said he. “It was not for your smattering of learning that
I picked you, my young friend, nor,” he added, smiling, “for your intimate
acquaintance with the pelagic crabs. There are other qualities which may
be more immediately useful, and they are loyalty and courage.”

So with that little bit of sugar I was dismissed, with my future
pledged and my whole scheme of life in ruins. Well, the last shore boat is
leaving. They are calling for the mail. You will either not hear from me
again, my dear Talbot, or you will get a letter worth reading. If you don’t
hear you can have a floating headstone and drop it somewhere south of the
Canaries with the inscription:

“Here, or Hereabouts, lies all that the fishes have left of my friend,
“Cyrus J.Headley.”

The second document in the case is the unintelligible wireless
message which was intercepted by several vessels, including the Royal
Mail steamer Arroya. It was received at 3 p.m. October 3rd, 1926, which
shows that it was dispatched only two days after the Stratford left the
Grand Canary, as shown in the previous letter, and it corresponds roughly
with the time when the Norwegian barque saw a steamer founder in a
cyclone two hundred miles to the south-west of Porta de la Luz. It ran
thus:

“Blown on our beam ends. Fear position hopeless. Have already
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lost Maracot, Headley, Scanlan. Situation incomprehensible. Headley
handkerchief end of deep sea sounding wire. God help us!
“S.S. STRATFORD.”

This was the last, incoherent message which came from the ill-fated
vessel, and part of it was so strange that it was put down to delirium on the
part of the operator. It seemed, however, to leave no doubt as to the fate of
the ship.

The explanation — if it can be accepted as an explanation — of the
matter is to be found in the narrative concealed inside the vitreous ball,
and first it would be as well to amplify the very brief account which has
hitherto appeared in the Press of the finding of the ball. I take it verbatim
from the log of the Arabella Knowles, master Amos Green, outward bound
with coals from Cardiff to Buenos Aires:

“Wednesday, Jan. 5th, 1927. Lat. 27.14, Long. 28 West. Calm
weather. Blue sky with low banks of cirrus clouds. Sea like glass. At two
bells of the middle watch the first officer reported that he had seen a
shining object bound high out of the sea, and then fall back into it. His first
impression was that it was some strange fish, but on examination with his
glasses he observed that it was a silvery globe, or ball, which was so light
that it lay, rather than floated, on the surface of the water. I was called and
saw it, as large as a football, gleaming brightly about half a mile off on our
starboard beam. I stopped the engines and called away the quarter-boat
under the second mate, who picked the thing up and brought it aboard.

“On examination it proved to be a ball made of some sort of very
tough glass, and filled with a substance so light that when it was tossed in
the air it wavered about like a child’s balloon. It was nearly transparent,
and we could see what looked like a roll of paper inside it. The material
was so tough, however, that we had the greatest possible difficulty in
breaking the ball open and getting at the contents. A hammer would not
crack it, and it was only when the chief engineer nipped it in the throw of
the engine that we were able to smash it. Then I am sorry to say that it
dissolved into sparkling dust, so that it was impossible to collect any good-
sized piece for examination. We got the paper, however, and, having
examined it and concluded that it was of great importance, we laid it aside
with the intention of handing it over to the British Consul when we
reached the Plate River. Man and boy, I have been at sea for five-and-
thirty years, but this is the strangest thing that ever befell me, and so says
every man aboard this ship. I leave the meaning of it all to wiser heads
than mine.”
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So much for the genesis of the narrative of Cyrus J.Headley, which
we will now give exactly as written:

“Whom am I writing to? Well, I suppose I may say to the whole
wide world, but as that is rather a vague address I’ll aim at my friend Sir
James Talbot, of Oxford University, for the reason that my last letter was
to him and this may be regarded as a continuation. I expect the odds are a
hundred to one that this ball, even if it should see the light of day and not
be gulped by a shark in passing, will toss about on the waves and never
catch the eye of the passing sailor, and yet it’s worth trying, and Maracot
is sending up another, so, between us, it may be that we shall get our
wonderful story to the world. Whether the world will believe it is another
matter, I guess, but when folk look at the ball with its vitrine cover and
note its contents of levigen gas, they with surely see for themselves that
there is something here that is out of the ordinary. You at any rate, Talbot,
will not throw it aside unread.

If anyone wants to know how the thing began, and what we were
trying to do, he can find it all in a letter I wrote you on October 1st last
year, the night before we left Porta de la Luz. By George! If I had known
what was in store for us, I think I should have sneaked into a shore boat
that night. And yet — well, maybe, even with my eyes open I would have
stood by the Doctor and seen it through. On second thoughts I have not a
doubt that I would.

Well, starting from the day that we left Grand Canary I will carry
on with my experiences.

The moment we were clear of the port, old man Maracot fairly
broke into flames. The time for action had come at last and all the
damped-down energy of the man came flaring up. I tell you he took hold
of that ship and of everyone and everything in it, and bent it all to his will.
The dry, creaking, absent-minded scholar had suddenly vanished, and
instead there emerged a human electrical machine, crackling with vitality
and quivering from the great driving force within. His eyes gleamed
behind his glasses like flames in a lantern. He seemed to be everywhere at
once, working out distances on his chart, comparing reckonings with the
skipper, driving Bill Scanlan along, setting me on to a hundred odd jobs,
but it was all full of method and with a definite end. He developed an
unexpected knowledge of electricity and of mechanics and spent much of
his time working at the machinery which Scanlan, under his supervision,
was now carefully piecing together.

“Say, Mr.Headley, it’s just dandy,” said Bill, on the morning of the
second day. “Come in here and have a look. The Doc is a regular fellow
and a whale of a slick mechanic.”
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I had a most unpleasant impression that it was my own coffin at
which I was gazing, but, even so, I had to admit that it was a very adequate
mausoleum. The floor had been clamped to the four steel walls, and the
porthole windows screwed into the centre of each. A small trap-door at the
top gave admission, and there was a second one at the base. The steel cage
was supported by a thin but very powerful steel hawser, which ran over a
drum, and was paid out or rolled in by the strong engine which we used
for our deep-sea trawls. The hawser, as I understood, was nearly half a
mile in length, the slack of it coiled round bollards on the deck. The rubber
breathing-tubes were of the same length, and the telephone wire was
connected with them, and also the wire by which the electric lights within
could be operated from the ship’s batteries, though we had an independent
instalment as well.

It was on the evening of that day that the engines were stopped. The
glass was low, and a thick black cloud rising upon the horizon gave
warning of coming trouble. The only ship in sight was a barque flying the
Norwegian colours, and we observed that it was reefed down, as if
expecting trouble. For the moment, however, all was propitious and the
Stratford rolled gently upon a deep blue ocean, white-capped here and
there from the breath of the trade wind. Bill Scanlan came to me in my
laboratory with more show of excitement than his easy-going temperament
had ever permitted him to show.

“Look it here, Mr.Headley,” said he, “they’ve lowered that
contraption into a well in the bottom of the ship. D’you figure that the
Boss is going down in it?”

“Certain sure, Bill. And I am going with him.”

“Well, well, you are sure bughouse, the two of you, to think of such
a thing. But I’d feel a cheap skate if I let you go alone.”

“It is no business of yours, Bill.”

“Well, I just feel that it is. Sure, I’d be as yellow as a Chink with
the jaundice if I let you go alone.!2 Merribanks sent me here to look after
the machinery, and if the machinery is down at the bottom of the sea, then
it’s a sure thing that it’s me for the bottom. Where those steel castings are
— that’s the address of Bill Scanlan — whether the folk round him are crazy
or no.”

It was useless to argue with him, so one more was added to our
little suicide club and we just waited for our orders.

All night they were hard at work upon the fittings, and it was after
an early breakfast that we descended into the hold ready for our adventure.
The steel cage had been half lowered into the false bottom, and we now
descended one by one through the upper trap-door, which was closed and
screwed down behind us, Captain Howie with a most lugubrious face
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having shaken hands with each of us as we passed him. We were then
lowered a few more feet, the shutter drawn above our heads, and the water
admitted to test how far we were really seaworthy. The cage stood the trial
well, every joint fitted exactly, and there was no sign of any leakage. Then
the lower flap in the hold was loosened and we hung suspended in the
ocean beneath the level of the keel.

It was really a very snug little room, and I marvelled at the skill and
foresight with which everything had been arranged. The electric
illumination had not been turned on, but the semi-tropical sun shone
brightly through the bottle-green water at either porthole. Some small fish
were flickering here and there, streaks of silver against the green
background. Inside there was a settee round the little room, with a
bathymetric dial, a thermometer, and other instruments ranged above it.
Beneath the settee was a row of pipes which represented our reserve
supply of compressed air in case the tubes should fail us. Those tubes
opened out above our heads, and the telephonic apparatus hung beside
them. We could all hear the mournful voice of the captain outside.

“Are you really determined to go?” he asked.

“We are quite all right,” the Doctor answered, impatiently. “You
will lower slowly and have someone at the receiver all the time. I will
report conditions. When we reach the bottom, remain as you are until I
give instructions. It will not do to put too much strain upon the hawser, but
a slow movement of a couple of knots an hour should be well within its
strength. And now ‘Lower away!”

He yelled out the two words with the scream of a lunatic. It was the
supreme moment of his life, the fruition of all his brooding dreams. For an
instant I was shaken by the thought that we were really in the power of a
cunning, plausible monomaniac. Bill Scanlan had the same thought, for he
looked across at me with a rueful grin and touched his forehead. But after
that one wild outburst our leader was instantly his sober, self-contained
self once more. Indeed, one had but to look at the order and forethought
which showed itself in every detail around us to be reassured as to the
power of his mind.

But now all our attention was diverted to the wonderful new
experience which every instant was providing. Slowly the cage was
sinking into the depths of the ocean. Light green water turned to dark
olive. That again deepened into a wonderful blue, a rich deep blue
gradually thickening to a dusky purple. Lower and lower we sank — a
hundred feet, two hundred feet, three hundred. The valves were acting to
perfection. Our breathing was as free and natural as upon the deck of the
vessel. Slowly the bathymeter needle moved round the luminous dial. Four
hundred, five hundred, six hundred. “How are you?” roared an anxious
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voice from above us.

“Nothing could be better,” cried Maracot in reply. But the light was
failing. There was now only a dim grey twilight which rapidly changed to
utter darkness. “Stop her!” shouted our leader. We ceased to move and
hung suspended at seven hundred feet below the surface of the ocean. 1
heard the click of the switch, and the next instant we were flooded with
glorious golden light which poured out through each of our side windows
and sent long glimmering vistas into the waste of waters round us. With
our faces against the thick glass, each at our own porthole, we gazed out
into such a prospect as man had never seen.

Up to now we had known these strata by the sight of the few fish
which had been too slow to avoid our clumsy trawl, or too stupid to escape
a drag-net. Now we saw the wonderful world of water as it really was. If
the object of creation was the production of man, it is strange that the
ocean is so much more populous than the land. Broadway on Saturday
night, Lombard Street on a week-day afternoon, are not more crowded
than the great sea spaces which lay before us. We had passed those surface
strata where fish are either colourless or of the true maritime tints of
ultramarine above and silver below. Here there were creatures of every
conceivable tint and form which pelagic life can show. Delicate
leptocephali or eel larva shot like streaks of burnished silver across the
tunnel of radiance. The slow snake-like form of muroena, the deep-sea
lamprey, writhed and twisted by, or the black ceratia, all spikes and
mouth, gaped foolishly back at our peering faces. Sometimes it was the
squat cuttle-fish which drifted across and glanced at us with human
sinister eyes, sometimes it was some crystal-clear pelagic form of life,
cystoma or glaucus, which lent a flower-like charm to the scene. One huge
caranx, or horse mackerel, butted savagely again and again against our
window until the dark shadow of a seven-foot shark came across him, and
he vanished into the gaping jaws. Dr.Maracot sat entranced, his notebook
upon his knee, scribbling down his observations and keeping up a
muttered monologue of scientific comment. “What’s that? What’s that?” [
would hear. “Yes, yes, Chimoera mirabilis'3 as taken by the Michael Sars.
Dear me, there is lepidion, but a new species as I should judge. Observe
that macrurus, Mr.Headley; its colouring is quite different to what we get
in the net.” Once only was he taken quite aback. It was when a long oval
object shot with great speed past his window from above, and left a
vibrating tail behind it which extended as far as we could see above us and
below. I admit that I was as puzzled for the moment as the Doctor, and it
was Bill Scanlan who solved the mystery.

“I guess that boob, John Sweeney, has heaved his lead alongside of
us. Kind of a joke, maybe, to prevent us from feeling lonesome.”
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“To be sure! To be sure!” said Maracot, sniggering. “Plumbus
longicaudatus — a new genus, Mr.Headley, with a piano-wire tail and lead
in its nose. But, indeed, it is very necessary they should take soundings so
as to keep above the bank, which is circumscribed in size. All well,
Captain!” he shouted. “You may drop us down.”

And down we went. Dr.Maracot turned off the electric light and all
was pitch-darkness once more save for the bathymeter’s luminous face,
which ticked off our steady fall. There was a gentle sway, but otherwise
we were hardly conscious of any motion. Only that moving hand upon the
dial told us of our terrific, our inconceivable, position. Now we were at the
thousand-foot level, and the air had become distinctly foul. Scanlan oiled
the valve of the discharge tube and things were better. At fifteen hundred
feet we stopped and swung in mid-ocean with our lights blazing once
more. Some great dark mass passed us here, but whether swordfish or
deep-sea shark, or monster of unknown breed, was more than we could
determine. The Doctor hurriedly turned off the lights.

“There lies our chief danger,” said he; “there are creatures in the
deep before whose charge this steel-plated room would have as much
chance as a beehive before the rush of a rhinoceros.”

“Whales, maybe,” said Scanlan.

“Whales may sound to a great depth,” the savant answered. “A
Greenland whale has been known to take out nearly a mile of line in a
perpendicular dive. But unless hurt or badly frightened no whale would
descend so low. It may have been a giant squid. They are found at every
level.”

“Well, I guess squids are too soft to hurt us. The laugh would be
with the squid if he could claw a hole in Merribanks’ nickel steel.”

“Their bodies may be soft,” the Professor answered, “but the beak
of a large squid would sheer through a bar of iron, and one peck of that
beak might go through these inch-thick windows as if they were
parchment.”

“Gee Whittaker!” cried Bill, as we resumed our downward journey.

And then at last, quite softly and gently, we came to rest. So
delicate was the impact that we should hardly have known of it had it not
been that the light when turned on showed great coils of the hawser all
around us. The wire was a danger to our breathing tubes, for it might foul
them, and at the urgent cry of Maracot it was pulled taut from above once
more. The dial marked eighteen hundred feet. We lay motionless on a
volcanic ridge at the bottom of the Atlantic.
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I

For a time I think that we all had the same feeling. We did not want
to do anything or to see anything. We just wanted to sit quiet and try to
realize the wonder of it — that we should be resting in the plumb centre of
one of the great oceans of the world. But soon the strange scene round us,
illuminated in all directions by our lights, drew us to the windows.

We had settled upon a bed of high algae (“Cutleria multifida,” said
Maracot), the yellow fronds of which waved around us, moved by some
deep-sea current, exactly as branches would move in a summer breeze.
They were not long enough to obscure our view, though their great flat
leaves, deep golden in the light, flowed occasionally across our vision.
Beyond them lay slopes of some blackish slag-like material which were
dotted with lovely coloured creatures, holothurians, ascidians, echini, and
echinoderms, as thickly as ever an English spring-time bank was sprinkled
with hyacinths and primroses. These living flowers of the sea, vivid
scarlet, rich purple, and delicate pink, were spread in profusion upon that
coal-black background. Here and there great sponges bristled out from the
crevices of the dark rocks, and a few fish of the middle depths, themselves
showing up as flashes of colour, shot across our circle of vivid radiance.
We were gazing enraptured at the fairy scene when an anxious voice came
down the tube:

“Well, how do you like the bottom? Is all well with you? Don’t be
too long, for the glass is dropping and I don’t like the look of it. Giving
you air enough? Anything more we can do?”

“All right, Captain!” cried Maracot, cheerily. “We won’t be long.
You are nursing us well. We are quite as comfortable as in our own cabin.
Stand by presently to move us slowly forwards.”

We had come into the region of the luminous fishes, and it amused
us to turn out our own lights, and in the absolute pitch-darkness — a
darkness in which a sensitive plate can be suspended for an hour without a
trace even of the ultra-violet ray — to look out at the phosphorescent
activity of the ocean. As against a black velvet curtain one saw little points
of brilliant light moving steadily along as a liner at night might shed light
through its long line of portholes. One terrifying creature had luminous
teeth which gnashed in Biblical fashion in the outer darkness. Another had
long golden antenne, and yet another a plume of flame above its head. As
far as our vision carried, brilliant points flashed in the darkness, each little
being bent upon its own business, and lighting up its own course as surely
as the nightly taxicab at the theatre-hour in the Strand. Soon we had our
own lights up again and the Doctor was making his observations of the
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sea-bottom.

“Deep as we are, we are not deep enough to get any of the
characteristic Bathic deposits,” said he. “These are entirely beyond our
possible range. Perhaps on another occasion with a longer hawser -”

“ Cut it out!” growled Bill. “Forget it!”

Maracot smiled. “You will soon get acclimatized to the depths,
Scanlan. This will not be our only descent.”

“The Hell you say!” muttered Bill.

“You will think no more of it than of going down into the hold of
the Stratford. You will observe, Mr.Headley, that the groundwork here, so
far as we can observe it through the dense growth of hydrozoa and
silicious sponges, is pumicestone and the black slag of basalt, pointing to
ancient plutonic activities. Indeed, I am inclined to think that it confirms
my previous view that this ridge is part of a volcanic formation and that
the Maracot Deep,” he rolled out the words as if he loved them,
“represents the outer slope of the mountain. It has struck me that it would
be an interesting experiment to move our cage slowly onwards until we
come to the edge of the Deep, and see exactly what the formation may be
at that point. I should expect to find a precipice of majestic dimensions
extending downwards at a sharp angle into the extreme depths of the
ocean.”

The experiment seemed to me to be a dangerous one, for who could
say how far our thin hawser could bear the strain of lateral movement; but
with Maracot danger, either to himself or to anyone else, simply did not
exist when a scientific observation had to be made. I held my breath, and
so I observed did Bill Scanlan, when a slow movement of our steel shell,
brushing aside the waving fronts of seaweed, showed that the full strain
was upon the line. It stood it nobly, however, and with a very gentle
sweeping progression we began to glide over the bottom of the ocean,
Maracot, with a compass in the hollow of his hand, shouting his direction
as to the course to follow, and occasionally ordering the shell to be raised
so as to avoid some obstacle in our path.

“This basaltic ridge can hardly be more than a mile across,” he
explained. “I had marked the abyss as being to the west of the point where
we took our plunge. At this rate, we should certainly reach it in a very
short time.”

We slid without any check over the volcanic plain, all feathered by
the waving golden alge and made beautiful by the gorgeous jewels of
Nature’s cutting, flaming out from their setting of jet. Suddenly the Doctor
dashed to the telephone.

“Stop her!” he cried. “We are there!”

A monstrous gap had opened suddenly before us. It was a fearsome
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place, the vision of a nightmare. Black shining cliffs of basalt fell sheer
down into the unknown. Their edges were fringed with dangling laminaria
as ferns might overhang some earthly gorge, but beneath that tossing,
vibrating rim there were only the black gleaming walls of the chasm. The
rocky edge curved away from us, but the abyss might be of any breadth,
for our lights failed to penetrate the gloom which lay before us. When a
Lucas signalling lamp was turned downwards it shot out a long golden
lane of parallel beams extending down, down, down until it was quenched
in the gloom of the terrible chasm beneath us.

“It is indeed wonderful!” cried Maracot, gazing out with a pleased
proprietary expression upon his thin, eager face. “For depth I need not say
that it has often been exceeded. There is the Challenger Deep of twenty-
six thousand feet near the Ladrone Islands, the Planet Deep of thirty-two
thousand feet off the Philippines, and many others, but it is probable that
the Maracot Deep stands alone in the declivity of its descent, and is
remarkable also for its escape from the observation of so many
hydrographic explorers who have charted the Atlantic. It can hardly be
doubted -”

He had stopped in the middle of a sentence and a look of intense
interest and surprise had frozen upon his face. Bill Scanlan and I, gazing
over his shoulders, were petrified by that which met our startled eyes.

Some great creature was coming up the tunnel of light which we
had projected into the abyss. Far down where it tailed off into the darkness
of the pit we could dimly see the vague black lurchings and heavings of
some monstrous body in slow upward progression. Paddling in clumsy
fashion, it was rising with dim flickerings to the edge of the gulf. Now, as
it came nearer, it was right in the beam, and we could see its dreadful form
more clearly. It was a beast unknown to Science, and yet with an analogy
to much with which we are familiar. Too long for a huge crab and too
short for a giant lobster, it was moulded more upon the lines of the
crayfish, with two monstrous nippers outstretched on either side, and a
pair of sixteen-foot antenna which quivered in front of its black dull
sullen eyes. The carapace, light yellow in colour, may have been ten feet
across, and its total length, apart from the antenna, must have been not
less than thirty.

“Wonderful!” cried Maracot, scribbling desperately in his
notebook. “Semi-pediculated eyes, elastic lamelle, family crustacee,
species unknown. Crustaceus Maracoti — why not? Why not?”

“By gosh, I’ll pass its name, but it seems to me it’s coming our
way!” cried Bill. “Say, Doc, what about putting our light out?”

“Just one moment while I note the reticulations!” cried the
naturalist. “Yes, yes, that will do.” He clicked off the switch and we were
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back in our inky darkness, with only the darting lights outside like meteors
on a moonless night.

“That beast is sure the world’s worst,” said Bill, wiping his
forehead. “I felt like the morning after a bottle of Prohibition Hoosh.”14

“It is certainly terrible to look at,” Maracot remarked, “and perhaps
terrible to deal with also if we were really exposed to those monstrous
claws. But inside our steel case we can afford to examine him in safety
and at our ease.”

He had hardly spoken when there came a rap as from a pickaxe
upon our outer wall. Then there was a long-drawn rasping and scratching,
ending in another sharp rap.

“Say, he wants to come in!” cried Bill Scanlan in alarm. “By gosh!
we want ‘No Admission’ painted on this shack.” His shaking voice
showed how forced was his merriment, and I confess that my own knees
were knocking together as I was aware of the stealthy monster closing up
with an even blacker darkness each of our windows in succession, as he
explored this strange shell which, could he but crack it, might contain his
food.

“He can’t hurt us,” said Maracot, but there was less assurance in his
tone. “Maybe it would be as well to shake the brute off.” He hailed the
Captain up the tube.

“Pull us up twenty or thirty feet,” he cried.

A few seconds later we rose from the lava plain and swung gently
in the still water. But the terrible beast was pertinacious. After a very short
interval we heard once more the raspings of his feelers and the sharp
tappings of his claws as he felt us round. It was terrible to sit silently in the
dark and know that death was so near. If that mighty claw fell upon the
window, would it stand the strain? That was the unspoken question in each
of our minds.

But suddenly an unexpected and more urgent danger presented
itself. The tappings had gone to the roof of our little dwelling, and now we
began to sway with a thythmic movement to and fro.

“Good God!” I cried. “It has hold of the hawser. It will surely snap
it.”

“Say, Doc, it’s mine for the surface. I guess we’ve seen what we
came to see, and it’s home, sweet home for Bill Scanlan. Ring up the
elevator and get her going.”

“But our work is not half done,” croaked Maracot. “We have only
begun to explore the edges of the Deep. Let us at least see how broad it is.
When we have reached the other side I shall be content to return.” Then up
the tube: “All well, Captain. Move on at two knots until I call for a stop.”

We moved slowly out over the edge of the abyss. Since darkness
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had not saved us from attack we now turned on our lights. One of the
portholes was entirely obscured by what appeared to be the creature’s
lower stomach. Its head and its great nippers were at work above us, and
we still swayed like a clanging bell. The strength of the beast must have
been enormous. Were ever mortals placed in such a situation, with five
miles of water beneath — and that deadly monster above? The oscillations
became more and more violent. An excited shout came down the tube
from the Captain as he became aware of the jerks upon the hawser, and
Maracot sprang to his feet with his hands thrown upwards in despair. Even
within the shell we were aware of the jar of the broken wires, and an
instant later we were falling into the mighty gulf beneath us.

As I'look back at that awful moment I can remember hearing a wild
cry from Maracot.

“The hawser has parted! You can do nothing! We are all dead
men!” he yelled, grabbing at the telephone tube, and then, “Good-bye,
Captain, good-bye to all.” They were our last words to the world of men.

We did not fall swiftly down, as you might have imagined. In spite
of our weight our hollow shell gave us some sustaining buoyancy, and we
sank slowly and gently into the abyss. I heard the long scrape as we slid
through the claws of the horrible creature who had been our ruin, and then
with a smooth gyration we went circling downwards into the abysmal
depths. It may have been fully five minutes, and it seemed like an hour,
before we reached the limit of our telephone wire and snapped it like a
thread. Our air tube broke off at almost the same moment and the salt
water came spouting through the vents. With quick, deft hands Bill
Scanlan tied cords round each of the rubber tubes and so stopped the
inrush, while the Doctor released the top of our compressed air which
came hissing forth from the tubes. The lights had gone out when the wire
snapped, but even in the dark the Doctor was able to connect up the
Hellesens dry cells which lit a number of lamps in the roof.

“It should last us a week,” he said, with a wry smile. “We shall at
least have light to die in.” Then he shook his head sadly and a kindly smile
came over his gaunt features. “It is all right for me. I am an old man and
have done my work in the world. My one regret is that I should have
allowed you two young fellows to come with me. I should have taken the
risk alone.”

I simply shook his hand in reassurance, for indeed there was
nothing I could say. Bill Scanlan, too, was silent. Slowly we sank, marking
our pace by the dark fish shadows which flitted past our windows. It
seemed as if they were flying upwards rather than that we were sinking
down. We still oscillated, and there was nothing so far as I could see to
prevent us from falling on our side, or even turning upside down. Our

122
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weight, however, was, fortunately, very evenly balanced and we kept a
level floor. Glancing up at the bathymeter I saw that we had already
reached the depth of a mile.

“You see, it is as I said,” remarked Maracot with some
complacency. “You may have seen my paper in the Proceedings of the
Oceanographical Society upon the relation of pressure and depth. I wish I
could get one word back to the world, if only to confute Bulow of Giessen,
who ventured to contradict me.”

“My gosh! If I could get a word back to the world I wouldn’t waste
it on a square-head highbrow,” said the mechanic. “There is a little wren in
Philadelphia that will have tears in her pretty eyes when she hears that Bill
Scanlan has passed out. Well, it sure does seem a dumm queer way of
doing it, anyhow.”

“You should never have come,” I said, putting my hand on his.

“What sort of tin-horn sport should I have been if I had quitted?” he
answered. “No, it’s my job, and I am glad I stuck it.”

“How long have we?” I asked the Doctor, after a pause.

He shrugged his shoulders.

“We shall have time to see the real bottom of the ocean, anyhow,”
said he. “There is air enough in our tubes for the best part of a day. Our
trouble is with the waste products. That is what is going to choke us. If we
could get rid of our carbon dioxide -”

“That I can see is impossible.”

“There is one tube of pure oxygen. I put it in in case of accidents. A
little of that from time to time will help to keep us alive. You will observe
that we are now more than two miles deep.”

“Why should we try to keep ourselves alive? The sooner it is over
the better,” said 1.

“That’s the dope,” cried Scanlan. “Cut loose and have done with
it.”

“And miss the most wonderful sight that man’s eye has ever seen!”
said Maracot. “It would be treason to Science. Let us record facts to the
end, even if they should be for ever buried with our bodies. Play the game
out.”

“Some sport, the Doc!” cried Scanlan. “I guess he has the best guts
of the bunch.!3 Let us see the spiel to an end.”

We sat patiently on the settee, the three of us, gripping the edges of
it with strained fingers as it swayed and rocked, while the fishes still
flashed swiftly upwards athwart the portholes.

“It is now three miles,” remarked Maracot. “I will turn on the
oxygen, Mr.Headley, for it is certainly very close. There is one thing,” he
added, with his dry, cackling laugh, “it will certainly be the Maracot Deep
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from this time onwards. When Captain Howie takes back the news my
colleagues will see to it that my grave is also my monument. Even Bulow
of Giessen -” He babbled on about some unintelligible scientific
grievance.

We sat in silence again, watching the needle as it crawled on to its
fourth mile. At one point we struck something heavy, which shook us so
violently that I feared that we would turn upon our side. It may have been
a huge fish, or conceivably we may have bumped upon some projection of
the cliff over the edge of which we had been precipitated. That edge had
seemed to us at the time to be such a wondrous depth, and now looking
back at it from our dreadful abyss it might almost have been the surface.
Still we swirled and circled lower and lower through the dark green waste
of waters. Twenty-five thousand feet now was registered upon the dial.

“We are nearly at our journey’s end,” said Maracot. “My Scott’s
recorder gave me twenty-six thousand seven hundred last year at the
deepest point. We shall know our fate within a few minutes. It may be that
the shock will crush us. It may be -”

And at that moment we landed.

There was never a babe lowered by its mother on to a feather-bed
who nestled down more gently than we on to the extreme bottom of the
Atlantic Ocean. The soft thick elastic ooze upon which we lit was a perfect
buffer, which saved us from the slightest jar. We hardly moved upon our
seats, and it is as well that we did not, for we had perched upon some sort
of a projecting hummock, clothed thickly with the viscous gelatinous mud,
and there we were balanced rocking gently with nearly half our base
projecting and unsupported. There was a danger that we would tip over on
our side, but finally we steadied down and remained motionless. As we
did so Dr.Maracot, staring out through his porthole, gave a cry of surprise
and hurriedly turned out our electric light.

To our amazement we could still see clearly. There was a dim,
misty light outside which streamed through our porthole, like the cold
radiance of a winter morning. We looked out at the strange scene, and with
no help from our own lights we could see clearly for some hundred yards
in each direction. It was impossible, inconceivable, but none the less the
evidence of our senses told us that it was a fact. The great ocean floor is
luminous.

“Why not?” cried Maracot, when we had stood for a minute or two
in silent wonder. “Should I not have foreseen it? What is this pteropod or
globigerina ooze? Is it not the product of decay, the mouldering bodies of
a billion billion organic creatures? And is decay not associated with
phosphorescent luminosity? Where, in all creation, would it be seen if it
were not here? Ah! it is indeed hard that we should have such a
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demonstration and be unable to send our knowledge back to the world.”

“And yet,” I remarked, “we have scooped half a ton of radiolarian
jelly at a time and detected no such radiance.”

“It would lose it, doubtless, in its long journey to the surface. And
what is half a ton compared to these far-stretching plains of slow
putrescence? And see, see,” he cried in uncontrollable excitement, “the
deep-sea creatures graze upon this organic carpet even as our herds on
land graze upon the meadows!”

As he spoke a flock of big black fish, heavy and squat, came slowly
over the ocean bed towards us, nuzzling among the spongy growths and
nibbling away as they advanced. Another huge red creature, like a foolish
cow of the ocean, was chewing the cud in front of my porthole, and others
were grazing here and there, raising their heads from time to time to gaze
at this strange object which had so suddenly appeared among them.

I could only marvel at Maracot, who in that foul atmosphere, seated
under the very shadow of death, still obeyed the call of Science and
scribbled his observations in his notebook. Without following his precise
methods, I none the less made my own mental notes, which will remain
for ever as a picture stamped upon my brain. The lowest plains of ocean
consist of red clay, but here it was overlaid by the grey bathybian slime
which formed an undulating plain as far as our eyes could reach. This
plain was not smooth, but was broken by numerous strange rounded
hillocks like that upon which we had perched, all glimmering in the
spectral light. Between these little hills there darted great clouds of strange
fish, many of them quite unknown to Science, exhibiting every shade of
colour, but black and red predominating. Maracot watched them with
suppressed excitement and chronicled them in his notes.

The air had become very foul, and again we were only able to save
ourselves by a fresh emission of oxygen. Curiously enough, we were all
hungry — I should rather say ravenous — and we fell upon the potted beef
with bread and butter, washed down by whisky and water, which the
foresight of Maracot had provided. With my perceptions stimulated by this
refreshment, I was seated at my look-out portal and longing for a last
cigarette, when my eyes caught something which sent a whirl of strange
thoughts and anticipations through my mind.

I have said that the undulating grey plain on every side of us was
studded with what seemed like hummocks. A particularly large one was in
front of my porthole, and I looked out at it within a range of thirty feet.
There was some peculiar mark upon the side of it, and as I glanced along I
saw to my surprise that this mark was repeated again and again until it was
lost round the curve. When one is so near death it takes much to give one a
thrill about anything connected with this world, but my breath failed me
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for a moment and my heart stood still as I suddenly realized that it was a
frieze at which I was looking and that, barnacled and worn as it was, the
hand of man had surely at some time carved these faded figures. Maracot
and Scanlan crowded to my porthole and gazed out in utter amazement at
these signs of the omnipresent energies of man.

“It is carving, for sure!” cried Scanlan. “T guess this dump has been
the roof of a building. Then these other ones are buildings also. Say, boss,
we’ve dropped plumb on to a regular burg.”

“It is, indeed, an ancient city,” said Maracot. “Geology teaches that
the seas have once been continents and the continents seas, but I have
always distrusted the idea that in times so recent as the quaternary there
could have been an Atlantic subsidence. Plato’s report of Egyptian gossip
had then a foundation of fact.!1® These volcanic formations confirm the
view that this subsidence was due to seismic activity.”

“There is regularity about these domes,” I remarked. “I begin to
think that they are not separate houses, but that they are cupolas and form
the ornaments of the roof of some huge building.”

“I guess you are right,” said Scanlan. “There are four big ones at
the corners and the small ones in lines between. It’s some building, if we
could see the whole of it! You could put the whole Merribank plant inside
it — and then some.”

“It has been buried up to the roof by the constant dropping from
above,” said Maracot. “On the other hand, it has not decayed. We have a
constant temperature of a little over 32° Fahrenheit!” in the great depths,
which would arrest destructive processes. Even the dissolution of the
Bathic remains which pave the floor of the ocean and incidentally give us
this luminosity must be a very slow one. But, dear me! this marking is not
a frieze but an inscription.”

There was no doubt that he was right. The same symbol recurred
every here and there. These marks were unquestionably letters of some
archaic alphabet.

“I have made a study of Phoenician antiquities, and there is
certainly something suggestive and familiar in these characters,” said our
leader. “Well, we have seen a buried city of ancient days, my friends, and
we carry a wonderful piece of knowledge with us to the grave. There is no
more to be learned. Our book of knowledge is closed. I agree with you that
the sooner the end comes the better.”

It could not now be long delayed. The air was stagnant and
dreadful. So heavy was it with carbon products that the oxygen could
hardly force its way out against the pressure. By standing on the settee one
was able to get a gulp of purer air, but the mephitic reek was slowly rising.
Dr.Maracot folded his arms with an air of resignation and sank his head
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upon his breast. Scanlan was now overpowered by the fumes and was
already sprawling upon the floor. My own head was swimming, and I felt
an intolerable weight at my chest. I closed my eyes and my senses were
rapidly slipping away. Then I opened them for one last glimpse of that
world which I was leaving, and as I did so I stiggered to my feet with a
hoarse scream of amazement.

A human face was looking in at us through the porthole!

Was it my delirium? I clutched at the shoulder of Maracot and
shook him violently. He sat up and stared, wonder-struck and speechless at
this apparition. If he saw it as well as I, it was no figment of the brain. The
face was long and thin, dark in complexion, with a short, pointed beard,
and two vivid eyes darting here and there in quick, questioning glances
which took in every detail of our situation. The utmost amazement was
visible upon the man’s face. Our lights were now full on, and it must
indeed have been a strange and vivid picture which presented itself to his
gaze in that tiny chamber of death, where one man lay senseless and two
others glared out at him with the twisted, contorted features of dying men,
cyanosed by incipient asphyxiation. We both had our hands to our throats,
and our heaving chests carried their message of despair. The man gave a
wave of his hand and hurried away.

“He has deserted us!” cried Maracot.

“Or gone for help. Let us get Scanlan on the couch. It’s death for
him down there.”

We dragged the mechanic on to the settee and propped his head
against the cushions. His face was grey and he murmured in delirium, but
his pulse was still perceptible.

“There is hope for us yet,” I croaked.

“But it is madness!” cried Maracot. “How can man live at the
bottom of the ocean? How can he breathe? It is collective hallucination.
My young friend, we are going mad.”

Looking out at the bleak, lonely grey landscape in the dreary
spectral light, T felt that it might be as Maracot said. Then suddenly I was
aware of movement. Shadows were flitting through the distant water. They
hardened and thickened into moving figures. A crowd of people were
hurrying across the ocean bed in our direction. An instant later they had
assembled in front of the porthole and were pointing and gesticulating in
animated debate. There were several women in the crowd, but the greater
part were men, one of whom, a powerful figure with a very large head and
a full black beard, was clearly a person of authority. He made a swift
inspection of our steel shell, and, since the edge of our base projected over
the place on which we rested, he was able to see that there was a hinged
trap-door at the bottom. He now sent a messenger flying back, while he
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made energetic and commanding signs to us to open the door from within.

“Why not?” I asked. “We may as well be drowned as be smothered.
I can stand it no longer.”

“We may not be drowned,” said Maracot. “The water entering from
below cannot rise above the level of the compressed air. Give Scanlan
some brandy. He must make an effort, if it is his last one.”

I forced a drink down the mechanic’s throat. He gulped and looked
round him with wondering eyes. Between us we got him erect on the
settee and stood on either side of him. He was still half-dazed, but in a few
words I explained the situation.

“There is a chance of chlorine poisoning if the water reaches the
batteries,” said Maracot. “Open every air tube, for the more pressure we
can get the less water may enter. Now help me while I pull upon the
lever.”

We bent our weight upon it and yanked up the circular plate from
the bottom of our little home, though I felt like a suicide as I did so. The
green water, sparkling and gleaming under our light, came gurgling and
surging in. It rose rapidly to our feet, to our knees, to our waists, and there
it stopped. But the pressure of the air was intolerable. Our heads buzzed
and the drums of our ears were bursting. We could not have lived in such
an atmosphere for long. Only by clutching at the rack could we save
ourselves from falling back into the waters beneath us.

From our higher position we could no longer see through the
portholes, nor could we imagine what steps were being taken for our
deliverance. Indeed, that any effective help could come to us seemed
beyond the power of thought, and yet there was a commanding and
purposeful air about these people, and especially about that squat bearded
chieftain, which inspired vague hopes. Suddenly we were aware of his
face looking up at us through the water beneath and an instant later he had
passed through the circular opening and had clambered on to the settee, so
that he was standing by our side — a short sturdy figure, not higher than my
shoulder, but surveying us with large brown eyes, which were full of a
half-amused confidence, as who should say, “You poor devils; you think
you are in a very bad way, but I can clearly see the road out.”

Only now was I aware of a very amazing thing. The man, if indeed
he was of the same humanity as ourselves, had a transparent envelope all
round him which enveloped his head and body, while his arms and legs
were free. So translucent was it that no one could detect it in the water, but
now that he was in the air beside us it glistened like silver, though it
remained as clear as the finest glass. On either shoulder he had a curious
rounded projection beneath the clear protective sheath. It looked like an
oblong box pierced with many holes, and gave him an appearance as if he
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were wearing epaulettes.

When our new friend had joined us another face appeared in the
aperture of the bottom and thrust through it what seemed like a great
bubble of glass. Three of these in succession were passed in and floated
upon the surface of the water. Then six small boxes were handed up and
our new acquaintance tied one with the straps attached to them to each of
our shoulders, whence they stood up like his own. Already I began to
surmise that no infraction of natural law was involved in the life of these
strange people, and that while one box in some new fashion was a
producer of air the other was an absorber of waste products. He now
passed the transparent suits over our heads, and we felt that they clasped
us tightly in the upper arm and waist by elastic bands, so that no water
could penetrate. Within we breathed with perfect ease, and it was a joy to
me to see Maracot looking out at me with his eyes twinkling as of old
behind his glasses, while Bill Scanlan’s grin assured me that the life-
giving oxygen had done its work, and that he was his cheerful self once
more. Our rescuer looked from one to another of us with grave
satisfaction, and then motioned to us to follow him through the trap-door
and out on to the floor of the ocean. A dozen willing hands were
outstretched to pull us through and to sustain our first faltering steps as we
staggered with our feet deep in the slimy ooze.

Even now I cannot get past the marvel of it! There we were, the
three of us, unhurt and at our ease at the bottom of a five-mile abyss of
water. Where was that terrific pressure which had exercised the
imagination of so many scientists? We were no more affected by it than
were the dainty fish which swam around us. It is true that, so far as our
bodies were concerned, we were protected by these delicate bells of
vitrine, which were in truth tougher than the strongest steel, but even our
limbs, which were exposed, felt no more than a firm constriction from the
water which one learned in time to disregard. It was wonderful to stand
together and to look back at the shell from which we had emerged. We had
left the batteries at work, and it was a wondrous object with its streams of
yellow light flooding out from each side, while clouds of fishes gathered at
each window. As we watched it the leader took Maracot by the hand, and
we followed them both across the watery morass, clumping heavily
through the sticky surface.

And now a most surprising incident occurred, which was clearly as
astonishing to these strange new companions of ours as to ourselves.
Above our heads there appeared a small, dark object, descending from the
darkness above us and swinging down until it reached the bed of the ocean
within a very short distance from where we stood. It was, of course, the
deep-sea lead from the Stratford above us, making a sounding of that
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watery gulf with which the name of the expedition was to be associated.
We had seen it already upon its downward path, and we could well
understand that the tragedy of our disappearance had suspended the
operation, but that after a pause it had been concluded, with little thought
that it would finish almost at our feet. They were unconscious, apparently,
that they had touched bottom, for the lead lay motionless in the ooze.
Above me stretched the taut piano wire which connected me through five
miles of water with the deck of our vessel. Oh, that it were possible to
write a note and to attach it! The idea was absurd, and yet could I not send
some message which would show them that we were still conscious? My
coat was covered by my glass bell and the pockets were unapproachable,
but I was free below the waist and my handkerchief chanced to be in my
trousers pocket. I pulled it out and tied it above the top of the lead. The
weight itself at once disengaged itself by its automatic mechanism, and
presently I saw my white wisp of linen flying upwards to that world which
I may never see again. Our new acquaintances examined the seventy-five
pounds of lead with great interest, and finally carried it off with us as we
went upon our way.

We had only walked a couple of hundred yards, threading our way
among the hummocks, when we halted before a small square-cut door
with solid pillars on either side and an inscription across the lintel. It was
open, and we passed through it into a large, bare chamber. There was a
sliding partition worked by a crank from within, and this was drawn across
behind us. We could, of course, hear nothing in our glass helmets, but after
standing a few minutes we were aware that a powerful pump must be at
work, for we saw the level of the water sinking rapidly above us. In less
than a quarter of an hour we were standing upon a sloppy stone-flagged
pavement, while our new friends were busy in undoing the fastenings of
our transparent suits. An instant later there we stood breathing perfectly
pure air in a warm, well-lighted atmosphere, while the dark people of the
abyss, smiling and chattering, crowded round us with hand-shakings and
friendly pattings. It was a strange, rasping tongue that they spoke, and no
word of it was intelligible to us, but the smile on the face and the light of
friendship in the eye are understandable even in the waters under the earth.
The glass suits were hung on numbered pegs upon the wall, and the kindly
folk half led and half pushed us to an inner door which opened on to a
long downward-sloping corridor. When it closed again behind us there
was nothing to remind us of the stupendous fact that we were the
involuntary guests of an unknown race at the bottom of the Atlantic Ocean
and cut off for ever from the world to which we belonged.

Now that the terrific strain had been so suddenly eased we were all
exhausted. Even Bill Scanlan, who was a pocket Hercules, dragged his
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feet along the floor, while Maracot and I were only too glad to lean
heavily upon our guides. Yet, weary as I was, I took in every detail as we
passed. That the air came from some air-making machine was very
evident, for it issued in puffs from circular openings in the walls. The light
was diffused and was clearly an extension of that fluor system which was
already engaging the attention of our European engineers when the
filament and lamp were dispensed with. It shone from long cylinders of
clear glass which were suspended along the cornices of the passages. So
much I had observed when our descent was checked and we were ushered
into a large sitting-room, thickly carpeted and well furnished with gilded
chairs and sloping sofas which brought back vague memories of Egyptian
tombs. The crowd had been dismissed and only the bearded man with two
attendants remained. “Manda,” he repeated several times, tapping himself
upon the chest. Then he pointed to each of us in turn and repeated the
words Maracot, Headley, and Scanlan until he had them perfect. He then
motioned us to be seated and said a word to one of the attendants, who left
the room and returned presently, escorting a very ancient gentleman,
white-haired and long-bearded, with a curious conical cap of black cloth
upon his head. I should have said that all these folk were dressed in
coloured tunics, which extended to their knees, with high boots of fish
skin or shagreen. The venerable new-comer was clearly a physician, for he
examined each of us in turn, placing his hand upon our brows and closing
his own eyes as if receiving a mental impression as to our condition.
Apparently he was by no means satisfied, for he shook his head and said a
few grave words to Manda. The latter at once sent the attendant out once
more, and he brought in a tray of eatables and a flask of wine, which were
laid before us. We were too weary to ask ourselves what they were, but we
felt the better for the meal. We were then led to another room, where three
beds had been prepared, and on one of these I flung myself down. I have a
dim recollection of Bill Scanlan coming across and sitting beside me.

“Say, Bo,!8 that jolt of brandy saved my life,” said he. “But where
are we, anyhow?”

“I know no more than you do.”

“Well, I am ready to hit the hay,” he said, sleepily, as he turned to
his bed. “Say, that wine was fine. Thank God, Volstead!? never got down
here.” They were the last words I heard as I sank into the most profound
sleep that I can ever recall.
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I

When I came to myself I could not at first imagine where I was.
The events of the previous day were like some blurred nightmare, and I
could not believe that I had to accept them as facts. I looked round in
bewilderment at the large, bare, windowless room with drab-coloured
walls, at the lines of quivering purplish light which flowed along the
cornices, at the scattered articles of furniture, and finally at the two other
beds, from one of which came the high-pitched, strident snore which I had
learned, aboard the Stratford, to associate with Maracot. It was too
grotesque to be true, and it was only when I fingered my bed cover and
observed the curious woven material, the dried fibres of some sea plant,
from which it was made, that I was able to realize this inconceivable
adventure which had befallen us. I was still pondering it when there came
a loud explosion of laughter, and Bill Scanlan sat up in bed.

“Mornin’, Bo!” he cried, amid his chuckles, on seeing that I was
awake.

“You seem in good spirits,” said I, rather testily. “I can’t see that
we have much to laugh about.”

“Well, I had a grouch on me, the same as you, when first I woke
up,” he answered. “Then came a real cute idea, and it was that that made
me laugh.”

“I could do with a laugh myself,” said I. “What’s the idea?”

“Well, Bo, I thought how durned funny it would have been if we
had all tied ourselves on to that deep-sea line. I allow with those glass
dinguses we could have kept breathing all right. Then when old man
Howie looked over the side there would have been the whole bunch of us
comin’ up at him through the water. He would have figured that he had
hooked us, sure. Gee, what a spiel!”

Our united laughter woke the Doctor, who sat up in bed with the
same amazed expression upon his face which had previously been upon
my own. I forgot our troubles as I listened in amusement to his disjointed
comments, which alternated between ecstatic joy at the prospect of such a
field of study, and profound sorrow that he could never hope to convey his
results to his scientific confiéres?0 of the earth. Finally he got back to the
actual needs of the moment.

“It is nine o’clock,” he said, looking at his watch. We all registered
the same hour, but there was nothing to show if it was night or morning.

“We must keep our own calendar,” said Maracot; “we descended
upon October 3rd. We reached this place on the evening of the same day.
How long have we slept?”
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“My gosh, it may have been a month,” said Scanlan. “I’ve not been
so deep since Mickey Scott got me on the point in the six round try-out at
the Works.”

We dressed and washed, for every civilized convenience was at
hand. The door, however, was fastened, and it was clear that we were
prisoners for the time. In spite of the apparent absence of any ventilation,
the atmosphere kept perfectly sweet, and we found that this was due to a
current of air which came through small holes in the wall. There was some
source of central heating, too, for though no stove was visible, the
temperature was pleasantly warm. Presently I observed a knob upon one
of the walls, and pressed it. This was, as I expected, a bell, for the door
instantly opened, and a small, dark man, dressed in a yellow robe,
appeared in the aperture. He looked at us inquiringly, with large brown,
kindly eyes.

“We are hungry,” said Maracot; “can you get us some food?”

The man shook his head and smiled. It was clear that the words
were incomprehensible to him.

Scanlan tried his luck with a flow of American slang, which was
received with the same blank smile. When, however, I opened my mouth
and thrust my finger into it, our visitor nodded vigorously and hurried
away.

Ten minutes later the door opened and two of the yellow attendants
appeared, rolllng a small table before them. Had we been at the Biltmore
Hotel we could not have had better fare. There were coffee, hot milk, rolls,
delicious flat fish, and honey. For half an hour we were far too busy to
discuss what we ate or whence it was obtained. At the end of that time the
two servants appeared once more, rolled out the tray, and closed the door
carefully behind them.

“I’'m fair black and blue with pinching myself,” said Scanlan. “Is
this a pipe dream or what? Say, Doc, you got us down here, and I guess it
is up to you to tell us just how you size it all up.”

The Doctor shook his head.

“It is like a dream to me also, but it is a glorious dream! What a
story for the world if we could but get it to them!”

“One thing is clear,” said I, “there was certainly truth in this legend
of Atlantis, and some of the folk have in a marvellous way managed to
carry on.”

“Well, even if they carried on,” cried Bill Scanlan, scratching his
bullet head, “I am darned if I can understand how they could get air and
fresh water and the rest. Maybe if that queer duck with the beard that we
saw last night comes to give us a once-over he will put us wise to it.”

“How can he do that when we have no common language?”
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“Well, we shall use our own observation,” said Maracot. “One
thing I can already understand. I learned it from the honey at breakfast.
That was clearly synthetic honey, such as we have already learned to make
upon the earth. But if synthetic honey, why not synthetic coffee or flour?
The molecules of the elements are like bricks, and these bricks lie all
around us. We have only to learn how to pull out certain bricks —
sometimes just a single brick — in order to make a fresh substance. Sugar
becomes starch, or either becomes alcohol, just by a shifting of the bricks.
What is it that shifts them? Heat. Electricity. Other things pcrhaps of
which we know nothing. Some of them will shift themselves, and radium
becomes lead or uranium becomes radium without our touching them.”

“You think, then, that they have an advanced chemistry?”

“I’'m sure of it. After all there is no elemental brick which is not
ready to their hands. Hydrogen and oxygen come readily from the sea
water. There are nitrogen and carbon in those masses of sea vegetation,
and there are phosphorus and calcium in the bathybic deposit. With skilful
management and adequate knowledge, what is there which could not be
produced?”’

The Doctor had launched upon a chemical lecture when the door
opened and Manda entered, giving us a friendly greeting. There came with
him the same old gentleman of venerable appearance whom we had met
the night before. He may have had a reputation for learning, for he tried
several sentences, which were probably different languages, upon us, but
all were equally unintelligible. Then he shrugged his shoulders and spoke
to Manda, who gave an order to the two yellow-clad servants, still waiting
at the door. They vanished, but returned presently with a curious screen,
supported by two side posts. It was exactly like one of our cinema screens,
but it was coated with some sparkling material which glittered and
shimmered in the light. This was placed against one of the walls. The old
man then paced out very carefully a certain distance, and marked it upon
the floor. Standing at this point he turned to Maracot and touched his
forehead, pointing to the screen.

“Clean dippy,” said Scanlan. “Bats in the belfry.

Maracot shook his head to show that we were nonplussed. So was
the old man for a moment. An idea struck him, however, and he pointed to
his own figure. Then he turned towards the screen, fixed his eyes upon it,
and seemed to concentrate his attention. In an instant a reflection of
himself appeared on the screen before us. Then he pointed to us, and a
moment later our own little group took the place of his image. It was not
particularly like us. Scanlan looked like a comic Chinaman and Maracot
like a decayed corpse, but it was clearly meant to be ourselves as we
appeared in the eyes of the operator.

»21
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“It’s a reflection of thought,” I cried.

“Exactly,” said Maracot. “This is certainly a most marvellous
invention, and yet it is but a combination of such telepathy and television
as we dimly comprehend upon earth.”

“I never thought I’d live to see myself on the movies, if that cheese-
faced Chink is really meant for me,” said Scanlan. “Say, if we could get all
this news to the editor of the Ledger he’d cough up enough to keep me for
life. We’ve sure got the goods if we could deliver them.”

“That’s the trouble,” said I. “By George, we could stir the whole
world if we could only get back to it. But what is he beckoning about?”

“The old guy wants you to try your hand at it, Doc.”

Maracot took the place indicated, and his strong, clear-cut brain
focused his picture to perfection. We saw an image of Manda, and then
another one of the Stratford as we had left her.

Both Manda and the old scientist nodded their great approval at the
sight of the ship, and Manda made a sweeping gesture with his hands,
pointing first to us and then to the screen.

“To tell them all about it — that’s the idea,” I cried. “They want to
know in pictures who we are, and how we got here.”

Maracot nodded to Manda to show that he understood, and had
begun to throw an image of our voyage, when Manda held up his hand and
stopped him. At an order the attendants removed the screen, and the two
Atlanteans beckoned that we should follow them.

It was a huge building, and we proceeded down corridor after
corridor until we came at last to a large hall with seats arranged in tiers
like a lecture room. At one side was a broad screen of the same nature as
that which we had seen. Facing it there was assembled an audience of at
least a thousand people, who set up a murmur of welcome as we entered.
They were of both sexes and of all ages, the men dark and bearded, the
women beautiful in youth and dignified in age. We had little time to
observe them, for we were led to seats in the front row, and Maracot was
then placed on a stand opposite the screen, the lights were in some fashion
turned down, and he had the signal to begin.

And excellently well he played his part. We first saw our vessel
sailing forth from the Thames, and a buzz of excitement went up from the
tense audience at this authentic glimpse of a real modern city. Then a map
appeared which marked her course. Then was seen the steel shell with its
fittings, which was greeted with a murmur of recognition. We saw
ourselves once more descending, and reaching the edge of the abyss. Then
came the appearance of the monster who had wrecked us. “Marax!
Marax!” cried the people, as the beast appeared. It was clear that they had
learned to know and to fear it. There was a terrified hush as the creature
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fumbled with our hawser, and a groan of horror as the wires parted and we
dropped into the gulf. In a month of explanation we could not have made
our plight so clear as in that half-hour of visible demonstration.

As the audience broke up they showered every sign of sympathy
upon us, crowding round us and patting our backs to show that we were
welcome. We were presented in turn to some of the chiefs, but the
chieftainship seemed to lie in wisdom alone, for all appeared to be on the
same social scale, and were dressed in much the same way. The men wore
tunics of a saffron colour coming down to the knees, with belts and high
boots of a scaly tough material which must have been the hide of some sea
beast. The women were beautifully draped in classical style, their flowing
robes of every tint of pink and blue and green, ornamented with clusters of
pearl or opalescent sheets of shell. Many of them were lovely beyond any
earthly comparison. There was one — but why should I mix my private
feelings up with this public narrative? Let me say only that Mona is the
only daughter of Scarpa, one of the leaders of the people, and that from
that first day of meeting I read in her dark eyes a message of sympathy and
of understanding which went home to my heart, as my gratitude and
admiration may have gone to hers. I need not say more at present about
this exquisite lady. Suffice it that a new and strong influence had come
into my life. When I saw Maracot gesticulating with unwonted animation
to one kindly lady, while Scanlan stood conveying his admiration in
pantomime in the centre of a group of laughing girls, I realized that my
companions also had begun to find that there was a lighter side to our
tragic position. If we were dead to the world we had at least found a life
beyond, which promised some compensation for what we had lost.

Later in the day we were guided by Manda and other friends round
some portions of the immense building. It had been so embedded in the
sea-floor by the accumulations of ages that it was only through the roof
that it could be entered, and from this point the passages led down and
down until the floor level was reached several hundred feet below the
entrance chamber. The floor in turn had been excavated, and we saw in all
directions passages which sloped downwards into the bowels of the earth.
We were shown the air-making apparatus with the pumps which circulated
it through the building. Maracot pointed out with wonder and admiration
that not only was the oxygen united with the nitrogen, but that smaller
retorts supplied other gases which could only be the argon, neon, and other
little-known constituents of the atmosphere which we are only just
beginning to understand. The distilling vats for making fresh water and the
enormous electrical instalments were other objects of interest, but much of
the machinery was so intricate that it was difficult for us to follow the
details. I can only say that I saw with my own eyes, and tested with my
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own palate, that chemicals in gaseous and liquid forms were poured into
various machines, that they were treated by heat, by pressure, and by
electricity, and that flour, tea, coffee, or wine was collected as the product.

There was one consideration which was very quickly forced upon
us by our examination, on various occasions, of as much of this building
as was open to our inspection. This was that the exposure to the sea had
been foreseen and the protection against the inrush of the water had been
prepared long before the land sank beneath the waves. Of course, it stood
to reason, and needed no proof, that such precautions could not have been
taken after the event, but we were witnesses now of the signs that the
whole great building had from the first been constructed with the one idea
of being an enduring ark of refuge. The huge retorts and vats in which the
air, the food, the distilled water, and the other necessary products were
made were all built into the walls, and were evidently integral parts of the
original construction. So, too, with the exit chambers, the silica works
where the vitrine bells were constructed, and the huge pumps which
controlled the water. Every one of these things had been prepared by the
skill and the foresight of that wonderful far-away people who seemed,
from what we could learn, to have thrown out one arm to Central America
and one to Egypt, and so left traces of themselves even upon this earth
when their own land went down into the Atlantic. As to these, their
descendants, we judged that they had probably degenerated, as was but
natural, and that at the most they had been stagnant and only preserved
some of the science and knowledge of their ancestors without having the
energy to add to it. They possessed wonderful powers and yet seemed to
us to be strangely wanting in initiative, and had added nothing to that
wonderful legacy which they had inherited. I am sure that Maracot, using
this knowledge, could very soon have attained greater results. As to
Scanlan, with his quick brain and mechanical skill, he was continually
putting in touches which probably seemed as remarkable to them as their
powers to us. He had a beloved mouth-organ in his coat-pocket when we
made our descent, and his use of this was a perpetual joy to our
companions, who sat around in entranced groups, as we might listen to a
Mozart, while he handed out to them the crooning coon songs of his native
land.

I have said that the whole building was not open to our inspection,
and I might give a little further detail upon that subject. There was one
well-worn corridor down which we saw folk continually passing, but
which was always avoided by our guides in our excursions. As was natural
our curiosity was aroused, and we determined one evening that we would
take a chance and do a little exploring upon our own account. We slipped
out of our room, therefore, and made our way to the unknown quarter at a
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time when few people were about.

The passage led us to a high arched door, which appeared to be
made of solid gold. When we pushed it open we found ourselves in a huge
room, forming a square of not less than two hundred feet. All around the
walls were painted with vivid colours and adorned with extraordinary
pictures and statues of grotesque creatures with enormous head-dresses,
like the full dress regalia of our American Indians. At the end of this great
hall there was one huge seated figure, the legs crossed like a Buddha, but
with none of the benignity of aspect which is seen on the Buddha’s placid
features. On the contrary, this was a creature of Wrath, open-mouthed and
fierce-eyed, the latter being red, and their effect exaggerated by two
electric lights which shone through them. On his lap was a great oven,
which we observed, as we approached it, to be filled with ashes.

“Moloch!” said Maracot. “Moloch or Baal — the old god of the
Phoenician races.”

“Good heavens!” I cried, with recollections of old Carthage before
me. “Don’t tell me that these gentle folk could go in for human sacrifice.”

“Look it here, Bo!” said Scanlan, anxiously. “I hope they keep it in
the family, anyhow. We don’t want them to pull no such dope on us.”

“No, I guess they have learned their lesson,” said 1. “It’s misfortune
that teaches folk to have pity for others.”

“That’s right,” Maracot remarked, poking about among the ashes,
“it is the old hereditary god, but it is surely a gentler cult. These are burned
loaves and the like. But perhaps there was a time -

But our speculations were interrupted by a stern voice at our elbow,
and we found several men in yellow garments and high hats, who were
clearly the priests of the Temple. From the expression on their faces I
should judge that we vere very near to being the last victims to Baal, and
one of them had actually drawn a knife from his girdle. With fierce
gestures and cries they drove us roughly out of their sacred shrine.

“By gosh!” cried Scanlan, “I’ll sock that duck if he keeps crowding
me! Look it here, you Bindlestiff, keep your hands off my coat.”

For a moment I feared that we should have had what Scanlan called
a “rough house”?2 within the sacred precincts. However, we got the angry
mechanic away without blows and regained the shelter of our room, but
we could tell from the demeanour of Manda and others of our friends that
our escapade was known and resented.

But there was another shrine which was freely shown to us and
which had a very unexpected result, for it opened up a slow and imperfect
method of communication between our companions and ourselves. This
was a room in the lower quarter of the Temple, with no decorations or
distinction save that at one end there stood a statue of ivory yellow with
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age, representing a woman holding a spear, with an owl perched upon her
shoulder. A very old man was the guardian of the room, and in spite of his
age it was clear to us that he was of a very different race, and one of a
finer, larger type than the men of the Temple. As we stood gazing at the
ivory statue, Maracot and I, both wondering where we had seen something
like it, the old man addressed us.

“Thea,” said he, pointing to the figure.

“By George!” I cried, “he is speaking Greek.”

“Thea! Athena!” repeated the man.

There was not a doubt of it. “Goddess — Athena,” the words were
unmistakable. Maracot, whose wonderful brain had absorbed something
from every branch of human knowledge, began at once to ask questions in
Classical Greek which were only partly understood and were answered in
a dialect so archaic that it was almost incomprehensible. Still, he acquired
some knowledge, and he found an intermediary through whom he could
dimly convey something to our companions.

“It is a remarkable proof,” said Maracot that evening, in his high
neighing voice and in the tones of one addressing a large class, “of the
reliability of legend. There is always a basis of fact even if in the course of
the years it should become distorted. You are aware — or probably you are
not aware” — (“Bet your life!” from Scanlan) — “that a war was going on
between the primitive Greeks and the Atlanteans at the time of the
destruction of the great island. The fact is recorded in Solon’s description
of what he learned from the priests of Sais. We may conjecture that there
were Greek prisoners in the hands of the Atlanteans at the time, that some
of them were in the service of the Temple, and that they carried their own
religion with them. That man was, so far as I could understand, the old
hereditary priest of the cult, and perhaps when we know more we shall see
something of these ancient people.”

“Well, I hand it to them for good sense,” said Scanlan. “I guess if
you want a plaster god it is better to have a fine woman than that
blatherskite with the red eyes and the coal-bunker on his knees.”

“Lucky they can’t understand your views,” I remarked. “If they did
you might end up as a Christian martyr.”

“Not so long as I can play them jazz,” he answered. “I guess
they’ve got used to me now, and they couldn’t do without me.”

They were a cheerful crowd, and it was a happy life, but there were
and are times when one’s whole heart goes out to the homelands which we
have lost, and visions of the dear old quadrangles of Oxford, or of the
ancient elms and the familiar campus of Harvard, came up before my
mind. In those early days they seemed as far from me as some landscape
in the moon, and only now in a dim uncertain fashion does the hope of
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seeing them once more begin to grow in my soul.
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v

It was a few days after our arrival that our hosts or our captors — we
were dubious sometimes as to which to call them — took us out for an
expedition upon the bottom of the ocean. Six of them came with us,
including Manda, the chief. We assembled in the same exit chamber in
which we had originally been received, and we were now in a conditlon to
examine it a little more closely. It was a very large place, at least a
hundred feet each way, and its low walls and ceiling were green with
marine growths and dripping with moisture. A long row of pegs, with
marks which I presume were numbers, ran round the whole room, and on
each was hung one of the semi-transparent bells of vitrine and a pair of the
shoulder batteries which ensured respiration. The floor was of flagged
stone worn into concavities, the footsteps of many generations, these
hollows now lying as pools of shallow water. The whole was highly
illuminated by fluor tubes round the cornice. We were fastened into our
vitrine coverings, and a stout pointed staff made of some light metal was
handed to each of us. Then, by signals, Manda ordered us to take a grip of
a rail which ran round the room, he and his friends setting us an example.
The object of this soon became evident, for as the outer door swung
slowly open the sea water came pouring in with such force that we should
have been swept from our feet but for this precaution. It rose rapidly,
however, to above the level of our heads, and the pressure upon us was
eased. Manda led the way to the door, and an instant afterwards we were
out on the ocean bed once more, leaving the portal open behind us ready
for our return.

Looking round us in the cold, flickering, spectral light which
illuminates the bathybian plain, we could see for a radius of at least a
quarter of a mile in every direction. What amazed us was to observe, on
the very limit of what was visible, a very brilliant glow of radiance. It was
towards this that our leader turned his steps, our party walking in single
file behind him. It was slow going, for there was the resistance of the
water, and our feet were buried deeply in the soft slush with every step;
but soon we were able to see clearly what the beacon was which had
attracted us. It was our own shell, our last reminder of terrestrial life,
which lay tilted upon one of the cupolas of the far-flung building, with all
its lights still blazing. It was three-quarters full of water, but the
imprisoned air still preserved that portion in which our electric instalment
lay. It was strange indeed as we gazed into it to see the familiar interior
with our settees and instruments still in position, while several good-sized
fish like minnows in a bottle swam round and round inside it. One after the
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other our party clambered in through the open flap, Maracot to rescue a
book of notes which floated on the surface, Scanlan and I to pick up some
personal belongings. Manda came also with one or two of his comrades,
examining with the greatest interest the bathometer and thermometer with
the other instruments which were attached to the wall. The latter we
detached and took away with us. It may interest scientists to know that
forty degrees Fahrenheit represents the temperature at the greatest sea
depth to which man has ever descended, and that it is higher, on account
of the chemical decomposition of the ooze, than the upper strata of the sea.

Our little expedition had, it seems, a definite object besides that of
allowing us a little exercise upon the bed of the ocean. We were hunting
for food. Every now and then I saw our comrades strike sharply down with
their pointed sticks, impaling each time a large brown flat fish, not unlike
a turbot, which was numerous, but lay so closely in the ooze that it took
practised eyes to detect it. Soon each of the little men had two or three of
these dangling at his side. Scanlan and I soon got the knack of it, and
captured a couple each, but Maracot walked as one in a dream, quite lost
in his wonder at the ocean beauties around him and making long and
excited speeches which were lost to the ear, but visible to the eyes from
the contortion of his features.

Our first impression had been one of monotony, but we soon found
that the grey plains were broken up into varied formations by the action of
the deep-sea currents which flowed like submarine rivers across them.
These streams cut channels in the soft slime and exposed the beds which
lay beneath. The floor of these banks consisted of the red clay which
forms the base of all things on the surface of the bed of the ocean, and they
were thickly studded with white objects which I imagined to be shells, but
which proved, when we examined them, to be the ear bones of whales and
the teeth of sharks and other sea monsters. One of these teeth which I
picked up was fifteen inches long, and we could but be thankful that so
fearful a monster frequented the higher levels of ocean. It belonged,
according to Maracot, to a giant killing grampus or Orca gladiator. It
recalled the observation of Mitchell Hedges that even the most terrible
sharks that he had caught bore upon their bodies the marks which showed
that they had encountered creatures larger and more formidable than
themselves.

There was one peculiarity of the ocean depths which impresses
itself upon the observer. There is, as I have said, a constant cold light
rising up from the slow phosphorescent decay of the great masses of
organic matter. But above, all is black as night. The effect is that of a dim
winter day, with a heavy black thundercloud lying low above the earth.
Out of this black canopy there falls slowly an incessant snowstorm of tiny
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white flakes, which glimmer against the sombre background. These are the
shells of sea snails and other small creatures who live and die in the five
miles of water which separate us from the surface, and though many of
these are dissolved as they fall and add to the lime salts in the ocean, the
rest go in the course of ages to form that deposit which had entombed the
great city in the upper part of which we now dwelt.

Leaving our last link with earth beneath us, we pushed on into the
gloom of the submarine world and soon we were met by a completely new
development. A moving patch appeared in front of us, which broke up as
we approached it into a crowd of men, each in his vitrine envelope, who
were dragging behind them broad sledges heaped with coal. It was heavy
work, and the poor devils were bending and straining, tugging hard at the
shark-skin ropes which served as traces. With each gang of men there was
one who appeared to be in authority, and it interested us to see that the
leaders and the workers were clearly of a different race. The latter were
tall men, fair, with blue eyes and powerful bodies. The others were, as
already described, dark and almost negroid, with squat, broad frames. We
could not inquire into the mystery at that moment, but the impression was
left upon my mind that the one race represented the hereditary slaves of
the other, and Maracot was of opinion that they may have been the
descendants of those Greek prisoners whose goddess we had seen in the
Temple.

Several droves of these men, each drawing its load of coal, were
met by us before we came to the mine itself. At this point the deep-sea
deposits and the sandy formations which lay beneath them had been cut
away, and a great pit exposed, which consisted of alternate layers of clay
and coal, representing strata in the old perished world of long ago which
now lay at the bottom of the Atlantic. At the various levels of this huge
excavation we could see gangs of men at work hewing the coal, while
others gathered it into loads and placed it in baskets, by means of which it
was hoisted up to the level above. The whole mine was on so vast a scale
that we could not see the other side of the enormous pit which so many
generations of workers had scooped in the bed of the ocean. This, then,
transmuted into electric force, was the source of the motive power by
which the whole machinery of Atlantis was run. It is interesting, by the
way, to record that the name of the old city had been correctly preserved in
the legends, for when we had mentioned it to Manda and others they first
looked greatly surprised that we should know it, and then nodded their
heads vigorously to show that they understood.

Passing the great coal pit — or, rather, branching away from it to the
right — we came on a line of low cliffs of basalt, their surface as clear and
shining as on the day when they were shot up from the bowels of the earth,
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while their summit, some hundreds of feet above us, loomed up against the
dark background. The base of these volcanic cliffs was draped in a deep
jungle of high seaweed, growing out of tangled masses of crinoid corals
laid down in the old terrestrial days. Along the edge of this thick
undergrowth we wandered for some time, our companions beating it with
their sticks and driving out for our amusement an extraordinary assortment
of strange fishes and crustacea, now and again securing a specimen for
their own tables. For a mile or more we wandered along in this happy
fashion, when I saw Manda stop suddenly and look round him with
gestures of alarm and surprise. These submarine gestures formed a
language in themselves, for in a moment his companions understood the
cause of his trouble, and then with a shock we realized it also. Dr.Maracot
had disappeared.

He had certainly been with us at the coal pit, and he had come as
far as the basalt cliffs. It was inconceivable that he had got ahead of us, so
it was evident that he must be somewhere along the line of jungle in our
rear. Though our friends were disturbed, Scanlan and I, who knew
something of the good man’s absent-minded eccentricities, were confident
that there was no cause for alarm, and that we should soon find him
loitering over some sea form which had attracted him. We all turned to
retrace our steps, and had hardly gone a hundred yards before we caught
sight of him.

But he was running — running with an agility which I should have
thought impossible for a man of his habits. Even the least athletic can run,
however, when fear is the pace-maker. His hands were outstretched for
help, and he stumbled and blundered forward with clumsy energy. He had
good cause to exert himself, for three horrible creatures were close at his
heels. They were tiger crabs, striped black and white, each about the size
of a Newfoundland dog. Fortunately they were themselves not very swift
travellers, and were scurrying along the soft sea bottom in a curious side-
long fashion which was little faster than that of the terrified fugitive.

Their wind was better, however, and they would probably have had
their horrible claws upon him in a very few minutes had not our friends
intervened. They dashed forward with their pointed sticks, and Manda
flashed a powerful electric lantern, which he carried in his belt, in the
faces of the loathsome monsters, who scuttled into the jungle and were lost
to view. Our comrade sat down on a lump of coral and his face showed
that he was exhausted by his adventure. He told us afterwards that he had
penetrated the jungle in the hope of securing what seemed to him to be a
rare specimen of the deep-sea Chimoera, and that he had blundered into
the nest of these fierce tiger crabs, who had instantly dashed after him. It
was only after a long rest that he was able to resume the journey.
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Our next stage after skirting the basalt cliffs led us to our goal. The
grey plain in front of us was covered at this point by irregular hummocks
and tall projections, which told us that the great city of old lay beneath it.
It would all have been completely buried for ever by the ooze, as
Herculaneun has been by lava or Pompeii by ashes,?? had an entrance to it
not been excavated by the survivors of the Temple. This entrance was a
long, downward cutting, which ended up in a broad street with buildings
exposed on either side. The walls of these buildings were occasionally
cracked and shattered, for they were not of the solid construction which
had preserved the Temple, but the interiors were in most cases exactly as
they had been when the catastrophe occurred, save that sea changes of all
sorts, beautiful and rare in some cases and horrifying in others, had
modified the appearances of the rooms. Our guides did not encourage us to
examine the first ones which we reached, but hurried us onwards until we
came to that which had clearly been the great central citadel or palace
round which the whole town centred. The pillars and columns and vast
sculptured cornices and friezes and staircases of this building exceeded
anything which I have ever seen upon earth. Its nearest approach seemed
to me to be the remains of the Temple of Karnak at Luxor in Egypt, and,
strange to say, the decorations and half-effaced engrabings resembled in
detail those of the great ruin beside the Nile, and the lotus-shaped capitals
of the columns were the same. It was an amazing experience to stand in
the marble tessellated floors of those vast halls, with great statues looming
high above one on every side, and to see, as we saw that day, huge silvery
eels gliding above our heads and frightened fish darting away in every
direction from the light which was projected before us. From room to roon
we wandered, marking every sign of luxury and occasionally of that
lascivious folly which is said, by the lingering legend, to have drawn
God’s curse upon the people. One small room was wonderfully enamelled
with mother-of-pearl, so that even now it gleamed with brilliant opalescent
tints when the light played across it. An ornamented platform of yellow
metal and a similar couch lay in one corner, and one felt that it may well
have been the bedchamber of a queen, but beside the couch there lay now
a loathsome black squid, its foul body rising and falling in a slow, stealthy
rhythm so that it seemed like some evil heart which still beat in the very
centre of the wicked palace. I was glad, and so, I learned, were my
companions, when our guides led the way out once more, glancing for a
moment at a ruined amphitheatre and again at a pier with a lighthouse at
the end, which, showed that the city had been a seaport. Soon we had
emerged from these places of ill omen and were out on the familiar
bathybian plain once more.

Our adventures were not quite over, for there was one more which
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was as alarmiag to our companions as to ourselves. We had nearly made
our way home when one of our guides pointed upwards with alarm.
Gazing in that direction we saw an extraordinary sight. Out of the black
gloom of the waters a huge, dark figure was emerging, falling rapidly
downwards. At first it seemed a shapeless mass, but as it came more
clearly into the light we could see that it was the dead body of a monstrous
fish, which had burst so that the entrails were streaming up behind it as it
fell. No doubt the gases had buoyed it up in the higher reaches of the
ocean until, having been released by putrefaction or by the ravages of
sharks, there was nothing left but dead weight, which sent it hurtling down
to the bottom of the sea. Already in our walk we had observed several of
these great skeletons picked clean by the fish, but this creature was still,
save for its disembowelment, even as it had lived. Our guides seized us
with the intention of dragging us out of the path of the falling mass, but
presently they were reassured and stood still, for it was clear that it would
miss us. Our vitrine helmets prevented our hearing the thud, but it must
have been prodigious when that huge body struck the floor of the ocean,
and we saw the Globigerina ooze fly upwards as the mud splashes when a
heavy stone is hurled into it. It was a sperm whale, some seventy feet long,
and from the excited and joyful gestures of the submarine folk I gathered
that they could find plenty of use for the spermaceti and the fat. For the
moment, however, we left the derelict creature, and with joyful hearts, for
we unpractised visitors were weary and aching, found ourselves once more
in front of the engraved portal of the roof, and finally standing safe and
sound, divested of our vitrine bells, on the sloppy floor of the entrance
chamber.

A few days — as we reckon time — after the occasion when we had
given the community a cinema view of our own proceedings, we were
present at a very much more solemn and august exhibition of the same
sort, which gave us in a clear and wonderful way the past history of this
remarkable people. I cannot flatter myself that it was given entirely on our
behalf, for I rather think that the events were publicly rehearsed from time
to time in order to carry on the record, and that the part to which we were
admitted was only some intermezzo of a long religious ceremony.
However that may be, I will describe it exactly as it occurred.

We were led to the same great hall or theatre where Dr.Maracot had
thrown our own adventures upon the screen. There the whole community
was assembled, and we were given, as before, places of honour in front of
the great luminous screen. Then, after a long song, which may have been
some sort of patriotic chant, a very old white-haired man, the historian or
chronicler of the nation, advanced amid much applause to the focus point
and threw upon the bright surface before him a series of pictures to
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represent the rise and fall of his own people. I wish I could convey to you
their vividness and drama. My two companions and I lost all sense of time
and place, so absorbed were we in the contemplation, while the audience
was moved to its depths and groaned or wept as the tragedy unfolded,
which depicted the ruin of their fatherland, the destruction of their race.

In the first series of scenes we saw the old continent in its glory, as
its memory had been handed down by these historical records passed from
fathers to sons. We had a bird’s-eye view of a glorious rolling country,
enormous in extent, well watered and cleverly irrigated, with great fields
of grain, waving orchards, lovely streams and woody hills, still lakes and
occasional picturesque mountains. It was studded with villages and
covered with farm-houses and beautiful private residences. Then our
attention was carried to the capital, a wonderful and gorgeous city upon
the sea-shore, the harbour crammed with galleys, her quays piled with
merchandise, and her safety assured by high walls with towering
battlements and circular moats, all on the most gigantic scale. The houses
stretched inland for many miles, and in the centre of the city was a
crenellated castle or citadel, so widespread and commanding that it was
like some creation of a dream. We were then shown the faces of those who
lived in that golden age, wise and venerable old men, virile warriors,
saintly priests, beautiful and dignified women, lovely children, an
apotheosis of the human race.

Then came pictures of another sort. We saw wars, constant wars,
war by land and war by sea. We saw naked and defenceless races trampled
down and overridden by great chariots or the rush of mailed horsemen. We
saw treasures heaped upon the victors, but even as the riches increased the
faces upon the screen became more animal and more cruel. Down, down
they sank from one generation to another. We were shown signs of
lascivious dissipation or moral degeneracy, of the accretion of matter and
decline of spirit. Brutal sports at the expense of others had taken the place
of the manly exercises of old. There was no longer the quiet and simple
family life, nor the cultivation of the mind, but we had a glimpse of a
people who were restless and shallow, rushing from one pursuit to another,
grasping ever at pleasure, for ever missing it, and yet imagining always
that in some more complex and unnatural form it might still be found.
There had arisen on the one hand an over-rich class who sought only
sensual gratification, and on the other hand an over-poor residue whose
whole function in life was to minister to the wants of their masters,
however evil those wants might be.

And now once again a new note was struck. There were reformers
at work who were trying to turn the nation from its evil ways, and to direct
it back into those higher paths which it had forsaken. We saw them, grave
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and earnest men, reasoning and pleading with the people, but we saw them
scorned and jeered at by those whom they were trying to save. Especially
we could see that it was the priests of Baal, priests who had gradually
allowed forms and show and outward ceremonies to take the place of
unselfish spiritual development, who led the opposition to the formers. But
the latter were not to be bullied or browbeaten. They continued to try for
the salvation of the people, and their faces assumed a graver and even a
terror-inspiring aspect, as those of men who had a fearsome warning to
give which was like some dreadful vision before their own minds. Of their
auditors some few seemed to heed and be terrified at the words, but others
turned away laughing and plunged ever deeper into their morass of sin.
There came a time at last when the reformers turned away also as men
who could do no more, and left this degenerate people to its fate.

Then we saw a strange sight. There was one reformer, a man of
singular strength of mind and body, who gave a lead to all the others. He
had wealth and influence and powers, which latter seemed to be not
entirely of this earth. We saw him in what seemed to be a trance,
communing with higher spirits. It was he who brought all the science of
his land — science which far outshone anything known by us moderns — to
the task of building an ark of refuge against the coming troubles. We saw
myriads of workmen at work, and the walls rising while crowds of careless
citizens looked on and made merry at such elaborate and useless
precautions. We saw others who seemed to reason with him and to say to
him that if he had fears it would be easier for him fo fly to some safer
land. His answer, so far as we could follow it, was that there were some
who must be saved at the last moment, and that for their sake he must
remain in the new Temple of safety. Meanwhile he collected in it those
who had followed him, and he held them there, for he did not himself
know the day nor the hour, though forces beyond mortal had assured him
of the coming fact. So when the ark was ready and the water-tight doors
were finished and tested, he waited upon doom, with his family, his
friends, his followers, and his servants.

And doom came. It was a terrible thing even in a picture. God
knows what it could be like in reality. We first saw a huge sleek mountain
of water rise to an incredible height out of a calm ocean. Then we saw it
travel, sweeping on and on, mile after mile, a great glistening hill, topped
with foam, at an ever-increasing rate. Two little chips tossing among the
snowy fringe upon the summit became, as the wave rolled towards us, a
couple of shattered galleys. Then we saw it strike the shore and sweep
over the city, while the houses went down before it like a field of corn
before a tornado. We saw the folk upon the house-tops glaring out at the
approaching death, their faces twisted with horror, their eyes staring, their
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mouths contorted, gnawing at their hands and gibbering in an insanity of
terror. The very men and women who had mocked at the warning were
now screaming to Heaven for mercy, grovelling with their faces on the
ground, or kneeling with frenzied arms raised in wild appeal. There was
no time now to reach the ark, which stood beyond the city, but thousands
dashed up to the Citadel, which stood upon higher ground, and the
battlement walls were black with people. Then suddenly the Castle began
to sink. Everything began to sink. The water had poured down into the
remote recesses of the earth, the central fires had expanded it into steam,
and the very foundations of the land were blown apart. Down went the city
and ever down, while a cry went up from ourselves and the audience at the
terrible sight. The pier broke in two and vanished. The high Pharus
collapsed under the waves. The roofs looked for a while like successive
reefs of rock forming lines of spouting breakers until they, too, went
under. The Citadel was left alone upon the surface, like some monstrous
ship, and then it also slid sideways down into the abyss, with a fringe of
helpless waving hands upon its summit. The awful drama was over, and an
unbroken sea lay across the whole continent, a sea which bore no life upon
it, but which among its huge smoking swirls and eddies showed all the
wrack of the tragedy tossed hither and thither, dead men and animals,
chairs, tables, articles of clothing, floating hats and bales of goods, all
bobbing and heaving in one huge liquid fermentation. Slowly we saw it
die away, and a great wide expanse as smooth and bright as quicksilver,
with a murky sun low on the horizon, showed us the grave of the land that
God had weighed and found wanting.

The story was complete. We could ask for no more, since our own
brains and imagination could supply the rest. We realized the slow
remorseless descent of that great land lower and lower into the abyss of
the ocean amid volcanic convulsions which threw up submarine peaks
around it. We saw it in our mind’s eye stretched out, over miles of what
was now the bed of the Atlantic, the shattered city lying alongside of the
ark of refuge in which the handful of nerve-shattered survivors were
assembled. And then finally we understood how these had carried on their
lives, how they had used the various devices with which the foresight and
science of their great leader had endowed them, how he had taught them
all his arts before he passed away, and how some fifty or sixty survivors
had grown now into a large community, which had to dig its way into the
bowels of the earth in order to get room to expand. No library of
information could make it clearer than that series of pictures and the
inferences which we could draw from them. Such was the fate, and such
the causes of the fate, which overwhelmed the great land of Atlantis. Some
day far distant, when this bathybian ooze has turned to chalk, this great
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city will be thrown up once more by some fresh expiration of Nature, and
the geologist of the future, delving in the quarry, will exhume not flints
nor shells, but the remains of a vanished civilization and the traces of an
old-world catastrophe.

Only one point had remained undecided, and that was the length of
time since the tragedy had occurred. Dr.Maracot discovered a rough
method of making an estimate. Among the many annexes of the great
building there was one huge vault, which was the burial-place of the
chiefs. As in Egypt and in Yucatan, the practice of mummifying had been
usual, and in niches in the walls there were endless rows of these grim
relics of the past. Manda pointed proudly to the next one in the succession,
and gave us to understand that it was specially arranged for himself.

“If you take an average of the European kings,” said Maracot, in his
best professorial manner, “you will find that they run to about five in the
century. We may adopt the same figure here. We cannot hope for
scientific accuracy, but it will give us an approximation. I have counted
the mummies, and they are four hundred in number.”

“Then it would be eight thousand years?”

“Exactly. And this agrees to some extent with Plato’s estimate. It
certainly occurred before the Egyptian written records begin, and they go
back between six and seven thousand years from the present date. Yes, I
think we may say that our eyes have seen the reproduction of a tragedy
which occurred at least eight thousand years ago. But, of course, to build
up such a civilization as we see the traces of must in itself have taken
many thousands of years.

“Thus,” he concluded — and I pass the claim on to you — “we have
extended the horizon of ascertained human history as no men have ever
done since history began.”
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It was about a month, according to our calculations, after our visit
to the buried city that the most amazing and unexpected thing of all
occurred. We had thought by this time that we were immune to shocks and
that nothing new could really stagger us, but this actual fact went far
beyond anything for which our imagination might have prepared us.

It was Scanlan who brought the news that something momentous
had happened. You must realize that by this time we were, to some extent,
at home in the great building; that we knew where the common rest rooms
and recreation rooms were situated; that we attended concerts (their music
was very strange and elaborate) and theatrical entertainments, where the
unintelligible words were translated by very vivid and dramatic gestures;
and that, speaking generally, we were part of the community. We visited
various families in their own private rooms, and our lives — I can speak for
my own, at any rate — were made the brighter by the glamour of these
strange people, especially of that one dear young lady whose name I have
already mentioned. Mona was the daughter of one of the leaders of the
tribe, and I found in his family a warm and kindly welcome which rose
above all differences of race or language. When it comes to the most
tender language of all, I did not find that there was so much between old
Atlantis and modern America. I guess that what would please a
Massachusetts girl of Brown’s College is just about what would please my
lady under the waves.

But I must get back to the fact that Scanlan came into our room
with news of some great happening.

“Say, there is one of them just blown in, and he’s that excited that
he clean forgot to take his glass lid off, and he was jabbering for some
minutes before he understood that no one could hear him. Then it was
Blah Blah Blah as long as his breath would hold, and they are all
following him now to the jumping-off place. It’s me for the water, for
there is sure something worth our seeing.”

Running out, we found our friends all hurrying down the corridor
with excited gestures, and we, joining the procession, soon formed part of
the crowd who were hurrying across the sea bottom, led by the excited
messenger. They drove along at a rate which made it no easy matter for us
to keep up, but they carried their electric lanterns with them, and even
though we fell behind we were able to follow the gleam. The route lay as
before, along the base of the basalt cliffs until we came to a spot where a
set of steps, concave from long usage, led up to the top. Ascending these,
we found ourselves in broken country, with many jagged pinnacles of rock

-56 -



and deep crevasses which made it difficult travelling. Emerging from this
tangle of ancient lava, we came out on a circular plain, brilliant in the
phosphorescent light, and there in the very centre of it lay an object which
set me gasping. As I looked at my companions I could see from their
amazed expression how fully they shared my emotion.

Half embedded in the slime there lay a good-sized steamer. It was
tilted upon its side, the funnel had broken and was hanging at a strange
angle, and the foremast had snapped short off, but otherwise the vessel
was intact and as clean and fresh as if she had just left the dock. We
hurried towards her and found ourselves under the stern. You can imagine
how we felt when we read the name “Stratford, London.” Our ship had
followed ourselves into the Maracot Deep.

Of course, after the first shock the affair did not seem so
incomprehensible. We remembered the falling glass, the reefed sails of the
experienced Norwegian skipper, the strange black cloud upon the horizon.
Clearly there had been a sudden cyclone of phenomenal severity and the
Stratford had been blown over. It was too evident that all her people were
dead, for most of the boats were trailing in different states of destruction
from the davits, and in any case what boat could live in such a hurricane?
The tragedy had occurred, no doubt, within an hour or two of our own
disaster. Perhaps the sounding-line which we had seen had only just been
wound in before the blow fell. It was terrible, but whimsical, that we
should be still alive, while those who were mourning our destruction had
themselves been destroyed. We had no means of telling whether the ship
had drifted in the upper levels of the ocean or whether she had lain for
some time where we found her before she was discovered by the
Atlantean.

Poor Howie, the captain, or what was left of him, was still at his
post upon the bridge, the rail grasped firmly in his stiffened hands. His
body and that of three stokers in the engine-room were the only ones
which had sunk with the ship. They were each removed under our
direction and buried under the ooze with a wreath of sea-flowers over their
remains. [ give this detail in the hope that it may be some comfort to
Mrs.Howie in her bereavement. The names of the stokers were unknown
to us.

Whilst we had been performing this duty the little men had
swarmed over the ship. Looking up, we saw them everywhere, like mice
upon a cheese. Their excitement and curiosity made it clear to us that it
was the first modern ship — possibly the first steamer — which had ever
come down to them. We found out later that their oxygen apparatus inside
their vitrine bells would not allow of a longer absence from the recharging
station than a few hours, and so their chances of learning anything of what
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was on the sea-bed were limited to so many miles from their central base.
They set to work at once breaking up the wreck and removing all that
would be of use to them, a very long process, which is hardly
accomplished yet. We were glad also to make our way to our cabins and to
get many of those articles of clothing and books which were not ruined
beyond redemption.

Among the other things which we rescued from the Stratford was
the ship’s log, which had been written up to the last day by the captain in
view of our own catastrophe. It was strange indeed that we should be
reading it and that he should be dead. The day’s entry ran thus:

“Oct.3. The three brave but foolhardy adventurers have today,
against my will and advice, descended in their apparatus to the bottom of
the ocean, and the accident which I had foreseen has occurred. God rest
their souls. They went down at eleven a.m. and I had some doubts about
permitting them, as a squall seemed to be coming up. I would that I had
acted upon my impulse, but it would only have postponed the inevitable
tragedy. I bade each of them farewell with the conviction that I would see
them no more. For a time all was well, and at eleven-forty-five they had
reached a depth of three hundred fathoms, where they had found bottom.
Dr.Maracot sent several messages to me and all seemed to be in order,
when suddenly I heard his voice in agitation, and there was considerable
agitation of the wire hawser. An instant later it snapped. It would appear
that they were by this time over a deep chasm, for at the Doctor’s request
the ship had steamed very slowly forwards. The air tubes continued to run
out for a distance which I should estimate at half a mile, and then they also
snapped. It is the last which we can ever hope to hear of Dr.Maracot,
Mr.Headley, or Mr.Scanlan.

“And yet a most extraordinary thing must be recorded, the meaning
of which I have not had time to weigh, for with this foul weather coming
up there is much to distract me. A deep-sea sounding was taken at the
same time, and the depth recorded was twenty-six thousand six hundred
feet. The weight was, of course, left at the bottom, but the wire has just
been drawn in and, incredible as it may seem, above the porcelain sample
cup there was found Mr.Headley’s handkerchief with his name marked
upon it. The ship’s company are all amazed, and no one can suggest how
such a thing could have occurred. In my next entry I may have more to say
about this. We have lingered a few hours in the hope of something coming
to the surface, and we have pulled up the hawser, which shows a jagged
end. I must look to the ship, for I have never seen a worse sky and the
barometer is at 28.5 and sinking fast.”

So it was that we got the final news of our former companions. A
terrific cyclone must have struck her and destroyed her immediately
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afterwards.

We stayed at the wreck until a certain stuffiness within our vitrine
bells and a feeling of increasing weight upon our chests warned us that it
was high time to begin our return. Then it was, on our homeward journey,
that we had an adventure which showed us the sudden dangers to which
these submarine folk are exposed, and which may explain why their
numbers, in spite of the lapse of time, were not greater than they were.
Including the Grecian slaves we cannot reckon those numbers at more than
four or five thousand at the most. We had descended the staircase and
were making our way along the edge of the jungle which skirts the basalt
cliffs, when Manda pointed excitedly upwards and beckoned furiously to
one of our party who was some distance out in the open. At the same time
he and those around him ran to the side of some high boulders, pulling us
along with them. It was only when we were in their shelter that we saw the
cause of the alarm. Some distance above us, but descending rapidly, was a
huge fish of a most peculiar shape. It might have been a great floating
feather-bed, soft and bulging, with a white under-surface and a long red
fringe, the vibration of which propelled it through the water. It appeared to
have neither mouth nor eyes, but it soon showed that it was formidably
alert. The member of our party who was out in the open ran for the same
shelter that we had taken, but he was too late. I saw his face convulsed
with terror as he realized his fate. The horrible creature descended upon
him, enveloped him on all sides, and lay upon him, pulsing in a dreadful
way as if it were thrusting his body against the coral rocks and grinding it
to pieces. The tragedy was taking place within a few yards of us, and yet
our companions were so overcome by the suddenness of it that they
seemed to be bereft of all power of action. It was Scanlan who rushed out
and, jumping on the creature’s broad back, blotched with red and brown
markings, dug the sharp end of his metal staff into its soft tissues.

I had followed Scanlan’s example, and finally Maracot and all of
them attacked the monster, which glided slowly off, leaving a trail of oily
and glutinous excretion behind it. Our help had come too late, however,
for the impact of the great fish had broken the vitrine bell of the Atlantean
and he had been drowned. It was a day of mourning when we carried his
body back into the Refuge, but it was also a day of triumph for us, for our
prompt action had raised us greatly in the estimation of our companions.
As to the strange fish, we had Dr.Maracot’s assurance that it was a
specimen of the blanket fish, well known to ichthyologists, but of a size
such as had never entered into his dreams.

I speak of this creature because it chanced to bring about a tragedy,
but I could, and perhaps will, write a book upon the wonderful life which
we have seen here. Red and black are the prevailing colours in deep-sea
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life, while the vegetation is of the palest olive, and is of so tough a fibre
that it is seldom dragged up by our trawls, so that Science has come to
believe that the bed of the ocean is bare. Many of the marine forms are of
surpassing loveliness, and others so grotesque in their horror that they are
like the images of delirium and of a danger such as no land animal can
rival.  have seen a black stingray thirty feet long with a horrible fang upon
its tail, one blow of which would kill any living creature. I have seen, too,
a frog-like beast with protruding green eyes, which is simply a gaping
mouth with a huge stomach behind it. To meet it is death unless one has an
electric flash with which to repel it. I have seen the blind red eel which lies
among the rocks and kills by the emission of poison, and I have seen also
the giant sea-scorpion, one of the terrors of the deep, and the hag fish,
which lurks among the sea jungle.

Once, too, it was my privilege to see the real sea-serpent, a creature
which has seldom appeared before the human eye, for it lives in the
extreme depths and is seen on the surface only when some submarine
convulsion has driven it out of its haunts. Two of them swam, or rather
glided, past us one day while Mona and I cowered among the bunches of
lamellaria. They were enormous — some ten feet in height and two hundred
in length, black above, silver-white below, with a high fringe upon the
back, and small eyes no larger than those of an ox. Of these and many
other such things an account will be found in the paper of Dr.Maracot,
should it ever reach your hands.

Week glided into week in our new life. It had become a very
pleasant one, and we were slowly picking up enough of this long-forgotten
tongue to enable us to converse a little with our companions. There were
endless subjects both for study and for amusement in the Refuge, and
already Maracot has mastered so much of the old chemistry that he
declares that he can revolutionize all worldly ideas if he can only transmit
his knowledge. Among other things they have learned to split the atom,
and though the energy released is less than our scientists had anticipated, it
is still sufficient to supply them with a great reservoir of power. Their
acquaintance with the power and nature of the ether is also far ahead of
ours, and indeed that strange translation of thought into pictures, by which
we had told them our story and they theirs, was due to an etheric
impression translated back into terms of matter.

And yet, in spite of their knowledge, there were points connected
with modern scientific developments which had been overlooked by their
ancestors.

It was left to Scanlan to demonstrate the fact. For weeks he was in a
state of suppressed excitement, bursting with some great secret, and
chuckling continually at his own thoughts. We only saw him occasionally
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during this time, for he was extremely busy and his one friend and
confidant was a fat and jovial Atlantean named Berbrix, who was in
charge of some of the machinery. Scanlan and Berbrix, though their
intercourse was carried on chiefly by signs and mutual back-lapping, had
become very close friends, and were now continually closeted together.
One evening Scanlan came in radiant.

“Look here, Doc,” he said to Maracot. “I’ve a dope of my own that
I want to hand to these folk. They’ve shown us a thing or two, and I figure
that it is up to us to return it. What’s the matter with calling them together
tomorrow night for a show?”

“Jazz or the Charleston?” I asked.

“Charleston nothing. Wait till you see it. Man, it’s the greatest stunt
— but there, I won’t say a word more. Just this, Bo. I won’t let you down,
for I’ve got the goods, and I mean to deliver them.”

Accordingly, the community were assembled next evening in the
familiar hall. Scanlan and Berbrix were on the platform, beaming with
pride. One or other of them touched a button, and then — well, to use
Scanlan’s own language, “I hand it to him, for he did surprise us some!”24

“2L.0. calling,” cried a clear voice. “London calling the British
Isles. Weather forecast.”> Then followed the usual sentence about
depressions and anticyclones. “First News Bulletin. His Majesty the King
this morning opened the new wing of the Children’s Hospital in
Hammersmith - and so on and on, in the familiar strain. For the first time
we were back in a workaday England once more, plodding bravely
through its daily task, with its stout back bowed under its war debts. Then
we heard the foreign news, the sporting news. The old world was droning
on the same as ever. Our friends the Atlanteans listened in amazement, but
without comprehension. When, however, as the first item after the news,
the Guards’ band struck up the march from Lohengrin®® a positive shout
of delight broke from the people, and it was funny to see them rush upon
the platform, and turn over the curtains, and look behind the screens to
find the source of the music. Yes, we have left our mark for ever upon the
submarine civilization.

“No, sir,” said Scanlan, afterwards. “I could not make an issuing
station. They have not the material, and I have not the brains. But down at
home I rigged a two-valve set of my own with the aerial beside the clothes
line in the yard, and I learned to handle it, and to pick up any station in the
States. It seemed to me funny if, with all this electricity to hand, and with
their glasswork ahead of ours, we couldn’t vamp up something that would
catch an ether wave, and a wave would sure travel through water just as
easy as through air. Old Berbrix nearly threw a fit27 when we got the first
call, but he is wise to it now, and I guess it’s a permanent institution.
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Among the discoveries of the Atlantean chemists is a gas which is
nine times lighter than hydrogen and which Maracot has named levigen. It
was his experiments with this which gave us the idea of sending glass balls
with information as to our fate to the surface of the ocean.

“I have made Manda understand the idea” said he. “He has given
orders to the silica workers, and in a day or two the globes will be ready.”

“But how can we get our news inside?” I asked.

“There is a small aperture left through which the gas is inserted.
Into this we can push the papers. Then these skilful workers can seal up
the hole. I am assured that when we release them they will shoot up to the
surface.”

“And bob about unseen for a year.”

“That might be. But the ball would reflect the sun’s rays. It would
surely attract attention. We were on the line of shipping between Europe
and South America. I see no reason why, if we send several, one at least
may not be found.”

And this, my dear Talbot, or you others who read this narrative, is
how it comes into your hands. But a far more fateful scheme may lie
behind it. The idea came from the fertile brain of the American mechanic.

“Say friends,” said he, as we sat alone in our chamber, “it’s dandy
down here, and the drink is good and the eats are good, and I’ve met a
wren that makes anything in Philadelphia look like two cents, but all the
same there are times when I want to feel that I might see God’s own
country once more.”

“We may all feel that way,” said I, “but I don’t see how you can
hope to make it.”

“Look it here, Bo! If these balls of gas could carry up our message,
maybe they could carry us up also. Don’t think I’'m joshing, for I’ve
figured it out to rights. We will suppose we put three or four of them
together so as to get a good lift. See? Then we have our vitrine bells on
and harness ourselves on to the balls. When the bell rings we cut loose and
up we go. What is going to stop us between here and the surface?”

“A shark, maybe.”

“Blah! Sharks nothing! We would streak past any shark so’s he’d
hardly know we was there. He’d think we was three flashes of light and
we’d get such a lick on that we’d shoot fifty feet up in the air at the other
end. I tell you the goof that sees us come up is going to say his prayers
over it.”

“ But, suppose it is possible, what will happen afterwards?”

“For Pete’s sake, leave afterwards out of it! Let us chance our luck,
or we are here for keeps. It’s me for cutting loose and having a dash at it.”

“I certainly greatly desire to return to the world, if only to lay our
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results before the learned societies,” said Maracot. “It is only my personal
influence which can make them realize the fund of new knowledge which
I have acquired. I should be quite in favour of any such attempt as Scanlan
has indicated.”

There were good reasons, as I will tell later, which made me the
least eager of the three.

“It would be perfect madness as you propose it. Unless we had
someone expecting us on the surface we should infallibly drift about and
perish from hunger and thirst.”

“Shucks, man, how could we have someone expecting us?

“Perhaps even that could be managed,” said Maracot. “We can give
within a mile or two the exact latitude and longitude of our position.”

“And they would let down a ladder,” said I, with some bitterness.

“Ladder nothing! The boss is right. See here, Mr.Headley, you put
in that letter that you are going to send the universe — my! don’t I see the
scare lines in the journals! — that we are at 27 North Latitude and 28.14
West Longitude, or whatever other figure is the right one. Got that? Then
you say that three of the most important folk in history, the great man of
Science, Maracot, and the rising star bug-collector, Headley, and Bob
Scanlan, a peach of a mechanic and the pride of Merribank’s, are all
yellin’ and whoopin’ for help from the bottom of the sea. Follow my
idee?”

“Well, what then?”

“Well, then it’s up to them, you see. It’s kind of a challenge that
they can’t forget. Same as I’ve read of Stanley?® finding Livingstone®®
and the like. It’s for them to find some way to yank us out or to catch us at
the other end if we can take the jump ourselves.”

“We could suggest the way ourselves,” said the Professor. “Let
them drop a deep-sea line into these waters and we will look out for it.
When it comes we can tie a message to it and bid them stand by for us.”

“You’ve said a mouthful!” cried Bob Scanlan. “That is sure the
way to do it.”

“And if any lady cared to share our fortunes four would be as easy
as three,” said Maracot, with a roguish smile at me.

“For that matter, five is as easy as four,” said Scanlan. “But you’ve
got it now, Mr.Headley. You write that down, and in six months we shall
be back in London River once more.”

So now we launch our two balls into that water which is to us what
the air is to you. Our two little balloons will go aloft. Will both be lost on
the way? It is possible. Or may we hope that one will get through? We
leave it on the knees of the gods. If nothing can be done for us, then let
those who care for us know that in any case we are safe and happy. If, on
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the other hand, this suggestion could be carried out and the money and
energy for our rescue should be forthcoming, we have given you the
means by which it can be done. Meanwhile, good-bye — or is it au
revoir?30

So ended the narrative in the vitrine ball.

The preceding narrative covers the facts so far as they were
available when the account was first drawn up. While the script was in the
hands of the printer there came an epilogue of the most unexpected and
sensational description. I refer to the rescue of the adventurers by
Mr.Faverger’s steam yacht Marion and the account sent out by the
wireless transmitter of that vessel, and picked up by the cable station at the
Cape de Verde Islands, which has just forwarded it to Europe and
America. This account was drawn up by Mr.Key Osborne, the well-known
representative of the Associated Press.

It would appear that immediately upon the first narrative of the
plight of Dr.Maracot and his friends reaching Europe an expedition was
quietly and effectively fitted up in the hope of bringing about a rescue.
Mr.Faverger generously placed his famous steam yacht at the disposal of
the party, which he accompanied in person. The Marion sailed from
Cherbourg in June, picked up Mr.Key Osborne and a motion-picture
operator at Southampton, and set forth at once for the tract of ocean which
was indicated in the original document. This was reached upon the first of
July.

A deep-sea piano-wire line was lowered, and was dragged slowly
along the bottom of the ocean. At the end of this line, beside the heavy
lead, there was suspended a bottle containing a message. The message ran:

“Your account has been received by the world, and we are here to
help you. We duplicate this message by our wireless transmitter in the
hope that it may reach you. We will slowly traverse your region. When
you have detached this bottle, please replace your own message in it. We
will act upon your instructions.”

For two days the Marion cruised slowly to and fro without result.
On the third a very great surprise awaited the rescue party. A small, highly
luminous ball shot out of the water a few hundred yards from the ship, and
proved to be a vitreous message-bearer of the sort which had been
described in the original document. Having been broken with some
difficulty, the following message was read:

“Thanks, dear friends. We greatly appreciate your grand loyalty

and energy. We receive your wireless messages with facility, and are in a
position to answer you in this fashion. We have endeavoured to get
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possession of your line, but the currents lift it high, and it sweeps along
rather faster then even the most active of us can move against the
resistance of the water. We propose to make our venture at six tomorrow
morning, which should, according to our reckoning, be Tuesday, July 5th.
We will come one at a time, so that any advice arising from our experience
can be wirelessed back to those who come later. Once again heartfelt
thanks.
“Maracot. Headley. Scanlan.”

Mr.Key Osborne now takes up the narrative:

“It was a perfect morning, and the deep sapphire sea lay as smooth
as a lake, with the glorious arch of the deep blue sky unbroken by the
smallest cloud. The whole crew of the Marion was early astir, and awaited
events with the most tense interest. As the hour of six drew near our
anticipation was painful. A look-out had been placed upon our signal mast,
and it was just five minutes to the hour when we heard him shouting, and
saw him pointing to the water on our port bow. We all crowded to that
side of the deck, and I was able to perch myself on one of the boats, from
which I had a clear view. I saw through the still water something which
looked like a silver bubble ascending with great rapidity from the depths
of the ocean. It broke the surface about two hundred yards from the ship,
and soared straight up into the air, a beautiful shining globe some three
feet in diameter, rising to a great height and then drifting away in some
slight current of wind exactly as a toy balloon would do. It was a
marvellous sight, but it filled us with apprehension, for it seemed as if the
harness might have come loose, and the burden which this tractor should
have borne through the waters had been shaken loose upon the way. A
wireless was at once dispatched:

“ “Your messenger has appeared close to the vessel. It had nothing
attached and has flown away.” Meanwhile we lowered a boat so as to be
ready for any development.

“Just after six o’clock there was another signal from our watchman,
and an instant later I caught sight of another silver globe, which was
swimming up from the depths very much more slowly than the last. On
reaching the surface it floated in the air, but its burden was supported upon
the water. This burden proved upon examination to be a great bundle of
books, papers, and miscellaneous objects all wrapped in a casing of fish
skin. It was hoisted dripping upon the deck, and was acknowledged by
wireless, while we eagerly awaited the next arrival.

“This was not long in coming. Again the silver bubble, again the
breaking of the surface, but this time the glistening ball shot high into the
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air, suspending under it, to our amazement, the slim figure of a woman. It
was but the impetus which had carried her into the air, and an instant later
she had been towed to the side of the vessel. A leather circlet had been
firmly fastened round the upper curve of the glass ball, and from this long
straps depended which were attached to a broad leather belt round her
dainty waist. The upper part of her body was covered by a peculiar pear-
shaped glass shade — I call it glass, but it was of the same tough light
material as the vitreous ball. It was almost transparent, with silvery veins
running through its substance. This glass covering had tight elastic
attachments at the waist and shoulders, which made it perfectly watertight,
while it was provided within, as has been described in Headley’s original
manuscript, with novel but very light and practical chemical apparatus for
the renovation of air. With some difficulty the breathing bell was removed
and the lady hoisted upon deck. She lay there in a deep faint, but her
regular breathing encouraged us to think that she would soon recover from
the effects of her rapid journey and from the change of pressure, which
had been minimized by the fact that the density of the air inside the
protective sheath was considerably higher than our atmosphere, so that it
may be said to have represented that half-way point at which human divers
are wont to pause. Presumably this is the Atlantean woman referred to in
the first message as Mona, and if we may take her as a sample they are
indeed a race worth reintroducing to earth. She is dark in complexion,
beautifully clear-cut and high-bred in feature, with long black hair, and
magnificent hazel eyes which looked round her presently in a charming
amazement. Sea-shells and mother-of-pear]l were worked into her cream-
coloured tunic, and tangled in her dark hair. A more perfect Naiad of the
Deep could not be imagined, the very personification of the mystery and
the glamour of the sea. We could see complete consciousness coming back
into those marvellous eyes, and then she sprang suddenly to her feet with
the activity of a young doe and ran to the side of the vessel. ‘Cyrus!
Cyrus!” she cried.

“We had already removed the anxiety of those below by a wireless.
But now in quick succession each of them arrived, shooting thirty or forty
feet into the air, and then falling back into the sea, from which we quickly
raised them. All three were unconscious, and Scanlan was bleeding at the
nose and ears, but within an hour all were able to totter to their feet. The
first action of each was, I imagine, characteristic. Scanlan was led off by a
laughing group to the bar, from which shouts of merriment are now
resounding, much to the detriment of this composition. Dr.Maracot seized
the bundle of papers, tore out one which consisted entirely, so far as I
could judge, of algebraic symbols, and disappeared downstairs, while
Cyrus Headley ran to the side of his strange maiden, and looks, by last
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reports, as if he had no intention of ever quitting it. Thus the matter stands,
and we trust our weak wireless will carry our message as far as the Cape
de Verde station. The fuller details of this wonderful adventure will come
later, as is fitting, from the adventurers themselves.”
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VI

There are very many people who have written both to me, Cyrus
Headley, Rhodes scholar of Oxford, and to Professor Maracot, and even to
Bill Scanlan, since our very remarkable experience at the bottom of the
Atlantic, where we were able at a point 200 miles south-west of the
Canaries to make a submarine descent which has not only led to a revision
of our views concerning deep-sea life and pressures, but has also
established the survival of an old civilization under incredibly difficult
conditions. In these letters we have been continually asked to give further
details about our experiences. It will be understood that my original
document was a very superficial one, and yet it covered most of the facts.
There were some, however, which were withheld, and above all the
tremendous episode of the Lord of the Dark Face. This involved some
facts and some conclusions of so utterly extraordinary a nature that we all
thought it was best to suppress it entirely for the present. Now, however,
that Science has accepted our conclusions — and I may add since Society
has accepted my bride — our general veracity is established and we may
perhaps venture upon a narrative which might have repulsed public
sympathy in the first instance. Before I get to the one tremendous
happening I would lead up to it by some reminiscences of those wonderful
months in the buried home of the Atlanteans, who by means of their
vitrine oxygen bells are able to walk the ocean floor with the same ease as
those Londoners whom I see now from my windows in the Hyde Park
Hotel are strolling among the flower beds.

When first we were taken in by these people after our dreadful fall
from the surface we were in the position of prisoners rather than of guests.
I wish now to set upon record how this came to change and how through
the splendour of Dr.Maracot we have left such a name down there that the
memory of us will go down in their annals as of some celestial visitation.
They knew nothing of our leaving, which they would certainly have
prevented if they could, so that no doubt there is already a legend that we
have returned to some heavenly sphere, taking with us the sweetest and
choicest flower of their flock.

I would wish now to set down in their order some of the strange
things of this wonderful world, and also some of the adventures which
befell us until I came to the supreme adventure of all — one which will
leave a mark upon each of us for ever — the coming of the Lord of the
Dark Face. In some ways I wish that we could have stayed longer in the
Maracot Deep for there were many mysteries there, and up to the end there
were things which we could not understand. Also we were rapidly learning
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something of their language, so that soon we should have had much more
information.

Experience had taught these people what was terrible and what was
innocent. One day, I remember, that there was a sudden alarm and that we
all ran out in our oxygen bells on to the ocean bed, though why we ran or
what we meant to do was a mystery to us. There could be no mistake,
however, as to the horror and distraction upon the faces of those around
us. When we got out on to the plain we met a number of the Greek coal-
workers who were hastening towards the door of our Colony. They had
come at such a pace, and were so weary that they kept falling down in the
ooze, and it was clear that we were really a rescue party for the purpose of
picking up these cripples, and hurrying up the laggards. We saw no sign of
weapons and no show of resistance against the coming danger. Soon the
colliers were hustled along, and when the last one had been shoved
through the door we looked back along the line that they had traversed. All
that we could see was a couple of greenish wisp-like clouds, luminous in
the centre and ragged at the edges, which were drifting rather than moving
in our direction. At the clear sight of them, though they were quite half a
mile away, my companions were filled with panic and beat at the door so
as to get in the sooner. It was surely nervous work to see these mysterious
centres of trouble draw nearer, but the pumps acted swiftly and we were
soon in safety once more. There was a great block of transparent crystal,
ten foot long and two foot broad, above the lintel of the door, with lights
so arranged that they threw a strong glare outside. Mounted on the ladders
kept for the purpose, several of us, including myself, looked through this
rude window. I saw the strange shimmering green circles of light pause
before the door. As they did so the Atlanteans on either side of me simply
gibbered with fear. Then one of the shadowy creatures outside came
flickering up through the water and made for our crystal window. Instantly
my companions pulled me down below the level of vision, but it seems
that in my carelessness some of my hair did not get clear from whatever
the maleficent influence may be which these strange creatures send forth.
There is a patch there which is withered and white to this day.

It was not for a long time that the Atlanteans dared to open their
door, and when at last a scout was sent forth he went amid hand-shakings
and slaps on the back as one who does a gallant deed. His report was that
all was clear, and soon joy had returned to the community and this strange
visitation seemed to have been forgotten. We only gathered from the word
“Praxa,” repeated in various tones of horror, that this was the name of the
creature. The only person who derived real joy from the incident was
Professor Maracot, who could hardly be restrained from sallying out with
a small net and a glass vase. “A new order of life, partly organic, partly
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gaseous, but clearly intelligent,” was his general comment. “A freak out of
Hell,” was Scanlan’s less scientific description.

Two days afterwards, when we were out on what we called a
shrimping expedition, when we walked among the deep sea foliage and
captured in our hand-nets specimens of the smaller fish, we came suddenly
upon the body of one of the coal-workers, who had no doubt been
overtaken in his flight by these strange creatures. The glass bell had been
broken — a matter which called for enormous strength, for this vitrine
substance is extraordinarily tough, as you realized when you attempted to
reach my first documents. The man’s eyes had been torn out, but
otherwise he had been uninjured.

“A dainty feeder!” said the Professor after our return. “There is a
hawk parrot in New Zealand which will kill the lamb in order to get at a
particular morsel of fat above the kidney. So this creature will slay the
man for his eyes. In the heavens above and in the waters below Nature
knows but one law, and it is, alas! remorseless cruelty.”

We had many examples of that terrible law down there in the
depths of the ocean. I can remember, for example, that many times we
observed a curious groove upon the soft bathybian mud, as if a barrel had
been rolled along it. We pointed it out to our Atlantean companions, and
when we could interrogate them we tried to get from them some account
of what this creature could be. As to its name our friends gave some of
those peculiar clicking sounds which come into the Atlantean speech, and
which cannot be reproduced either by the European tongue or by the
European alphabet. Krixchok is, perhaps, an approximation to it. But as to
its appearance we could always in such cases make use of the Atlantean
thought reflector by which our friends were able to give a very clear vision
of whatever was in their own minds. By this means they conveyed to us a
picture of a very strange marine creature which the Professor could only
classify as a gigantic sea slug. It seemed to be of great size, sausage-
shaped with eyes at the end of stems, and a thick coating of coarse hair or
bristles. When showing this apparition, our friends by their gestures
expressed the greatest horror and repulsion.

But this, as anyone could predicate who knew Maracot, only served
to inflame his scientific passions and to make him the more eager to
determine the exact species and subspecies of this unknown monster.
Accordingly T was not surprised when, on the occasion of our next
excursion, he stopped at the point where we clearly saw the mark of the
brute upon the slime, and turned deliberately towards the tangle of
seaweed and basaltic blocks out of whigh it seemed to have come. The
moment we left the plain the traces of course ceased, and yet there seemed
to be a natural gully amid the rocks which clearly led to the den of the
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monster. We were all three armed with the pikes which the Atlanteans
usually carried, but they seemed to me to be frail things with which to face
unknown dangers. The Professor trudged ahead, however, and we could
but follow after.

The rocky gorge ran upwards, its sides formed of huge clusters of
volcanic debris and draped with a profusion of the long red and black
forms of lamellaria which are characteristic of the extreme depths of
Ocean. A thousand beautiful ascidians and echinoderms of every joyous
colour and fantastic shape peeped out from amid this herbage, which was
alive with strange crustaceans and low forms of creeping life. Our
progress was slow, for walking is never easy in the depths, and the angle
up which we toiled was an acute one. Suddenly, however, we saw the
creature whom we hunted, and the sight was not a reassuring one.

It was half protruded from its lair, which was a hollow in a basaltic
pile. About five feet of hairy body was visible, and we perceived its eyes,
which were as large as saucers, yellow in colour, and glittering like agates,
moving round slowly upon their long pedicles as it heard the sound of our
approach. Then slowly it began to unwind itself from its burrow, waving
its heavy body along in caterpillar fashion. Once it reared up its head some
four feet from the rocks, so as to have a better look at us, and I observed,
as it did so, that it had what looked like the corrugated soles of tennis
shoes fastened on either side of its neck, the same colour, size, and striped
appearance. What this might mean I could not conjecture, but we were
soon to have an object lesson in their use.

The Professor had braced himself with his pike projecting forward
and a most determined expression upon his face. It was clear that the hope
of a rare specimen had swept all fear from his mind. Scanlan and I were by
no means so sure of ourselves, but we could not abandon the old man, so
we stood our ground on either side of him. The creature after that one long
stare, began slowly and clumsily to make its way down the slape, worming
its path among the rocks, and raising its pedicled eyes from time to time to
see what we were about. It came so slowly that we seemed safe enough,
since we could always outdistance it. And yet, had we only known it, we
were standing very near to death.

It was surely Providence that sent us our warning. The beast was
still making its lumbering approach, and may have been sixty yards from
us, when a very large fish, a deep-sea groper, shot out from the algee-
jungle on our side of the gorge and swam slowly across it. It had reached
the centre, and was about midway between the creature and ourselves
when it gave a convulsive leap, turned belly upwards, and sank dead to the
bottom of the ravine. At the same moment each of us felt an extraordinary
and most unpleasant tingling pass over our whole bodies, while our knees
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seemed to give way beneath us. Old Maracot was as wary as he was
audacious, and in an instant he had sized up the situation and realized that
the game was up. We were faced by some creature which threw out
electric waves to kill its prey, and our pikes were of no more use against it
than against a machine-gun. Had it not been for the lucky chance that the
fish drew its fire, we should have waited until it was near enough to loose
off its full battery, which would infallibly have destroyed us. We
blundered off as swiftly as we could, with the resolution to leave the giant
electric sea-worm severely alone for the future.

These were some of the more terrible of the dangers of the deep.
Yet another was the little black Hydrops ferox, as the Professor named
him. He was a red fish not much longer than a herring, with a large mouth
and a formidable row of teeth. He was harmless in ordinary circumstances,
but the shedding of blood, even the very smallest amount of it, attracted
him in an instant, and there was no possible salvation for the victim, who
was torn to pieces by swarms of attackers. We saw a horrible sight once at
the colliery pits, where a slave worker had the misfortune to cut his hand.
In an instant, coming from all quarters, thousands of these fish were on to
him. In vain he threw himself down and struggled; in vain his horrified
companions beat them away with their picks and shovels. The lower part
of him, beneath his bell, dissolved before our eyes amid the cloud of
vibrant life which surrounded him. One instant we saw a man. The next
there was a red mass with white protruding bones. A minute later the
bones only were left below the waist and half a clean-picked skeleton was
lying at the bottom of the sea. The sight was so horrifying that we were all
ill, and the hard-boiled Scanlan actually fell down in a faint and we had
some difficulty in getting him home.

But the strange sights which we saw were not always horrifying. I
have in mind one which will never fade from our memory. It was on one
of those excursions which we delighted to take, sometimes with an
Atlantean guide, and sometimes by ourselves when our hosts had learned
that we did not need constant attendance and nursing. We were passing
over a portion of the plain with which we were quite familiar, when we
perceived, to our surprise, that a great patch of light yellow sand, half an
acre or so in extent, had been laid down or uncovered since our last visit.
We were standing in some surprise, wondering what submarine current or
seismic movement could have brought this about, when to our absolute
amazement the whole thing rose up and swam with slow undulations
immediately above our heads. It was so huge that the great canopy took
some appreciable time, a minute or two, to pass from over us. It was a
gigantic flat fish, not different, so far as the Professor could observe, from
one of our own little dabs, but grown to this enormous size upon the
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nutritious food which the bathybian deposits provide. It vanished away
into the darkness above us, a great, glimmering, flickering white and
yellow expanse, and we saw it no more.

There was one other phenomenon of the deep sea which was very
unexpected. That was the tornadoes which frequently occur. They seem to
be caused by the periodical arrival of violent submarine currents which set
in with little warning and are terrific while they last, causing as much
confusion and destruction as the highest wind would do upon land. No
doubt without these visitations there would be that putridity and stagnation
which absolute immobility must give, so that, as in all Nature’s processes,
there was an excellent object in view; but the experience none the less was
an alarming one.

On the first occasion when I was caught in such a watery cyclone, I
had gone out with that very dear lady to whom I have alluded, Mona, the
daughter of Manda. There was a very beautiful bank loaded with algz of a
thousand varied colours which lay a mile or so from the Colony. This was
Mona’s very special garden which she greatly loved, a tangle of pink
serpularia, purple ophiurids and red holothurians. On this day she had
taken me to see it, and it was while we were standing before it that the
storm burst. So strong was the current which suddenly flowed upon us that
it was only by holding together and getting behind the shelter of rocks that
we could save ourselves from being washed away. I observed that this
rushing stream of water was quite warm, almost as warm as one could
bear, which may show that there is a volcanic origin in these disturbances
and that they are the wash from some submarine disturbance in some far-
off region of the ocean bed. The mud of the great plain was stirred up by
the rush of the current, and the light was darkened by the thick cloud of
matter suspended in the water around us. To find our way back was
impossible, for we had lost all sense of direction, and in any case could
hardly move against the rush of the water. Then on the top of all else a
slowly increasing heaviness of the chest and difficulty of breathing warned
me that our oxygen supply was beginning to fail us.

It is at such times, when we are in the immediate presence of death,
that the great primitive passions float to the surface and submerge all our
lesser emotions. It was only at that moment that I knew that I loved my
gentle companion, loved her with all my heart and soul, loved her with a
love which was rooted deep down and was part of my very self. How
strange a thing is a love like that! How impossible to analyse! It was not
for her face or figure, lovely as they were. It was not for her voice, though
it was more musical than any I have known, nor was it for mental
communion, since I could only learn her thoughts from her sensitive ever-
changing face. No, it was something at the back of her dark dreamy eyes,
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something in the very depths of her soul as of mine which made us mates
for all time. I held out my hand and clasped her own, reading in her face
that there was no thought or emotion of mine which was not flooding her
own receptive mind and flushing her lovely cheek. Death at my side would
present no terror to her, and as for myself my heart throbbed at the very
thought.

But it was not to be. One would think that our glass coverings
excluded sounds, but as a matter of fact the throb of certain air vibrations
penetrated them easily, or by their impact started similar vibrations within.
There was a loud beat, a reverberating clang, like that of a distant gong. I
had no idea what it might mean, but my companion was in no doubt. Still
holding my hand, she rose from our shelter, and after listening intently she
crouched down and began to make her way against the storm. It was a race
against death, for every instant the terrible oppression on my chest became
more unbearable. I saw her dear face peering most anxiously into mine,
and I staggered on in the direction to which she led me. Her appearance
and her movements showed that her oxygen supply was less exhausted
than mine. I held on as long as Nature would allow, and then suddenly
everything swam around me. I threw out my arms and fell senseless upon
the soft ocean floor.

When I came to myself I was lying on my own couch inside the
Atlantean Palace. The old yellow-clad priest was standing beside me, a
phial of some stimulant in his hand. Maracot and Scanlan, with distressed
faces, were bending over me, while Mona knelt at the bottom of the bed
with tender anxiety upon her features. It seems that the brave girl had
hastened on to the community door, from which on occasions of this sort it
was the custom to beat a great gong as a guide to any wanderers who
might be lost. There she had explained my position and had guided back
the rescue party, including my two comrades, who had brought me back in
their arms. Whatever I may do in life, it is truly Mona who will do it, for
that life has been a gift from her.

Now that by a miracle she has come to join me in the upper world,
the human world under the sky, it is strange to reflect upon the fact that
my love was such that I was willing, most willing, to remain for ever in
the depths so long as she should be all my own. For long I could not
understand that deep, deep intimate bond which held us together, and
which was felt, as I could see, as strongly by her as by me. It was Manda,
her father, who gave me an explanation which was as unexpected as it was
satisfying.

He had smiled gently over our love affair — smiled with the
indulgent, half-amused air of one who sees that come to pass which he had
already anticipated. Then one day he led me aside and in his own chamber
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he placed that silver screen upon which his thoughts and knowledge could
be reflected. Never while the breath of life is in my body can I forget that
which he showed me — and her. Seated side by side, our hands clasped
together, we watched entranced while the pictures flickered up before our
eyes, formed and projected by that racial memory of the past which these
Atlanteans possess.

There was a rocky peninsula jutting out into a lovely blue ocean. 1
may not have told you before that in these thought cinemas, if I may use
the expression, colour is produced as well as form. On this headland was a
house of quaint design, wide-spread, red-roofed, white-walled, and
beautiful. A grove of palm trees surrounded it. In this grove there appeared
to be a camp, for we could see the white sheen of tents and here and there
the glimmer of arms as of some sentinel keeping ward. Out of this grove
there walked a middle-aged man clad in mail armour, with a round light
shield on his arm. He carried something in his other hand, but whether
sword or javelin I could not see. He turned his face towards us once, and I
saw at once that he was of the same breed as the Atlantean men who were
around me. Indeed, he might have been the twin brother of Manda, save
that his features were harsh and menacing — a brute man, but one who was
brutal not from ignorance but from the trend of his own nature. The brute
and the brain are surely the most dangerous of all combinations. In this
high forehead and sardonic, bearded mouth one sensed the very essence of
evil. If this were indeed some previous incarnation of Manda himself, and
by his gestures he seemed to wish us to understand that it was, then in
soul, if not in mind, he has risen far since then.

As he approached the house, we saw in the picture that a young
woman came out to meet him. She was clad as the old Greeks were clad,
in a long clinging white garment, the simplest and yet the most beautiful
and dignified dress that woman has ever yet devised. Her manner as she
approached the man was one of submission and reverence — the manner of
a dutiful daughter to a father. He repulsed her savagely, however, raising
his hand as if to strike her. As she shrank back from him, the sun lit up her
beautiful, tearful face and I saw that it was my Mona.

The silver screen blurred, and an instant later another scene was
forming. It was a rock-bound cove, which I sensed to belong to that very
peninsula which I had already seen. A strange-shaped boat with high
pointed ends was in the foreground. It was night, but the moon shone very
brightly on the water. The familiar stars, the same to Atlantis as to us,
glittered in the sky. Slowly and cautiously the boat drew in. There were
two rowers, and in the bows was a man enveloped in a dark cloak. As he
came close to the shore he stood up and looked eagerly around him. I saw
his pale, earnest face in the clear moonlight. It did not need the convulsive
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clasp of Mona or the ejaculation of Manda to explain that strange intimate
thrill which shot over me as I looked. The man was myself.

Yes, I, Cyrus Headley, now of New York and of Oxford; I, the
latest product of modern culture, had myself once been part of this mighty
civilization of old. I understood now why many of the symbols and
hieroglyphs which I had seen around me had impressed me with a vague
familiarity. Again and again I had felt like a man who strains his memory
because he feels that he is on the edge of some great discovery, which is
always awaiting him, and yet is always just outside his grasp. Now, too, I
understood that deep soul thrill which I had encountered when my eyes
met those of Mona. They came from the depths of my own subconscious
self where the memories of twelve thousand years still lingered.

Now the boat had touched the shore, and out of the bushes above
there had come a glimmering white figure. My arms were outstretched to
enfold it. After one hurried embrace I had half lifted, half carried her into
the boat. But now there was a sudden alarm. With frantic gestures I
beckoned to the rowers to push out. It was too late. Men swarmed out of
the bushes. Eager hands seized the side of the boat. In vain I tried to beat
them off. An axe gleamed in the air and crashed down upon my head. I fell
forward dead upon the lady bathing her white robe in my blood. I saw her
screaming, wild-eyed and open-mouthed, while her father dragged her by
her long black hair from underneath my body. Then the curtain closed
down.

Once again a picture flickered up upon the silver screen. It was the
inside of the house of refuge which had been built by the wise Atlantean
for a place of refuge on the day of doom — that very house in which we
now stood. I saw its crowded, terrified inmates at the moment of the
catastrophe. There I saw my Mona once again, and there also was her
father who had learned better and wiser ways so that he was now included
among those who might be saved. We saw the great hall rocking like a
ship in a storm, while the awestruck refugees clung to the pillars or fell
upon the floor. Then we saw the lurch and fall as it descended through the
waves. Once more the scene died away, and Manda turned smiling to
show that all was over.

Yes, we had lived before, the whole group of us, Manda and Mona
and I, and perhaps shall live again, acting and reacting down the long
chain of our lives. I had died in the upper world, and so my own
reincarnations had been upon that plane. Manda and Mona had died under
the waves, and so it was there that their cosmic destiny had been worked
out. We had for a moment seen a corner lifted in the great dark veil of
Nature and had one passing gleam of truth amid the mysteries which
surround us. Each life is but one chapter in a story which God has
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designed. You cannot judge its wisdom or its justice until in some supreme
day from some pinnacle of knowledge you look back and see at last the
cause and the effect, acting and reacting, down all the long chronicles of
Time.3!

This new-found and delightful relationship of mine may have saved
us all a little later when the only serious quarrel which we ever had broke
out between us and the community with which we dwelt. As it was, it
might have gone ill with us had not a far greater matter come to engage the
attention of all, and to place us on a pinnacle in their estimation. It came
about thus.

One morning, if such a term can be used where the time of day
could only be judged by our occupations, the Professor and I were seated
in our large common room. He had fitted one corner of it as a laboratory
and was busily engaged in dissecting a gastrostomus which he had netted
the day before. On his table were scattered a litter of amphipods and
copepods with specimens of Valella, lanthina, Physalia, and a hundred
other creatures whose smell was by no means as attractive as their
appearance. | was seated near him studying an Atlantean grammar, for our
friends had plenty of books, printed in curious right to left fashion upon
what I thought was parchment but which proved to be the bladders of
fishes, pressed and preserved. I was bent on getting the key which would
unlock all this knowledge, and therefore I spent much of my time over the
alphabet and the elements of the language.

Suddenly, however, our peaceful pursuits were rudely interrupted
by an extraordinary procession which rushed into the room. First came
Bill Scanlan, very red and excited, one arm waving in the air, and, to our
amazement, a plump and noisy baby under the other. Behind him was
Berbrix, the Atlantean engineer who had helped Scanlan to erect the
wireless receiver. He was a large stout jovial man as a rule, but now his
big fat face was convulsed with grief. Behind him again was a woman
whose straw-coloured hair and blue eyes showed that she was no
Atlantean but one of the subordinate race which we traced to the ancient
Greeks.

“Look it here, boss,” cried the excited Scanlan. “This guy Berbrix,
who is a regular fellar, is going clean goofie32 and so is this skirt whom he
has married, and I guess it is up to us to see that they get a square deal. Far
as | understand it she is like a nigger would be down South, and he said a
mouthful when he asked her to marry him, but I reckon that’s the guy’s
own affair and nothing to us.”

“Of course it is his own affair,” said I. “What on earth has bitten
you, Scanlan?”

“It’s like this, boss. Here has a baby come long. It seems the folk
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here don’t want a breed of that sort nohow, and the Priests are out to offer
up the baby to that dumm image down yonder. The chief high muck-a-
muck got hold of the baby and was sailin’ off with it but Berbrix yanked it
away, and I threw him down on his ear-hole, and now the whole pack are
at our heels and -”

Scanlan got no further with his explanation, for there was a
shouting and a rush of feet in the passage, our door was flung open, and
several of the yellow-clad attendants of the Temple rushed into the room.
Behind them, fierce and austere, came the high-nosed formidable Priest.
He beckoned with his hand, and his servants rushed forward to seize the
child. They halted, however, in indecision as they saw Scanlan throw the
baby down among the specimens on the table behind him, and pick up a
pike with which he confronted his assailants. They had drawn their knives,
so I also ran with a pike to Scanlan’s aid, while Berbrix did the same. So
menacing were we that the Temple servants shrank back and things
seemed to have come to a deadlock.

“Mr.Headley, sir, you speak a bit of their lingo,” cried Scanlan.
“Tell them there ain’t no soft pickings here.33 Tell them we ain’t givin’
away no babies this morning, thank you. Tell them there will be such a
rough house as they never saw if they don’t vamose the ranche. There
now, you asked for it and you’ve got it good and plenty and I wish you

. 2

Joy.

>

The latter part of Scanlan’s speech was caused by the fact that
Dr.Maracot had suddenly plunged the scalpel with which he was
performing his dissection into the arm of one of the attendants who had
crept round and had raised his knife to stab Scanlan. The man howled and
danced about in fear and pain while his comrades, incited by the old Priest,
prepared to make a rush. Heaven only knows what would have happened
if Manda and Mona had not entered the room. He stared with amazement
at the scene and asked a number of eager questions from the High Priest.
Mona had come over to me, and with a happy inspiration I picked up the
baby and placed it in her arms, where it settled down and cooed most
contentedly.

Manda’s brow was overcast and it was clear that he was greatly
puzzled what to do. He sent the Priest and his satellites back to the
Temple, and then he entered into a long explanation, only a part of which I
could understand and pass on to my companions.

“You are to give up the baby,” I said to Scanlan.

“Give it up! No, sir. Nothin’ doing!”

“This lady is to take charge of mother and child.”

“That’s another matter. If Miss Mona takes it on, I am contented.
But if that bindlestiff of a priest -”
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“No, no, he cannot interfere. The matter is to be referred to the
Council. It is very serious, for I understand Manda to say that the Priest is
within his rights and that it is an old-established custom of the nation.
They could never, he says, distinguish between the upper and lower races
if they had all sorts of intermediates in between. If children are born they
must die. That is the law.”

“Well, this baby won’t die anyhow.”

“I hope not. He said he would do all he could with the Council. But
it will be a week or two before they meet. So it’s safe up to then, and who
knows what may happen in the meantime.”

Yes, who knew what might happen. Who could have dreamed what
did happen. Out of this is fashioned the next chapter of our adventures.
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I have already said that within a short distance of the underground
dwelling of the Atlanteans, prepared beforehand to meet the catastrophe
which overwhelmed their native land, there lay the ruins of that great city
of which their dwelling had once been part. I have described also how
with the vitrine bells charged with oxygen upon our heads we were taken
to visit this place, and I tried to convey how deep were our emotions as we
viewed it. No words can describe the tremendous impression produced by
those colossal ruins, the huge carved pillars and gigantic buildings, all
lying stark and silent in the grey phosphorescent light of the bathybian
deeps, with no movement save the slow wash of the giant fronds in the
deep-sea currents, or the flickering shadows of the great fish which passed
through the gaping doors or flitted round the dismantled chambers. It was
a favourite haunt of ours, and under the guidance of our friend Manda we
passed many an hour examining the strange architecture and all the other
remains of that vanished civilization which bore every sign of having
been, so far as material knowledge goes, far ahead of our own.

I have said material knowledge. Soon we were to have proof that in
spiritual culture there was a vast chasm which separated them from us.
The lesson which we carry from their rise and their fall is that the greatest
danger which can come to a state is when its intellect outruns its soul. It
destroyed this old civilization, and it may yet be the ruin of our own.

We had observed that in one part of the ancient city there was a
large building which must have stood upon a hill, for it was still
considerably elevated above the general level. A long flight of broad steps
constructed from black marble led up to it, and the same material had been
used in most of the building, but it was nearly obscured now by a horrible
yellow fungus, a fleshy leprous mass, which hung down from every
cornice and projection. Above the main doorway, carved also in black
marble, was a terrible Medusa-like head with radiating serpents, and the
same symbol was repeated here and there upon the walls. Several times we
had wished to explore this sinister building, but on each occasion our
friend Manda had shown the greatest agitation and by frantic gestures had
implored us to turn away. It was clear that so long as he was in our
company we should never have our way, and yet a great curiosity urged us
to penetrate the secret of this ominous place. We held a council on the
matter one morning, Bill Scanlan and I.

“Look it here, Bo,” said he, “there is something there that this guy
does not want us to see, and the more he hides it the more of a hunch have
I that I want to be set wise to it. We don’t need no guides any more, you or
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I. T guess we can put on our own glass tops and walk out of the front door
same as any other citizen. Let us go down and explore.”

“Why not?” said I, for I was as curious about the matter as Scanlan.
“Do you see any objection, sir?” I asked, for Doctor Maracot had entered
the room. “Perhaps you would care to come down with us and fathom the
mystery of the Palace of Black Marble.”

“It may be the Palace of Black Magic as well,” said he. “Did you
ever hear of the Lord of the Dark Face?”

I confessed that I never did. I forget if I have said before that the
Professor was a world-famed specialist on Comparative Religions and
ancient primitive beliefs. Even the distant Atlantis was not beyond the
range of his learning.

“Our knowledge of the conditions there came to us chiefly by way
of Egypt,” said he. “It is what the Priests of the Temple at Sais told Solon
which is the solid nucleus round which all the rest, part fact and part
fiction, has gathered.”

“And what wise cracks did the priests say?” asked Scanlan.

“Well, they said a good deal. But among other things they handed
down a legend of the Lord of the Dark Face. I can’t help thinking that he
may have been the Master of the Black Marble Palace. Some say that there
were several Lords of the Dark Face — but one at least is on record.”

“And what sort of a duck was he?” asked Scanlan.

“Well, by all accounts, he was more than a man, both in his power
and in his wickedness. Indeed, it was on account of these things, and on
account of the utter corruption which he had brought upon the people, that
the whole land was destroyed.”

“Like Sodom and Gomorrah.”

“Exactly. There would seem to be a point where things become
impossible. Nature’s patience is exhausted, and the only course open is to
smear it all out and begin again. This creature, one can hardly call him a
man, had trafficked in unholy arts and had acquired magic powers of the
most far-reaching sort which he turned to evil ends. That is the legend of
the Lord of the Dark Face. It would explain why his house is still a thing
of horror to these poor people and why they dread that we should go near
it.”

“Which makes me the more eager to do so,” I cried.

“Same here, Bo,” Bill added.

“I confess that I too should be interested to examine it,” said the
Professor. “I cannot see that our kind hosts here will be any the worse if
we make a little expedition of our own, since their superstition makes it
difficult for them to accompany us. We will take our opportunity and do
s0.”
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It was some little time before that opportunity came, for our small
community was so closely knit that there was little privacy in life. It
chanced, however, one morning — so far as we could with our rough
calendar reckon night and morning — there was some religious observance
which assembled them all and took up all tneir attention. The chance was
too good for us to miss and having assured the two janitors who worked
the great pumps of the entrance chamber that all was right we soon found
ourselves alone upon the ocean bed and bound for the old city. Progress is
slow through the heavy medium of salt water, and even a short walk is
wearying, but within an hour we found ourselves in front of the huge black
building which had excited our curiosity. With no friendly guide to check
us, and no presentiment of danger, we ascended the marble stair and
passed through the huge carved portals of this palace of evil.

It was far better preserved than the other buildings of the old city —
so much so, indeed, that the stone shell was in no way altered, and only
the furniture and the hangings had long decayed and vanished. Nature,
however, had brought her own hangings, and very horrible they were. It
was a gloomy shadowy place at the best, but in those hideous shadows
lurked the obscene shapes of monstrous polyps and strange, misformed
fish which were like the creations of a nightmare. Especially I remember
an enormous purple sea-slug which crawled, in great numbers, everywhere
and large black flat fish which lay like mats upon the floor, with long
waving tentacles tipped with flame vibrating above them in the water. We
had to step carefully, for the whole building was filled with hideous
creatures which might well prove to be as poisonous as they looked.

There were richly ornamented passages with small side rooms
leading out from them, but the centre of the building was taken up by one
magnificent hall, which in the days of its grandeur must have been one of
the most wonderful chambers ever erected by human hands. In that
gloomy light we could see neither the roof nor the full sweep of the walls,
but as we walked round, our lamps casting tunnels of light before us, we
appreciated its huge proportions and the marvellous decorations of the
walls. These decorations took the form of statues and ornaments, carved
with the highest perfection of art, but horrible and revolting in their
subjects. All that the most depraved human mind could conceive of Sadic
cruelty and bestial lust was reproduced upon the walls. Through the
shadows monstrous images and horrible imaginings loomed round us on
every side. If ever the devil had a Temple erected in his honour, it was
there. So too was the devil himself, for at one end of the room, under a
canopy of discoloured metal which may well have been gold, and on a
high throne of red marble, there was seated a dreadful deity, the very
impersonation of evil, savage, scowling and relentless, modelled upon the
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same lines as the Baal whom we had seen in the Atlantean Colony, but
infinitely stranger and more repulsive. There was a fascination in the
wonderful vigour of that terrible countenance, and we were standing with
our lamps playing upon it, absorbed in our reflections, when the most
amazing, the most incredible thing came to break in upon our reflections.
From behind us there came the sound of a loud, derisive human laugh.

Our heads were, as I have explained, enclosed in our glass bells,
from which all sound was excluded, nor was it possible for anyone
wearing a bell to utter any sound. And yet that mocking laugh fell clear
upon the ears of each of us. We sprang round and stood amazed at what
was before us.

Against one of the pillars of the hall a man was leaning, his arms
folded upon his chest, and his malevolent eyes fixed with a threatening
glare upon ourselves. I have called him a man, but he was unlike any man
whom I have ever seen, and the fact that he both breathed and talked as no
man could breathe or talk, and made his voice carry as no human voice
could carry, told us that he had that in him which made him very different
from ourselves. Outwardly he was a magnificent creature, not less than
seven feet in height and built upon the lines of a perfect athlete, which was
the more noticeable as he wore a costume which fitted tightly upon his
figure, and seemed to consist of black glazed leather. His face was that of
a bronze statue — a statue wrought by some master craftsman in order to
depict all the power and also all the evil which the human features could
portray. It was not bloated or sensual, for such characteristics would have
meant weakness and there was no trace of weakness there. On the
contrary, it was extraordinarily clean-cut and aquiline, with an eagle nose,
dark bristling brows, and smouldering black eyes which flashed and
glowed with an inner fire. It was those remorseless, malignant eyes, and
the beautiful but cruel straight hard-lipped mouth, set like fate, which gave
the terror to his face. One felt, as one looked at him, that magnificent as he
was in his person, he was evil to the very marrow, his glance a threat, his
smile a sneer, his laugh a mockery.

“Well, gentlemen,” he said, talking excellent English in a voice
which sounded as clear as if we were all back upon earth, “you have had a
remarkable adventure in the past and are likely to have an even more
exciting one in the future, though it may be my pleasant task to bring it to
a sudden end. This, I fear, is a rather one-sided conversation, but as I am
perfectly well able to read your thoughts, and as I know all about you, you
need not fear any misunderstanding. But you have a great deal — a very
great deal to learn.”

We looked at each other in helpless amazement. It was hard,
indeed, to be prevented from comparing notes as to our reactions to this
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amazing development. Again we heard that rasping laugh.

“Yes, it is indeed hard. But you can talk when you return, for I wish
you to return and to take a message with you. If it were not for that
message, I think that this visit to my home would have been your end. But
first of all I have a few things which I wished to say to you. I will address
you, Dr.Maracot, as the oldest and presumably the wisest of the party,
though none could have been very wise to make such an excursion as this.
You hear me very well, do you not? That is right, a nod or a shake is all I
ask.

“Of course you know who I am. I fancy you discovered me lately.
No one can speak or think of me that I do not know it. No one can come
into this my old home, my innermost intimate shrine, that I am not
summoned. That is why these poor wretches down yonder avoid it, and
wanted you to avoid it also. You would have been wiser if you had
followed their advice. You have brought me to you, and when once I am
brought I do not readily leave.

“Your mind with its little grain of earth science is worrying itself
over the problems which I present. How is it that I can live here without
oxygen? I do not live here. I live in the great world of men under the light
of the sun. I only come here when I am called as you have called me. But I
am an ether-breathing creature. There is as much ether here as on a
mountain top. Some of your own people can live without air. The
cataleptic lies for months and never breathes. I am even as he, but I
remain, as you see me, conscious and active.

“Now you worry as to how you can hear me. Is it not the very
essence of wireless transmission that it turns from the ether to the air? So I
too can turn my words from my etheric utterance to impinge upon your
ears through the air which fills those clumsy bells of yours.

“And my English? Well, I hope it is fairly good. I have lived some
time on earth, oh a weary, weary time. How long is it? Is this the eleventh
thousand or the twelfth thousand year? The latter, I think. I have had time
to learn all human tongues. My English is no better than the rest.

“Have I resolved some of your doubts? That is right. I can see if I
cannot hear you. But now I have something more serious to say.

“I am Baal-seepa. I am the Lord of the Dark Face. I am he who
went so far into the inner secrets of Nature that I could defy death himself.
I have so handled things that I could not die if I would. Some will stronger
than my own is to be found if I am ever to die. Oh, mortals, never pray to
be delivered from death. It may seem terrible, but eternal life is infinitely
more so. To go on and on and on while the endless procession of humanity
goes past you. To sit ever at the wayside of history and to see it go, ever
moving onwards and leaving you behind. Is it a wonder that my heart is
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black and bitter, and that I curse the whole foolish drove of them? I injure
them when I can. Why should I not?

“You wonder how I can injure them. I have powers, and they are
not small ones. I can sway the minds of men. I am the master of the mob.
Where evil has been planned there have I ever been. I was with the Huns
when they laid half Europe in ruins. I was with the Saracens when under
the name of religion they put to the sword all who gainsayed them. I was
out on Bartholomew’s night. I lay behind the slave trade. It was my
whisper which burned ten thousand old crones whom the fools called
witches. I was the tall dark man who led the mob in Paris when the streets
swam in blood. Rare times those, but they have been even better of late in
Russia. That is whence I have come. I had half forgotten this colony of sea
rats who burrow under the mud and carry on a few of the arts and legends
of that grand land where life flourished as never since. It is you who
reminded me of them, for this old home of mine is still united, by personal
vibrations of which your science knows nothing, to the man who built and
loved it. I knew that strangers had entered it. I inquired, and here I am. So
now since I am here — and it is the first time for a thousand years — it has
reminded me of these people. They have lingered long enough. It is time
for them to go. They are sprung from the power of one who defied me in
his life, and who built up this means of escape from the catastrophe which
engulfed all but his people and myself. His wisdom saved them and my
powers saved me. But now my powers will crush those whom he saved,
and the story will be complete.”

He put his hand into his breast and he took out a piece of script.
“You will give this to the chief of the water-rats,” said he. “I regret that
you gentlemen should share their fate, but since you are the primary cause
of their misfortune it is only justice, after all. I will see you again later.
Meanwhile I would commend a study of these pictures and carvings,
which will give you some idea of the height to which I had raised Atlantis
during the days of my rule. Here you will find some record of the manners
and customs of the people when under my influence. Life was very varied,
very highly coloured, very many-sided. In these drab days they would call
it an orgy of wickedness. Well, call it what you will, I brought it about, I
rejoiced in it, and I have no regrets. Had I my time again, I would do even
so and more, save only for this fatal gift of eternal life. Warda, whom I
curse and whom I should have killed before he grew strong enough to turn
people against me, was wiser than I in this. He still revisits earth, but it is
as a spirit, not a man. And now I go. You came here from curiosity, my
friends. I can but trust that that curiosity is satisfied.”

And then we saw him disappear. Yes, before our very eyes he
vanished. It was not done in an instant. He stood clear of the pillar against
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which he had been leaning. His splendid towering figure seemed blurred at
the edges. The light died out of his eyes and his features grew indistinct.
Then in a moment he had become a dark whirling cloud which swept
upwards through the stagnant water of this dreadful hall. Then he was
gone, and we stood gazing at each other and marvelling at the strange
possibilities of life.

We did not linger in that horrible palace. It was not a safe place in
which to loiter. As it was, I picked one of those noxious purple slugs off
the shoulder of Bill Scanlan, and I was myself badly stung in the hand by
the venom spat at me by a great yellow lamelli branch. As we staggered
out I had one last impression of those dreadful carvings, the devil’s own
handiwork, upon the walls, and then we almost ran down the darksome
passage, cursing the day that ever we had been fools enough to enter it. It
was joy indeed to be out in the phosphorescent light of the bathybian
plain, and to see the clear translucent water once again around us. Within
an hour we were back in our home once more. With our helmets removed,
we met in consultation in our own chamber. The Professor and I were too
overwhelmed with it all to be able to put our thoughts into words. It was
only the irrepressible vitality of Bill Scanlan which rose superior.

“Holy smoke!” said he. “We are up against it now. I guess this guy
is the big noise out of hell. Seems to me, with his pictures and statues and
the rest, he would make the wardsman of a red light precinct look like two
cents. How to handle him — that’s the question.”

Dr.Maracot was lost in thought. Then he rang the bell and
summoned our yellow-clad attendant. “Manda,” said he. A minute later
our friend was in the room. Maracot handed him the fateful letter.

Never have I admired a man as I did Manda at that moment. We
had brought threatened ruin upon his people and himself by our
unjustifiable curiosity — we, the strangers whom he had rescued when
everything was hopelessly lost. And yet, though he turned a ghastly colour
as he read the message, there was no touch of reproach upon the sad
brown eyes which turned upon us. He shook his head, and despair was in
every gesture. “Baal-seepa! Ball-seepa!” he cried, and pressed his hands
convulsively to his eyes, as if shutting out some horrible vision. He ran
about the room like a man distracted with his grief, and finally rushed
away to read the fatal message to the community. We heard a few minutes
later the clang of the great bell which summoned them all to conference in
the Central Hall.

“Shall we go?” I asked.

Dr.Maracot shook his head.

“What can we do? For that matter, what can they do? What chance
have they against one who has the powers of a demon? “
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“As much chance as a bunch of rabbits against a weasel,” said
Scanlan. But, by gosh, it’s up to us to find a way out. I guess we can’t go
out of our way to raise the devil and then pass the buck to the folk that
saved us.”

“What do you suggest?” I asked eagerly, for behind all his slang
and his levity I recognized the strong, practical ability of this modern man
of his hands.

“Well, you can search me,” said he, “And yet maybe this guy is not
as safe as he thinks. A bit of it may have got worn out with age, and he’s
getting on in years if we can take his word for it.”

“You think we might attack him?”

“Lunacy!” interjected the doctor.

Scanlan went to his locker. When he faced round he had a big six-
shooter in his hand.

“What about this?” he said. “I laid hold of it when we got our
chance at the wreck. I thought maybe it might come useful. I’ve a dozen
shells here. Maybe if I made as many holes in the big stiff it would let out
some of his Magic. Lord save us! What is it?”

The revolver clattered down upon the floor and Scanlan was
writhing in agonies of pain, his left hand clasping his right wrist. Terrible
cramps had seized his arm, and as we tried to alleviate them we could feel
the muscles knotted up as hard as the roots of a tree. The sweat of agony
streamed down the poor fellow’s brow. Finally, utterly cowed and
exhausted, he fell upon his bed.

“That lets me out,” he said. “I’'m through. Yes, thank you, the pain
is better. But it is K.O. to William Scanlan. I’ve learned my lesson. You
don’t fight hell with six-shooters, and it’s no use to try. I give him best
from now onwards.”

“Yes, you have had your lesson,” said Maracot, “and it has been a
severe one.”

“Then you think our case is hopeless?”

“What can we do when, as it would seem, he is aware of every
word and action? And yet we will not despair.” He sat in thought for a few
moments. “I think,” he resumed, “that you, Scanlan, had best lic where
you are for a time. You have had a shock from which it will take you some
time to recover.”

“If there is anything doing, count me in, though I guess we can cut
out the rough stuff,” said our comrade bravely, but his drawn face and
shaking limbs showed what he had endured.

“There is nothing doing so far as you are concerned. We at least
have learned what is the wrong way to go to work. All violence is useless.
We are working on another plane — the plane of spirit. Do you remain
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here, Headley. I am going to the room which I use as a study. Perhaps if
were alone I could see a little more clearly what we should do.”

Both Scanlan and I had learned to have a great confidence in
Maracot. If any human brain could solve our difficulties, it would be his.
And yet surely we had reached a point which was beyond all human
capacity. We were as helpless as children in the face of forces which we
could neither understand nor control. Scanlan had fallen into a troubled
sleep. My own one thought as I sat beside him was not how we should
escape, but rather what form the blow would take and when it would fall.
At any moment I was prepared to see the solid roof above us sink in, the
walls collapse, and the dark waters of the lowest deep close in upon those
who had defied them so long.

Then suddenly the great bell pealed out once more. Its harsh
clamour jarred upon every nerve. I sprang to my feet, and Scanlan sat up
in bed. It was no ordinary summons which rang through the old palace.
The agitated tumultuous ringing, broken and irregular, was calling an
alarm. All had to come, and at once. It was menacing and insistent. “Come
now! Come at once! Leave everything and come!” cried the bell.

“Say, Bo, we should be with them,” said Scanlan. “T guess they’re
up against it now.”

“And yet what can we do?”

“Maybe just the sight of us will give them a bit of heart. Anyhow,
they must not think that we are quitters. Where is the Doc?”

“He went to his study. But you are right, Scanlan. We should be
with the others and let them see that we are ready to share their fate.”

“The poor boobs seem to lean on us in a way. It may be that they
know more than we, but we seem to have more sand in our craw than they.
I guess they have taken what was given to them, and we have had to find
things for ourselves. Well, it’s me for the deluge — if the deluge has got to
be.”

But as we approached the door a most unexpected interruption
detained us. Dr.Maracot stood before us. But was it indeed the Dr.Maracot
whom we had known — this self-assured man with strength and resolution
shining from every feature of his masterful face? The quiet scholar had
been submerged, and here was a superman, a great leader, a dominant soul
who might mould mankind to his desires.

“Yes, friends, we shall be needed. All may yet be well. But come at
once, or it may be too late. I will explain everything later — if there is any
later for us. Yes, yes, we are coming.”

The latter words, with appropriate gesture, were spoken to some
terrified Atlanteans who had appeared at the door and were eagerly
beckoning to us to come. It was a fact, as Scanlan had said, that we had
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shown ourselves several times to be stronger in character and prompter in
action than these secluded people, and now at this hour of supreme danger
they seemed to cling to us. I could hear a subdued murmur of satisfaction
and relief as we entered the crowded hall, and took the places reserved for
us in the front row.

It was time that we came, if we were indeed to bring any help. The
terrible presence was already standing upon the dais and facing with a
cruel, thin-lipped, demoniacal smile the cowering folk before him.
Scanlan’s simile of a bunch of rabbits before a weasel came back to my
memory as I looked round at them. They sank together, holding on to each
other in their terror, and gazing wide-eyed at the mighty figure which
towered above them and the ruthless granite-hewed face which looked
down upon them. Never can I forget the impression of those semi-circular
rows, tier above tier, of haggard, wild-eyed faces with their horrified gaze
all directed towards the central dais. It would seem that he had already
pronounced their doom and that they stood in the shadow of death waiting
for its fulfilment. Manda was standing in abject submission, pleading in
broken accents for his people, but one could see that his words only gave
an added zest to the monster who stood sneering before him. The creature
interrupted him with a few rasping words, and raised his right hand in the
air, while a cry of despair rose from the assembly.

And at that moment Dr.Maracot sprang upon the dais. It was
amazing to watch him. Some miracle seemed to have altered the man. He
had the gait and the gesture of a youth, and yet upon his face there was a
look of such power as I have never seen upon human features yet. He
strode up to the swarthy giant, who glared down at him in amazement.

“Well, little man, what have you to say?” he asked.

“I have this to say,” said Maracot. “Your time has come. You have
over-stayed it. Go down ! Go down into the Hell that has been waiting for
you so long. You are a prince of darkness. Go where the darkness is.”

The demon’s eyes shot dark fire as he answered:

“When my time comes, if it should ever come, it will not be from
the lips of a wretched mortal that I shall learn it,” said he. “What power
have you that you could oppose for a moment one who is in the secret
places of Nature? I could blast you where you stand.”

Maracot looked into those terrible eyes without blenching. It
seemed to me that it was the giant who flinched away from his gaze.

“Unhappy being,” said Maracot. “It is I who have the power and
the will to blast you where you stand. Too long have you cursed the world
with your presence. You have been a plague-spot infecting all that was
beautiful and good. The hearts of men will be lighter when yoo are gone,
and the sun will shine more brightly.”
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“What is this? Who are you? What is it that you are saying?”
stammered the creature.

“You speak of secret knowledge. Shall I tell you that which is at the
very base of it? It is that on every plane the good of that plane can be
stronger than the evil. The angel will still beat the devil. For the moment I
am on the same plane on which you have so long been, and I hold the
power of the conqueror. It has been given to me. So again I say: Down
with you! Down to Hell to which you belong! Down, sir! Down, I say!
Down!”

And then the miracle occurred. For a minute or more — how can one
count time at such moments? — the two beings, the mortal and the demon,
faced each other as rigid as statues, glaring into each other’s eyes, with
inexorable will upon the two faces, the dark one and the fair. Then
suddenly the great creature flinched. His face convulsed with rage, he
threw two clawing hands up into the air. “It is you, Warda, you cursed
one! I recognize your handiwork. Oh, curse you, Warda. Curse you! Curse
you!” His voice died away, his long dark figure became blurred in its
outline, his head drooped upon his chest, his knees sagged under him,
down he sank and down, and as he sank he changed his shape. At first it
was a crouching human being, then it was a dark formless mass, and then
with sudden collapse it had become a semi-liquid heap of black and
horrible putrescence which stained the dais and poisoned the air. At the
same time Scanlan and I dashed forward on to the platform, for
Dr.Maracot, with a deep groan, his powers exhausted, had fallen forward
in helpless collapse. “We have won! We have won!” he muttered, and an
instant later his senses had left him and he lay half dead upon the floor.

Thus it was that the Atlantean colony was saved from the most
horrible danger that could threaten it, and that an evil presence was
banished for ever from the world. It was not for some days that
Dr.Maracot could tell his story, and when he did it was of such a character
that if we had not seen the results we should have put it down as the
delirium of his illness. I may say that his power had left him with the
occasion which had called it forth, and that he was now the same quiet,
gentle man of science whom we had known.

“That it should have happened to me!” he cried. “To me, a
materialist, a man so immersed in matter that the invisible did not exist in
my philosophy. The theories of a whole lifetime have crumbled about my
ears.”

“I guess we have all been to school again,” said Scanlan. “If ever I
get back to the little home town, I shall have something to tell the boys.”

“The less you tell them the better, unless you want to get the name
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of being the greatest liar that ever came out of America,” said 1. “Would
you or [ have believed it all if someone else had told us?”

“Maybe not. But say, Doc, you had the dope right enough. That
great black stiff got his ten and out as neat as ever I saw. There was no
come-back there. You clean pushed him off the map. I don’t know on
what other map he has found his location, but it is no place for Bill
Scanlan anyhow.”

“I will tell you exactly what occurred,” said the Doctor. “You will
remember that I left you and retired into my study. I had little hope in my
heart, but I had read a good deal at different times about black magic and
occult arts. I was aware that white can always dominate black if it can but
reach the same plane. He was on a much stronger — I will not say higher —
plane than we. That was the fatal fact.

“I saw no way of getting over it. I flung myself down on the settee
and I prayed — yes, I, the hardened materialist, prayed — for help. When
one is at the very end of all human power, what can one do save to stretch
appealing hands into the mists which gird us round? I prayed — and my
prayer was most wonderfully answered.

“I was suddenly aware of the fact that I was not alone in the room.
There stood before me a tall figure, as swarthy as the evil presence whom
we fought, but with a kindly, bearded face which shone with benevolence
and love. The sense of power which he conveyed was not less than the
other, but it was the power of good, the power within the influence of
which evil would shred away as the mists do before the sun. He looked at
me with kindly eyes, and I sat, too amazed to speak, staring up at him.
Something within me, some inspiration or intuition, told me that this was
the spirit of that great and wise Atlantean who had fought the evil while he
lived, and who, when he could not prevent the destruction of his country,
took such steps as would ensure that the more worthy should survive even
though they should be sunk to the depths of the Ocean. This wondrous
being was now interposing to prevent the ruin of his work and the
destruction of his children. With a sudden gush of hope I realized all this
as clearly as if he had said it. Then, still smiling, he advanced, and he laid
his two hands upon my head. It was his own virtue and strength, no doubt,
which he was transferring to me. I felt it coursing like fire down my veins.
Nothing in the world seemed impossible at that moment. I had the will and
the might to do miracles. Then at that moment I heard the bell clang out,
which told me that the crisis had come. As I rose from the couch the spirit,
smiling his encouragement, vanished before me. Then I joined you, and
the rest you know.”

“Well, sir,” said I, “I think you have made your reputation. If you
care to set up as a god down here, I expect you would find no difficulty.”
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“You got away with it better than I did, Doc,” said Scanlan in a
rueful voice. “How is it this guy didn’t know what you were doing? He
was quick enough on to me when I laid hand on a gun. And yet you had
him guessing.”

“I suppose that you were on the plane of matter, and that, for the
moment, we were upon that of spirit,” said the Doctor thoughtfully. “Such
things teach one humility. It is only when you touch the higher that you
realize how low we may be among the possibilities of creation. I have had
my lesson. May my future life show that I have learned it.”

So this was the end of our supreme experience. It was but a little
time later that we conceived the idea of sending news of ourselves to the
surface, and that later by means of vitrine balls filled with levigen, we
ascended ourselves to be met in the manner already narrated. Dr.Maracot
actually talks of going back. There is some point of Ichthyology upon
which he wants more precise information. But Scanlan has, I hear, married
his wren in Philadelphia, and has been promoted as works manager of
Merribanks, so he seeks no further adventure, while I — well, the deep sea
has given me a precious pearl, and I ask for no more.

1928
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APPENDICES

Notes on Chapters 6 and 7.

THE PSYCHIC QUEST.
MY MEMORIES AND ADVENTURES

I have not obtruded the psychic question upon the reader, though it
has grown in importance with the years, and has now come to absorb the
whole energy of my life. I cannot, however, present these scattered
memories of my adventures in thought and action without some reference,
however incomplete, to that which has been far the most important thing
in my life. It is the thing for which every preceding phase, my gradual
religious development, my books, which gave me an introduction to the
public, my modest fortune, which enables me to devote myself to
unlucrative work, my platform work, which helps me to convey the
message, and my physical strength, which is still sufficient to stand
arduous tours and to fill the largest halls for an hour and a half with my
voice, have each and all been an unconscious preparation. For thirty years
I have trained myself exactly for the rdle without the least inward
suspicion of whither I was tending.

Early in my career, I had a year with the Jesuits, for I was
despatched to Feldkirch, which is a Jesuit school in the Voralberg
province of Austria, to which many better-class German boys are sent. It
was in the summer of 1876 that I left Feldkirch, and I have always had a
pleasant memory of the Austrian Jesuits and of their old school.

Indeed I have a kindly feeling towards all Jesuits, far as I have
strayed from their paths. I see now both their limitations and their virtues.
They have been slandered in some things, for during eight years of
constant contact I cannot remember that they were less truthful than their
fellows, or more casuistical than their neighbours. They were keen, clean-
minded earnest men, so far as I knew them, with a few black sheep among
them, but not many, for the process of selection was careful and long. In
all ways, save in their theology, they were admirable, though this same
theology made them hard and inhuman upon the surface, which is indeed
the general effect of Catholicism in its more extreme forms. The convert is
lost to the family. Their hard, narrow outlook gives the Jesuits driving
power, as is noticeable in the Puritans and all hard, narrow creeds. They
are devoted and fearless and have again and again, both in Canada, in
South America and in China, been the vanguard of civilization to their
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own grievous hurt. They are the old guard of the Roman Church. But the
tragedy is that they, who would gladly give their lives for the old faith,
have in effect helped to ruin it, for it is they, according to Father Tyrrell
and the modernists, who have been at the back of all those extreme
doctrines of papal infallibility and Immaculate Conception, with a general
all-round tightening of dogma, which have made it so difficult for the man
with scientific desire for truth or with intellectual self-respect to keep
within the Church.

For some years Sir Charles Mivart, the last of Catholic Scientists,
tried to do the impossible, and then he also had to leave go his hold, so
that there is not, so far as I know, one single man of outstanding fame in
science or in general thought who is a practising Catholic. This is the work
of the extremists and is deplored by many of the moderates and fiercely
condemned by the modernists. It depends also upon the inner Italian
directorate who give the orders. Nothing can exceed the uncompromising
bigotry of the Jesuit theology, or their apparent ignorance of how it shocks
the modern conscience. I remember that when, as a grown lad, I heard
Father Murphy, a great fierce Irish priest, declare that there was sure
damnation for every one outside the Church, I looked upon him with
horror, and to that moment I trace the first rift which has grown into such a
chasm between me and those who were my guides.

This brings me to my own spiritual unfolding, if such it may be
called, during those years of constant struggle. I have already in my
account of the Jesuits shown how, even as a boy, all that was sanest and
most generous in my nature rose up against a narrow theology and an
uncharitable outlook upon the other great religions of the world. In the
Catholic Church to doubt anything is to doubt everything, for since it is a
vital axiom that doubt is a mortal sin when once it has, unbidden and
unappeasable, come upon you, everything is loosened and you look upon
the whole wonderful interdependent scheme with other and more critical
eyes. Thus viewed there was much to attract — its traditions, its unbroken
and solemn ritual, the beauty and truth of many of its observances, its
poetical appeal to the emotions, the sensual charm of music, light and
incense, its power as an instrument of law and order. For the guidance of
an unthinking and uneducated world it could in many ways hardly be
surpassed, as has been shown in Paraguay, and in the former Ireland
where, outside agrarian trouble, crime was hardly known. All this I could
clearly see, but if [ may claim any outstanding characteristic in my life, it
is that I have never paltered or compromised with religious matters, that I
have always weighed them very seriously, and that there was something in
me which made it absolutely impossible, even when my most immediate
interests were concerned, to say anything about them save that which I, in
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the depth of my being, really believed to be true. Judging it thus by all the
new knowledge which came to me both from my reading and from my
studies, I found that the foundations not only of Roman Catholicism but of
the whole Christian faith, as presented to me in nineteenth century
theology, were so weak that my mind could not build upon them.

It is to be remembered that these were the years when Huxley,g’4
Tyndall,3'5 Darwin,3’6 Herbert Spencer37 and John Stuart Mil138 were our
chief philosophers, and that even the man in the street felt the strong
sweeping current of their thought, while to the young student, eager and
impressionable, it was overwhelming. I know now that their negative
attitude was even more mistaken, and very much more dangerous, than the
positive positions which they attacked with such destructive criticism. A
gap had opened between our fathers and ourselves so suddenly and
completely that when a Gladstone wrote to uphold the Gadarene swine,3
or the six days of Creation,4O the youngest student rightly tittered over his
arguments, and it did not need a Huxley to demolish them.

I can see now very clearly how deplorable it is that manifest
absurdities should be allowed to continue without even a footnote to soften
them in the sacred text, because it has the effect that what is indeed sacred
becomes overlaid, and one can easily be persuaded that what is false in
parts can have no solid binding force. There are no worse enemies of true
religion than those who clamour against all revision or modification of that
strange mass of superbly good and questionable matter which we lump all
together into a single volume as if there were the same value to all of it. It
is not solid gold, but gold in clay, and if this be understood the earnest
seeker will not cast it aside when he comes upon the clay, but will value
the gold the more in that he has himself separated it.

It was, then, all Christianity, and not Roman Catholicism alone,
which had alienated my mind and driven me to an agnosticism, which
never for an instant degenerated into atheism, for I had a very keen
perception of the wonderful poise of the universe and the tremendous
power of conception and sustenance which it implied. I was reverent in all
my doubts and never ceased to think upon the matter, but the more I
thought the more confirmed became my non-conformity. In a broad sense
I was a Unitarian, save that I regarded the Bible with more criticism than
Unitarians usually show. This negative position was so firm that it seemed
to me to be a terminus; whereas it proved only a junction on the road of
life where I was destined to change from the old well-worn line on to a
new one. Every materialist, as I can now clearly see, is a case of arrested
development. He has cleared his ruins, but has not begun to build that
which would shelter him. As to psychic knowledge, I knew it only by the
account of exposures in the police courts and the usual wild and malicious
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statements in the public press. Years were to pass before I understood that
in that direction might be found the positive proofs which I constantly
asserted were the only conditions upon which I could resume any sort of
allegiance to the unseen. I must have definite demonstration, for if it were
to be a matter of faith then I might as well go back to the faith of my
fathers. “Never will I accept anything which cannot be proved to me. The
evils of religion have all come from accepting things which cannot be
proved.” So I said at the time and I have been true to my resolve.

It was in these years after my marriage and before leaving Southsea
that I planted the first seeds of those psychic studies which were destined
to revolutionize my views and to absorb finally all the energies of my life.
I had at that time the usual contempt which the young educated man feels
towards the whole subject which has been covered by the clumsy name of
Spiritualism. I had read of mediums being convicted of fraud, I had heard
of phenomena which were opposed to every known scientific law, and I
had deplored the simplicity and credulity which could deceive good,
earnest people into believing that such bogus happenings were signs of
intelligence outside our own existence. Educated as I had been during my
most plastic years in the school of medical materialism, and soaked in the
negative views of all my great teachers, I had no room in my brain for
theories which cut right across every fixed conclusion that I had formed. I
was wrong and my great teachers were wrong, but still I hold that they
wrought well and that their Victorian agnosticism was in the interests of
the human race, for it shook the old iron-clad unreasoning Evangilical
position which was so universal before their days. For all rebuilding a site
must be cleared. There were two separate Victorian movements towards
change, the one an attempt to improve the old building and make it good
enough to carry on — as shown in the Oxford and High Church
development, the other a knocking down of ruins which could only end in
some fresh erection springing up. As I have shown my own position was
that of a respectful materialist who entirely admitted a great central
intelligent cause, without being able to distingnish what that cause was, or
why it should work in so mysterious and terrible a way in bringing its
designs to fulfilment.

From my point of view the mind (and so far as I could see the soul,
which was the total effect of all the hereditary or personal functionings of
the mind) was an emanation from the brain and entirely physical in its
nature. I saw, as a medical man, how a spicule of bone or a tumour
pressing on the brain would cause what seemed an alteration in the soul. I
saw also how drugs or alcohol would turn on fleeting phases of virtue or
vice. The physical argument seemed an overpowering one. It had never
struck me that the current of events might really flow in the opposite
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direction, and that the higher faculties could only manifest themselves
imperfectly through an imperfect instrument. The broken fiddle is silent
and yet the musician is the same as ever.

The first thing which steadied me and made me reconsider my
position was the question of telepathy, which was already being discussed
by William Barrett! and others, even before the appearance of Myers’
monumental work on “Human Personality”42 — the first book which
devoted to these psychic subjects the deep study and sustained brain power
which they demand. It may, in my opinion, take a permanent place in
human literature like the “Novum Organum”43 or “The Descent of
Man”#4 or any other great root-book which has marked a date in human
thought. Having read some of the evidence I began to experiment in
thought transference, and I found a fellow-researcher in Mr.Ball, a well-
known architect in the town. Again and again, sitting behind him, I have
drawn diagrams, and he in turn has made approximately the same figure. I
showed beyond any doubt whatever that I could convey my thought
without words.

But if I could verify such conclusions up to six feet I could not well
doubt them when they gave me the evidence that the same results could be
obtained at a distance. With an appropriate subject, and some undefined
sympathy between the two individuals, it was independent of space. So the
evidence seemed to show. I had always sworn by science and by the need
of fearless following wherever truth might lie. It was clear now that my
position had been too rigid. I had compared the thought-excretion of the
brain to the bile-excretion of the liver. Clearly this was untenable. If
thought could go a thousand miles and produce a perceptible effect then it
differed entirely not only in degree but in kind from any purely physical
material. That seemed certain, and it must involve some modification of
my old views.

About this time (1886) the family of a General whom I attended
professionally became interested in table turning and asked me to come
and check their results. They sat round a dining-room table which after a
time, their hands being upon it, began to sway and finally got sufficient
motion to tap with one leg. They then asked questions and received
answers, more or less wise and more or less to the point. They were got by
the tedious process of reciting the alphabet and writing down tho letter
which the tap indicated. It seemed to me that we were collectively pushing
the table, and that our wills were concerned iu bringing down the leg at the
right moment. I was iuterested but very sceptical. Some of these messages
were not vague platitudes but were definite and from dead friends of the
family, which naturally impressed theirs greatly, though it had not the
same effect upon me, since I did not know them. I have the old records
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before me as I write. “Don’t tell the girls when you see them, but they will
talk about me. Kiss my baby for me. I watch her always. Francie.” This
was the style of message, mixed up with a good many platitudes. We held
twenty or more of such meetings, but I never received anything evidential
to my own address, and I was very critical as to the whole proceedings.

None the less there was a problem to be solved and I went on with
its solution, reading the pros and the cons, and asking advice from those
who had experience, especially from General Drayson, a very
distinguished thinker and a pioneer of psychic knowledge, who lived at
that time at Southsea. I had known Drayson first as an astronomer, for he
had worked out a revolutionary idea by which there is a fatal mistake in
our present idea as to the circle which is described in the heavens by the
prolonged axis of the earth. It is really a wider circle round a different
centre, and this correction enables us to explain several things now
inexplicable, and to make astronomy a more exact science, with certain
very important reactions upon geology and the recurrent glacial epochs,
the exact date of which could be fixed. His views impressed me much at
the time, and several books upholding them have appeared since his death,
notably “Draysoniana” by Admiral de Horsey. If he makes good, as I think
he will, Drayson will make a great permanent name. His opinion therefore
was not negligible upon any subject, and when he told me his views and
experiences on Spiritualism I could not fail to be impressed, though my
own philosophy was far too solid to be easily destroyed. I was too poor to
employ professional mediums, and to work on such subjects without a
medium is as if one worked at astronomy without a telescope. Once only
an old man with some reputed psychic power came for a small fee and
gave us a demonstration. He went into a loud-breathing trance to the alarm
of his audience, and then gave each of us a test. Mine was certainly a very
remarkable one, for it was “Do not read Leigh Hunt’s book.” I was
hesitating at the time whether I should read his “Comic Dramatists of the
Restoration” or not, for on the one hand it is literature and on the other the
treatment repelled me. This then was a very final and excellent test so far
as telepathy went, but I would not fully grant that it was more. I was so
impressed, however, that I wrote an account of it to “Light,” the psychic
paper, and so in the year 1887 I actually put myself on public record as a
student of these matters. That was thirty-seven years ago, as I write, so |
am a very senior student now. From that time onwards I read and thought
a great deal, though it was not until the later phase of my life that I
realized whither all this was tending.

I was deeply interested and attracted for a year or two by
Theosophy, because while Spiritualism seemed at that time to be chaos so
far as philosophy went, Theosophy presented a very well thought-out and

-08 -



reasonable scheme, parts of which, notably reincarnation and Karma,
seemed to offer an explanation for some of the anomalies of life.# 1 read
Sinnett’s “Occult World” and aferwards with even greater admiration I
read his fine exposition of Theosophy in “Esoteric Buddhism,” a most
notable book. I also met him, for he was an old friend of General
Drayson’s, and I was impressed by his conversation. Shortly afterwards,
however, there appeared Dr.Hodgson’s report46 upon this investigation
into Madame Blavatsky’s47 proceedings at Adyar, which shook my
confidence very much. It is true that Mrs.Besant*® has since then
published a powerful defence which tends to show that Hodgson may have
been deceived, but the subsequent book “A Pristless of Isis”49 which
contains many of her own letters leaves an unpleasant impression, and
Sinnett’s posthumous work seems to show that he also had lost
confidence. On the other hand Colonel Olcott shows that the woman
undoubtedly had real psychich powers, whatever their source. As to
Spiritualism it seems to have only interested her in its lower phemomenal
aspect.50 Her books show extraordinary erudition and capacity for hard
work, even if they represent the transfer of other people’s conclusions, as
they frequently do. It would be unjust, however, to condemn the old
wisdom simply because it was introduced by this extraordinary and
volcanic person. We have also had in our branch of the occult many
dishonest mediums, but we have hastened to unveil them where we could
do so, and Theosophy will be in a stronger position when it shakes off
Madame Blavatsky altogether.51 In any case it could never have met my
needs for I ask for severe proof, and if I have to go back to unquestioning
faith I should find myself in the fold from which I wandered.

My own life was so busy that I had little time for religious
development, but my thoughts still ran much upon psychic matters, and it
was at this time that I joined the Psychical Research Society, of which I
am now one of the senior members. I had few psychic experiences myself,
and my material philosophy, as expressed in the “Stark Munro Letters,”
which were written just at the end of the Norwood period, was so strong
that it did not easily crumble. Yet as year by year I read the wonderful
literature of psychic science and experience, I became more and more
impressed by the strength of the Spiritualist position and by the levity and
want of all dignity and accurate knowledge which characterized the
attitude of their opponents. The religious side of the matter had not yet
struck me, but I felt more and more that the case for the phenomena
vouched for by such men as Sir William Crookes,52 Barrett, Russel
Wallace,5 3 Victor Hugo54 and Z&llner> was so strong that I could see no
answer to their exact record of observations. “It is incredible but it is true,”
said Crookes, and the aphorism seemed to exactly express my dawning
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convictious. I had a weekly impulse from the psychic paper, “Light,”
which has, I maintain, during its long career and up to the present day,
presented as much brain to the square inch as any journal published in
Great Britain.

Duriug these long and happy years before the War I did not lose my
interest in psychic matters, but I cannot say that I increased my grasp of
the religious or spiritual side of the subject. I read, however, and
investigated whenever the chance arose. A gentleman had arranged a
series of psychical séances in a large studio in North London, and I
attended them, the mediums being Cecil Husk and Craddock. They left a
very mixed impression upon my mind, for in some cases, I was filled with
suspicion and in others I was quite sure that the result was genuine. The
possibility that a genuine medium may be unscrupulous and that when
these very elusive forces fail to act he may simulate them is one which
greatly complicates the whole subject, but one can only concentrate upon
what one is sure is true and try to draw conclusions from that. I remember
that many sheeted ghosts walked about in the dim light of a red lamp on
these occasions, and that some of them came close to me, within a foot of
my face, and illuminated their features by the light of a phosphorescent
slate held below them. One splendid Arab, whom the medium called
Abdullah, came in this fashion. He had a face like an idealized
W.G.Grace, swarthy, black-bearded and dignified, rather larger than
human. I was looking hard at this strange being, its nose a few inches from
my own, and was wondering whether it could be some very clever bust of
wax, when in an instant the mouth opened and a terrible yell was emitted.
I nearly jumped out of my chair. I saw clearly the gleaming teeth and the
red tongue. It certainly seemed that he had read my thought and had taken
this very effective way of answering it.

I cannot go into very lengthy detail or complete argument upon the
subject. It is the more unnecessary since I have already in my psychic
volumes outlined very clearly how I arrived at my present knowledge. Of
these volumes the first and second, called respectively The New Revelation
and The Vital Message, show how gradual evidence was given me of the
continuation of life, and how thorough and long were my studies before I
was at last beaten out of my material agnostic position and forced to admit
the validity of the proofs.

In the days of universal sorrow and loss, when the voice of Rachel
was heard throughout the land, it was borne in upon me that the
knowledge which had come to me thus was not for my own consolation
alone, but that God had placed me in a very special position for conveying
it to that world which needed it so badly.

I found in the movement many men who saw the truth as clearly as
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I did; but such was the clamour of the “religious,” who were opposing that
which is the very essence of living religion, of the “scientific,” who broke
the first laws of Science by pronouncing upon a thing which they had not
examined, and of the Press, who held up every real or imaginary rascality
as being typical of a movement which they had never understood, that the
true men were abashed and shrank from the public exposition of their
views. It was to combat this that I began a campaign in 1916 which can
only finish when all is finished.

One grand help I had. My wife had always been averse from my
psychic studies, deeming the subjeet to be uncanny and dangerous. Her
own experiences soon convinced her to the contrary, for her brother, who
was killed at Mons, came back to us in a very convincing way. From that
instant she threw herself with all the whole-hearted energy of her generous
nature into the work which lay before us.

A devoted mother, she was forced often to leave her children; a
lover of home, she was compelled to quit it for many months at a time;
distrustful of the sea, she joyfully shared my voyages. We have now
travelled a good 50,000 miles upon our quest. We have spoken face to face
with a quarter of a million of people. Her social qualities, her clear sanity,
her ardent charity, and her gracious presence upon the platforms all united
with her private counsel and sympathy, have been such an aid to me that
they have turned my work into a joy. The presence of our dear children
upon our journeys has also lightened them for both of us.

I began our public expositions of the subject by three years of
intermittent lecturing in my country, during which period I visited nearly
every town of importance, many of them twice and thrice. Everywhere I
found attentive audiences, critical, as they should be, but open to
conviction. I roused antagonism only in those who had not heard me, and
there were demonstrations outside the doors, but never in the halls. I
cannot remember a single interruption during that long series of addresses.
It was interesting to notice how I was upheld, for though I was frequently
very weary before the address, and though my war lectures had often been
attended by palpitation of the heart, I was never once conscious of any
fatigue during or after a lecture upon psychic subjects.

On August 13, 1920, we started for Australia. In proportion to her
population she had lost almost as heavily as we during the war, and I felt
that my seed would fall upon fruitful ground. I have written all details of
this episode in my Wanderings of a Spiritualist, in which the reader will
find among other things some evidences of that preternatural help which
went with us in our journeys. I addressed large audiences in all the big
towns of Australia and New Zealand. An unfortunate shipping strike
prevented me from reaching Tasmania, but otherwise the venture was an
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unalloyed success. Contrary to expectation I was able to pay all the
expenses of our large party (we were seven) and to leave a balance behind
me to help the successor whom I might choose.

At the end of March, 1921, we were back in Paris again, where,
greatly daring, I lectured in French upon psychic subjects. Our stay at
home was not a very long one, for urgent invitations had come from
America, where the Spiritual movement had fallen into a somewhat
languishing state. On April 1, 1922, our whole party started for the States.
What happened to us I have recorded in Our American Adventure. Suffice
it to say that the trip was very successful, and that from Boston to
Washington, and from New York to Chicago, I spoke in all the larger
cities and brought about a great revival of interest in the subject. We were
back in England at the beginning of July, 1922.

I was by no means satisfied about America, however, as we had not
touched the great West, the land of the future. Therefore we set forth again
in March, 1923, getting back in August. Our adventures, which were
remarkable upon the psychic side, are recorded in Our Second American
Adventure. When I returned from that journey I had travelled 55,000 miles
in three years, and spoken to quarter of a million of people. I am still
unsatisfied, however, for the Southern States of the Union have not been
touched, and it is possible that we may yet make a journey in that
direction.

I have placed on record our experiences, and no doubt they have
little interest at the moment for the general public, but the day will come,
and that speedily, when people will understand that this proposition for
which we are now fighting is far the most important thing for two
thousand years in the history of the world, and when the efforts of the
pioneers will have a very real interest to all who have sufficient
intelligence to follow the progress of human thought.

I am only one of many working for the cause, but I hope that I may
claim that I brought into it a combative and aggressive spirit which it
lacked before, and which has now so forced it upon public attention that
one can hardly pick up a paper without reading some comment upon it. If
some of these papers are hopelessly ignorant and prejudiced, it is not a bad
thing for the cause. If you have a bad case, constant publicity is a
misfortune, but if you have a good one, its goodness will always assert
itself, however much it may be misrepresented.

Many Spiritualists have taken the view that since we know these
comforting and wonderful things, and since the world chooses not to
examine the evidence, we may be content with our own happy assurance.
This seems to me an immoral view.

If God has sent a great new message of exceeding joy down to
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earth, then it is for us, to whom it has been clearly revealed, to pass it on at
any cost of time, money and labour. It is not given to us for selfish
enjoyment, but for general consolation. If the sick man turns from the
physician, then it cannot bo helped, but at least the healing draught should
be offered.

The greater the difficulty in breaking down the wall of apathy,
ignorance and materialism, the more is it a challenge to our manhood to
attack and ever attack in the same bulldog spirit with whieh Foch faced the
German lines.

I trust that the record of my previous life will assure the reader that
I have within my limitations preserved a sane and balanced judgment,
since I have never hitherto been extreme in my views, and since what I
have said has so often been endorsed by the actual course of events. But
never have I said anything with the same certainty of conviction with
which I now say that this new knowledge is going to sweep the earth and
to revolutionize human views upon every topic save only on fundamental
morality, which is a fixed thing.

All modern inventions and discoveries will sink into insignificance
beside those psychic facts which will force themselves within a few years
upon the universal human mind.

The subject has been obscured by the introduction of all sorts of
side issues, some of interest but not vital, others quite irrelevant. There is a
class of investigator who loves to wander round in a circle, and to drag
you with him if you are weak enough to accept such guidance. He trips
continually over his own brains, and can never persuade himself that the
simple and obvious explanation is also the true one. His intellect becomes
a positive curse to him, for he uses it to avoid the straight road and to
fashion out some strange devious part which lands him at last in a
quagmire, whilst the direct and honest mind has kept firmly to the
highway of knowledge. When I meet men of this type, and then come in
contact with the lowly congregations of religious Spiritualists, I think
always of Christ’s words when He thanked God that He had revealed these
things to babes and withheld them from the wise and the prudent. I think
also of a dictum of Baron Reichenbach: “There is a scientific incredulity
which exceeds in stupidity the obtuseness of the clodhopper.”

But what I say in no way applies to the reasonable researcher
whose experiences are real stepping-stones leading to his fixed conclusion.
There must to every man be this novitiate in knowledge. The matter is too
serious to be taken without due intellectual conviction.

It must not be imagined that I entirely deny the existence of fraud.
But it is far less common than is supposed, and as for its being universal,
which is the theory of the conjurers and some other critics, such an opnion
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is beyond reason or argument. In an experience with mediums which has
been excelled by very few living men, and which has embraced three
continents, I have not encountered fraud more than three or four times.

There is conscious and uncounscious fraud, and it is the existence
of the latter which complicates the question so badly. Consious fraud
usually arises from a temporary failure of real psychic power, and a
consequent attempt to replace it by an imitation. Unconscious fraud comes
in that curious half-way state which I have called the “half-trance
condition” when the medium seems normal, and yet is actually hardly
responsible for his actions.

At such a time the process by which his personality leaves his body
seems to have set in, and his higher qualities have already passed, so that
he can apparently no longer inhibit the promptings received from the
suggestion of those around him, or from his own unchecked desires. Thus
one will find mediums doing stupid and obvious things which expose
them to the charge of cheating. Then if the observer disregards these and
waits, the true psychic phenomena of unmistakable character will follow
as he sinks more deeply into trance.

This was, I gather, noticeable in the case of Eusapia Paladino,56
but I have seen it with several others. In those cases where a medium has
left the cabinet, and is found wandering about among the sitters, as has
happened with Mrs.Corner, with Madame d’Esperance, and with
Craddock>” — all of them mediums who have given many proofs of their
real powers — I am convinced that the very natural supposition that they
are fraudulent is really quite a mistaken one.

When, on the other hand, it is found that the medium has
introduced false drapery or accessories, which has sometimes occurred, we
are in the presence of the most odious and blasphemous crime which a
human being can commit.

People ask me, not unnaturally, what it is which makes me so
perfectly certain that this thing is true. That I am perfectly certain is surely
demonstrated by the mere fact that I have abandoned my congenial and
lucrative work, left my home for long periods at a time, and subjected
myself to all sorts of inconveniences, losses, and even insults, in order to
get the facts home to the people.

To give all my reasons would be to write a book rather than a
chapter, but I may say briefly that there is no physical sense which I
possess which has not been separately assured, and that there is no
conceivable method by which a spirit could show its presence which I
have not on many occasions experienced. In the presenee of Miss
Besinnet>8 as medium and of several witnesses I have seen my mother
and my nephew, young Oscar Hornung, as plainly as ever I saw them in
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life — so plainly that I could almost have counted the wrinkles of the one
and the freckles of the other.

In the darkness the face of my mother shone up, peaceful, happy,
slightly inclined to one side, the eyes closed. My wife upon my right and
the lady upon my left both saw it as clearly as I did. The lady had not
known my mother in life but she said, “How wonderfully like she is to her
son,” which will show how clear was the detail of the features.

On another occasion my son came back to me. Six persons heard
his conversation with me, and signed a paper afterwards to that effect. It
was in his voice and concerned itself with what was unknown to the
medium, who was bound and breathing deeply in his chair. If the evidence
of six persons of standing and honour may not be taken, then how can any
human fact be established?

My brother, General Doyle, came back with the same medium, but
on another occasion. He discussed the health of his widow. She was a
Danish lady, and he wanted her to use a masseur in Copenhagen. He gave
the name. I made inquiries and found that such a man did exist. Whence
came this knowledge? Who was it who took so close an interest in the
health of this lady? If it was not her dead husband then who was it?

All fine-drawn theories of the subconscious go to pieces before the
plain statement of the intelligence, “I am a spirit. I am Innes. I am your
brother.”

I have clasped materialized hands.

I have held long conversations with the direct voice.

I have smelt the peculiar ozone-like smell of ectoplasm.

I have listened to prophecies which were quickly fulfilled.

I have seen the “dead” glimmer up upon a photographic plate
which no hand but mine had touched.

I have received through the hand of my own wife, notebooks full of
information which was utterly beyond her ken.

I have seen heavy articles swimming in the air, untouched by
human hand, and obeying directions given to unseen operators.

I have seen spirits walk round the room in fair light and join in the
talk of the company.

I have known an untrained woman, possessed by an artist spirit, to
produce rapidly a picture, now hanging in my drawing-room, which few
living painters could have bettered.

I have read books which might have come from great thinkers and
scholars, and which were actually written by unlettered men who acted as
the medium of the unseen intelligence, so superior to his own.

I have recognized the style of a dead writer which no parodist could
have copied, and which was written in his own handwriting.
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I have heard singing beyond earthly power, and whistling done
with no pause for the intake of breath.

I have seen objects from a distance projected into a room with
closed doors and windows.

If a man could see, hear, and feel all this, and yet remain
unconvinced of unseen intelligent forces around him, he would have good
cause to doubt his own sanity. Why should he heed the chatter of
irresponsible journalists, or the head-shaking of inexperienced men of
science, when he has himself had so many proofs? They are babies in this
matter, and should be sitting at his feet.

It is not, however, a question to be argued in a detached and
impersonal way, as if one were talking of the Baconian theory or the
existence of Atlantis. It is intimate, personal, and vital to the last degree.

A closed mind means an earthbound soul, and that in turn means
future darkness and misery. If you know what is coming, you can avoid it.
If you do not, you run grave risk. Some Jeremiah or Savonarola is needed
who will shriek this into the ears of the world. A new conception of sin is
needed. The mere carnal frailties of humanity, the weaknesses of the body,
are not to be lightly condoned, but are not the serious part of the human
reckoning. It is the fixed condition of mind, narrowness, bigotry,
materialism — in a word, the sins not of the body, but of the spirit, which
are the real permanent things, and condemn the individual to the lower
spheres until he has learnt his lesson.

We know this from our rescue circles when these poor souls come
back to bewail their errors and to learn those truths which they might have
learnt here, had their minds not been closed by apathy or prejudice.

The radical mistake which science has made in investigating the
subject is that it has never troubled to grasp the fact that it is not the
medium who is producing the phenomena. It has almays treated him as if
he were a conjurer, and said, “Do this or do that,” failing to understand
that little or nothing comes from him, but all or nearly all comes through
him. I say “nearly” all, for I believe that some simple phenomena, such as
the rap, can within limits be produced by the medium’s own will.

It is this false view of science which has prevented sceptics from
realizing that a gentle and receptive state of mind on the part of sitters and
an easy natural atmosphere for the medium are absolutely essential in
order to produce harmony with the outside forces.

If in the greatest of all séances, that of the upper room on the day of
Pentecost,5 9 an aggressive sceptic had insisted upon test conditions of his
own foolish devising, where would the rushing wind and the tongues of
fire have been? “All with one accord,”60 says the writer of the Acts of the
Apostles, and that is the essential condition. I have sat with saintly people,
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and I too have felt the rushing wind, seen the flickering tongues and heard
the great voice, but how could such results come where harmony did not
reign?

That is the radical mistake which science has made. Men know well
that even in her own coarse, material work the presence of a scrap of metal
may upset the whole balance of a great magnetic installation, and yet they
will not take the word of those who are in a position to speak from
experience that a psychic condition may upset a psychic experiment.

But indeed when we speak of science in this connection it is a
confusion of thought. The fact that a man is a great zoologist like
Lankester, or a great physicist like Tyndall or Faraday, does not give his
opinion any weight in a subject which is outside his own speciality. There
is many an unknown Smith and Jones whose twenty years of practical
work have put him in a far stronger position than that of these intolerant
scientists; while as to the real Spiritualist leaders, men of many
experiences and much reading and thought, it is they who are the real
scientific experts who are in a position to teach the world. One does not
lose one’s judgment when one becomes a Spiritualist. One is as much a
researcher as ever, but one understands better what it is that one is
studying and how to study it.

This controversy with bumptious and ignorant people is a mere
passing thing which matters nothing. The real controversy, which does
matter very much, is with the Continental school who study ectoplasm and
other semi-material manifestations, but who have not got the length of
seeing independent spirit behind them. chhet,61 Schrenck-Notzing 2 and
other great investigators are still in this midway position, and
F]anunaﬁon63islﬁﬂ61noreadvanced.chhetgoesthelengﬂlofadnnﬁﬁng
that he has assured himself by personal observation of the materialized
form that it can walk and talk and leave moulds of its hands. So far he has
gone. And yet even now he clings to the idea that these phenomena may
be the externalization of some latent powers of the human body and mind.

Such an explanation seems to me to be the desperate defence of the
last trench by one of those old-time materialists, who say with Brewster04:
“Spirit is the last thing which we will concede,” adding as their reason “it
upsets the work of fifty years.” It is hard when a man has taught all his life
that the brain governs spirit to have to learn after all that it may be spirit
which acts independently of the human brain. But it is their super-
materialism which is the real difficulty with which we now have to
contend.

And what is the end of it all?

I have no idea. How could those who first noted the electric
twitching of muscles foresee the Atlantic cable or the arc lamp? Our
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information is that some great shock is coming shortly to the human race
which will finally break down its apathy, and which will be accompanied
by such psychic signs that the survivors will be unable any longer to deny
the truths which we preach.

The real meaning of our movement will then be seen, for it will
become apparent that we have accustomed the public mind to such ideas,
and provided a body of definite teaching, both scientific and religious, to
which they can turn for guidance.

As to the prophecy of disaster, I admit that we have to be on our
guard. Even the Christ circle was woefully deceived, and declared
confidently that the world would not survive their own generation. Various
creeds, too, have made vain predictions of the end of the world.

I am keenly aware of all this, and also of the difficulty in reckoning
time when seen from the other side. But, making every allowance for this,
the information upon the point has been so detailed, and has reached me
from so many entirely independent sources, that I have been forced to take
it seriously, and to think that some great watershed of human experience
may be passed within a few years — the greatest, we are told, that our long-
suffering race has yet encountered.

People who have not gone into the subject may well ask, “But what
do you get out of it? How are you the better?”” We can only auswer that all
life has changed to us since this definite knowledge has come. No longer
are we shut in by death. We are out of the valley and up on the ridge, with
vast clear vistas before us.

Why should we fear a death which we know for certain is the
doorway to unutterable happiness?

Why should we fear our dear ones’ death if we can be so near to
them afterwards?

Am I not far nearer to my son than if he were alive and serving in
that Army Medical Service which would have taken him to the ends of the
earth? There is never a month, often never a week, that I do not commune
with him. Is it not evident that such facts as these change the whole aspect
of life, and turn the grey mist of dissolution into a rosy dawn?

You may say that we have already all these assurances in the
Christian revelation. It is true, and that is why we are not anti-Christian so
long as Christianity is the teaching of humble Christ and not of his
arrogant representatives.

Every form of Chriatianity is represented in our ranks, often by
clergymen of the various denominations. But there is nothing precise in
the definitions of the other world as given in the holy writings. The
information we have depicts a heaven of congenial work and of congenial
play, with every mental and physical activity of life carried on to a higher
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plane — a heaven of art, of science, of intellect, of organization, of combat
with evil, of home circles, of flowers, of wide travel, of sports, of the
mating of souls, of complete harmony. This is what our “dead “ friends
describe.

On the other hand we hear from them, and sometimes directly, of
the hells, which are temporary spheres of purification. We hear of the
mists, the darkness, the aimless wanderings, the mental confusion, the
remorse.

“Our condition ie horrible,” wrote one of them to me recently at a
séance. These things are real and vivid and provable to us. That is why we
are an enormous force for the resuscitation of true religion, and why the
clergy take a heavy responsibility when they oppose us.

The final result upon scientific thought is unthinkable, save that the
sources of all force would be traced rather to spiritual than to material
causes.

In religion one can perhaps see a little more clearly. Theology and
dogma would disappear.

People would realize that such questions as the number of persons
in God, or the process of Christ’s birth, have no bearing at all upon the
development of man’s spirit, which is the sole object of life.

All religions would be equal, for all alike produce gentle, unselflsh
souls who are God’s elect. Christian, Jew, Buddhist, and Mohammedan
would shed their distinctive doctrines, follow their own high teachers on a
common path of morality, and forget all that antagonism which has made
religion a curse rather than a blessing to the world.

We shall be in close touch with other-world forces, and knowledge
will supersede that faith which has in the past planted a dozen different
signposts to point in as many different directions.

Such will be the future, so far as I can dimly see it, and all this will
spring from the seed which now we tend and water amid the cold blasts of
a hostile world.

Do not let it be thought that I claim any special leadership in this
movement. I do what I can, but many others have done what they could —
many humble workers who have endured loss and insult, but who will
come to be recognized as the modern Apostles. For my part, I can only
claim that I have been an instrument so fashioned that I have had some
particular advantages in getting this teaching across to the people.

That is the work which will occupy, either by voice or pen, the
remainder of my life. What immediate shape it will take I cannot say.
Human plans are vain things, and it is better for the tool to lie passive until
the great hand moves it once more.

1924
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The Evening News, Portsmouth
20 November 1889
MR. SHUTTE’S CRITIC

Sir, — I have read with much interest the very moderate letter of
“Broad Churchman,” and the answers which it has called forth. From my
own point of view he errs rather in the direction of narrowness than of
breadth, but it is well that every phase of religious thought should have its
champions. From the friction of many views a spark of truth may be
elicited.

“A Southsea Curate’s” position appears to me to be a very
untenable one. He upholds the absolute and entire inspiration of the Bible.
But does he not know that there are in the Bible statements which we
know to be untrue? Are these untruths to be put down to the Deity? The
supposition is absurd. Was it He, the possessor of all knowledge, who fell
into errors that a modern school child would smile at? Was it He who was
the author of the statement that the world was created in six days, that the
creation was some five thousand years ago, or that Joshua commanded the
sun, which was never moving, to stand still 265 1f it was, then alas for our
conceptions of the Deity. If it was not, then what becomes of the absolute
inspiration of Scripture?

Winwood Reade in his Martyrdom of Man remarks that at the time
of the Reformation men pulled down idols of stone and wax, in order to
put up in their place an idol of paper and printer’s ink. Let us take the good
of the Bible and make the most of it, but let us, in the name of reverence
and reason, forbear from ascribing to the All-wise that which would
represent Him as a magnified man, full of the petty angers, jealousies, and
revenges, which we condemn in our fellow mortals. We need no book and
no inspiration to tell us of His wisdom and His power. The starry heavens,
where a hundred million worlds are circling above us, are enough to bring
it home to us far more closely than the words of any Jewish prophet, and
there is a moral sense within us which guides the agnostic as well as the
Christian. The broader our views the better, for the broadest that human
mind can attain to must yet be infinitely narrow when compared to that
final truth which must embrace the universe, and all that dwells upon it. In
the meanwhile our best aspiration must be,

“That nothing walks with aimless feet,
That not one life shall be destroyed,

Or cast as rubbish to the void

When God has made the pile complete.”

Yours faithfully,
A Southsea Physician.
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P.S. — One gentleman, I observe, wants to know how modern
thought is superior to that of the 16th century. One sign of progress is that
a discussion of this sort may be courteously carried on without any of the
disputants having the power, or, I hope, the desire, to make a bonfire of
their opponents.

The Daily Express
7 August 1906

ARE WE BECOMING LESS RELIGIOUS? (1)
Sir A. Conan Doyle’s Views

Sir, — It appears to me that one fallacy runs through a great deal of
the correspondence about religion in your columns, and that is the
postulate that any form of ritual, including the ritual of going to a large
stone building for the purpose of communion with the great Unseen, has
any bearing upon true religion.

The lesson which life has taught me is that it has none.

I have known most admirable people who did these practices, and I
have known most wicked ones. I have known most admirable people who
did not do such things, and I have known most wicked ones. Never yet
have I known a person who was good because he went to church, or evil
because he did not. And yet in most of your letters such practices are taken
as a test whether religion is waning or increasing. There is no relation
between them.

The true tests of progress in true religion are (1) Is there a kinder
and broader view of such subjects, enabling all men of all creeds to live in
amity and charity? (2) Are the criminal statistics better? (3) Are the drink
returns better, showing that man is acquiring greater animal self-control
(4) Are the illegitimacy returns better, showing the same thing? (5) Is there
more reading, more demand for lectures, more interest in science, showing
that the mind is gaining upon the body? (6) Are the savings bank returns
better, showing thrift and self-denial? (7) Are the trade returns better,
showing greater industry and efficiency? (8) Are there more charitable
institutions, and does man show more clearly his sense of duty towards the
lower animals?

Such practical tests as these, which do actually for the most part
show progress, are worth more than the ritual observances which may or
may not go with a good life.

There is an aggressive form of religion, calling itself Dogmatic
Faith, which has done far more harm to the human race than pestilence or
famine. Directly to its door must be laid, not only all the bloodstained
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history of Mahometanism, but all the murderous doings which have in turn
disgraced every sect of Christianity.

In the name of Christ, the Apostle of Peace, this dreadful school of
thought, within a few centuries of His death, brought about such quarrels
and such murders as had never been heard of in pagan days. Over the
Homoiousian question, a theological point depending upon a diphthong, it
has been reckoned that a hundred thousand people lost their lives,
champions and victims of Faith. The Crusades, the murders of the
Albigenses and of the Cevennes, the Thirty Years’ War, the Inquisition,
the outrages of Catholics on Protestants, the no less detestable outrages of
Protestants on Catholics, the persecutions of Nonconformists by the
Church, the persecutions of Quakers by the Nonconformists, the manifold
domestic tragedies and tyrannies, embittering the lives of countless
numbers — surely when all these are considered, the reader must admit that
Faith in the positive aggressive sense, has wrought more mischief than
famine or pestilence.

All sects have been misled by men of the same acrid frame of mind,
and have incurred the same blood-guiltiness. I only know four cults the
original Buddhists, the Quakers, the Unitarians, and the Agnostics — who
can, I think, say that they have no blood on their hands. Certainly the
Atheists cannot, for their excesses in France — in the Revolution, and also
in 187007 — have been as bad as those of the Churches.

And what has been the root cause of it all? Saying you believe what
your mind cannot grasp, and what your free reason would frequently
reject. A makes his proofless assertion and calls it his faith. B has the right
to do the same. Then 4 and B hate each other with a holy hatred, and there
is the epitome of the blackest chapter in the history of the world. We, who
are like ship-wrecked mariners upon this little raft of a world, moving
upon the face of the infinite ocean, have enough to do to live kindly
among ourselves without quarrelling bitterly about that which is beyond
the horizon.

Perhaps you say that even in these very words I myself show
religious want of charity. But surely it is not so. If the Catholic finds the
Pope, or the Anglican the bishop, or the Nonconformist the minister a help
upon his path, then in every case it is a good thing — a splendid thing — if it
causes that man to be a better, more noble, human creature. Every form of
belief is admirable so far as it does that. But when, as in the letters of some
of your correspondents, it turns to want of charity, and the reviling of
those who have other methods, then it is a petty twentieth-century
exhibition of that which ranks in history among the gravest and most
bloodthirsty of human crimes.

Arthur Conan Doyle
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The Daily Express
11 August 1906

ARE WE BECOMING LESS RELIGIOUS? (2)
A Reply from Sir A.Conan Doyle

Sir, — I had no desire to be led into the morass of a theological
discussion; but in answer to Mr.Pollock’s categorical question as to my
view upon a series of texts, I would answer by reminding him of the words
of the Founder of the Christian Faith, that it is the letter which kills, and
the virtue lies in the spirit.

This insistence upon the literal meaning of texts is, in the words of
Winwood Reade, “to pull down idols of wood only to replace them with
idols of paper and printer’s ink.” They are the weapons by which
theologians from the earliest days of Christianity have spread disunion and
strife. Every creed can found its position upon a text, and every other
creed can find some other to controvert it.

When, for example, the Catholic founds his doctrine of
transubstantiation upon the plain text, “This is my body and this is my
blood,” it seems that nothing could be worded more clearly. And yet the
Protestant stoutly denies its validity, and insists upon a metaphorical
meaning. To the Unitarian there are many texts which make it appear to
him that Christ did not claim the attributes of Deity.

When we consider the origin of the gospels, their translation from
language to language, and the fact that every revision has shown the text
to be faulty, it is inconceivable that any absolutely hard-and-fast
incontrovertible system of theology can be built from them.

But the spirit of the New Testament is clear enough, and there lies
the justification of Christianity.

Arthur Conan Doyle

The Daily Express
31 August 1906

ARE WE BECOMING LESS RELIGIOUS? (3)
Summing Up

Sir, — I had not intended to intervene again in the interesting
controversy which has occupied your columns, but so many of the
controversialists have alluded to my original letter that it might seem
discourteous if I took no notice of their objections.
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These objections have come for the most part from clerical
correspondents. In all ages any attempt at breadth of thought and at wide
charity in the interpretation of the relations between man and his Maker
have always met with the same clerical opposition; but history records
that, though it has often retarded, it has never checked the gradual
emancipation of the human reason from iron-bound ritual and dogma. We
are fortunate in the present age in having, on the other hand, many clergy
of all denominations who recognise that their creeds must grow more
tolerant and more comprehensive lest they be left behind entirely by
civilisation.

Those who know how large a proportion of the most earnest-
minded and thoughtful men in this country are already outside all
dogmatic creeds will admit that the contingency is not a fanciful one.

Throughout this controversy the term ‘religion” has been
continually used where, as it seems to me, “ritual” was a more appropriate
expression. Religion is the relation between any human soul and the
Creator, and is shown outwardly by the actions of the individual. All
canonical observances, rituals, and dogmas are aids to the soul in its
developments. So far as they do aid it they are justified. So far as they do
not, but become petrified forms which prevent life and growth, they stand
condemned. But always “by their fruit shall you know them,” and by that
standard England has enormously improved, and is, therefore, more truly
religious.

What are these pious days to which so many of your
correspondents allude? Are they the days drawn by Hogarth and described
by Fielding? When was England ever so sober, so intelligent, so well
educated, so thrifty, and so industrious as at present. As to this decay of
forms and ceremonies, while some deplore it others may regard it as the
sunrise of saner, better, and more charitable days. I believe that our
descendants, looklng back at this age, will regard it as one of darkness and
superstition, but will admit that it is an advance upon the even darker ages
which preceded it.

Insistance upon dogma and ritual, or “religion” in the sense in
which your correspondents have misused it, must infallibly result in the
human race being eternally divided into rival factions, since it is
impossible to conceive that any sect will absorb all the others. It is all very
well for one of your correspondents to talk about our little earthly raft
having a compass given it. We know by experience that no two people can
see alike how the compass is pointing. The Divine Creator has indeed
given us one compass, and that is reason, the noblest of all faculties. It is
reason which tells us that if each sect would abate something of its rigid
doctrine, and insist upon the points which unite it with its neighbours

-114 -



instead of accentuating those which divide it there would be some hope for
the gradual extinction of those theologigal differences, which have, as I
hold, nothing to do with true religion, and have been the source of more
bloodshed and misery than any other single cause in the world’s history.

Several of your clerical correspondents term me an Agnostic. What
my individual faith may be is a matter of microscopic interest to others,
but since the term has been used I may say that I am not an Agnostic
though I extend to that body the respect which I feel for all earnest-minded
men. I am a believer in the Christian system in its simplest and least
dogmatic form as being on the whole the noblest which the world has
evolved, though it has been so overlaid by the bigots and the formalists
that it is difficult sometimes to see the original outlines at all. It is not a
shaven head, but it is wide charity in the heart which is the essence of that
creed. I am a convinced Theist also, and a profound believer in the direct
action of a guiding force in the affairs of this world.

Finally, I may say that I do not believe that the Divine Message to
the human race was delivered once for all two thousand years ago, but I
hold that every piece of prose and verse which has in it anything which is
helpful to the individual soul is in some sense a message from Beyond — a
message which grows and expands as all vital things must do.

Let me end this letter by a quotation from verse of this character:

“Our little systems have their day;

They have their day and cease to be;
They are but broken lights of Thee;

For Thou, oh Lord, art more than they.”

Arthur Conan Doyle

Common Sense
12 July 1919

MODERN MIRACLES - REPLY TO
JEROME K. JEROME

Sir, — Mr.Jerome K.Jerome appeals to me to answer some questions
about spiritualism, propounded in your columns. This I am happy to do,
although I am bound to say that if he had read, even superficially, upon the
subject he would not have needed to ask them.

1. Why is a medium bound in a physical phenomenon séance?

Because otherwise the sceptics would declare that he himself
produced the results. In some cases he has been put in a locked cage for
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the same reason.

2. Why in the dark?

Because experience has shown that the results are better in the dark.
It would be more convenient if this were not so. It would also be more
convenient if photographs could be developed outside a dark room. In
each case physical law is the obstacle.

3. Why a tambourine?

It is the only instrument which shows by its rattle where it is in a
dark room. A luminous cross is equally good and is now occasionally
used.

4. Why such puerile messages?

Death alters nothing, and we find every grade of intelligence upon
the further side from a sprite to an archangel. We get what we deserve. If
Mr.Jerome would come to me and examine the 120 books upon this
subject which form my reference library he would find that the tone of the
communications is by no means so low as he thinks. Some of them are as
high as mortal brain can follow.

Mr.Jerome complains that the raps at Hydesville did not disclose
something wonderful. I think that when they disclosed intelligence
separated from ordinary matter they did disclose something wonderful —
the most wonderful thing that our age has known. I agree that many of the
manifestations seem puerile, but if one looks behind them at the force
which produces them they cease to be puerile, but form the starting point
of a chain of thought and experiment which is all-important. The appeal
was made to a coarse-minded and materialistic generation, and it was just
such crude phenomena that were needed to shake them out of their
complacency. It would have seemed better to us if an archangel had
appeared in Trafalgar Square, but I suppose the problem was made more
obscure so that we should have the merit of using our wits and our
patience.

Mr.Jerome compares the modern miracles with those of the New
Testament. They are, I think, the same. Save for the raising of the dead I
cannot recall any miracle in the New Testament which has not been
claimed, upon good authority, as having occurred in the experience of
spiritualists.

I have myself experienced the rushing wind, the tongues of fire,
and the direct voice. As to our modern miracles being funny and those of
the Testament free from this taint, it all depends upon the spirit in which
an incident is described. I have no doubt that if a cynical press man had
told the story of the loaves and fishes or of the Gadarene swine he could
have made it very funny, but that does not really dispose of the matter.68

I cannot cover all the ground here, but I have done so in my New
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Revelation, and would be glad to send Mr.Jerome a copy. I care nothing
about proselytising, but if I could give so old a friend the joy which this
knowledge brings with it I should spare no pains to do so.
Yours faithfully,
Arthur Conan Doyle

Common Sense
16 August 1919

MR. JEROME AND SPIRITS

Sir, — As Mr.Jerome K.Jerome has had his second innings, perhaps
you will kindly allow me to be upon equal terms with him. I note from his
remarks that he is sceptical about the facts of the physical phenomena of
Spiritualism. But from every word of his article it is evident that he has
never examined these alleged facts, and that apart from my own short
epitome of the subject, which he has read in the interval between articles,
he has no acquaintance with the evidence. Under these circumstances,
what is his dissent worth? Clever man as he is, it is not the same weight as
the opinion of the first man you meet in the street, if that man has chanced
to have real knowledge of what has occurred. To put it in a definite form,
has he carefully read Sir William Crookes’ laboratory experiments as
described by himself from 1871 to 1873? Has he read the researches of
Dr.Crawford, of Belfast, set forth in two books between 1915 and 1919?
Has he read Professor Geley’s recent experiments, which were checked by
a hundred French scientists of various types? Has he read the work of
Professor Schrenck-Notzing, the German inquirer? Has he seen the books
of the famous Professor Lombroso and the record of his twenty years’
work? All these works have been accompanied by photographs. Does he
accuse all these distinguished scientists of faking these photographs,
without the faintest personal object, and indeed with risk of incurring
professional ruin? If he has not consulted these authorities then he has no
right to assume so intolerant an attitude, and to jeer at those who have. If,
on the other hand, he has consulted those authorities, and is still a sceptic,
then his mental attitude is beyond my comprehension. It seems to me that
the maddest theory ever invented by the human brain is that for seventy
years a great number of people in many varying countries have all been
claiming to have certain personal experiences, often seen by many at one
time, and that the whole thing originates in colossal stupidity or impish
mischief. Can anyone really continue to hold such a theory as that? I
notice that opponents of the movement are more and more being pushed
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away from it, and are adopting the alternative, but contradictory ground,
that such knowledge is illicit.

In quoting some small instances of abnormal happenings given in
my book, Mr.Jerome entirely misrepresents them, and shows that
extraordinary inaccuracy which seems inseparable from every
controversialist who attacks Spiritualism. For example, in the case of the
lady who wrote automatically about the terrible nature of the Lusitania
disaster, Mr.Jerome suppresses the fact that it was at a time when we had
every reason to believe that there was no loss of life. That is, of course, the
whole point of the story. Again, in describing my Piave dream, he does not
mention that I had never at that time consciously heard of the Piave, and
that it was not within the war zone when I recorded the dream. This, again,
is the whole point of the anecdote. As to the argument that three cool-
headed and responsible men of the world like Lord Adair, Lord Seaton and
Captain Wynne are to be disbelieved as witnesses to a fact which all three
have seen — namely, the levitation of Mr.Home — because false witnesses
swore away the lives of witches in the Middle Ages, I can hardly believe
that Mr.Jerome would seriously uphold it. I am fairly well acquainted with
the history of witchcraft, and the main characteristics of the old trials were
the illiteracy and general independability of the witnesses.

Mr.Jerome is very anxious to know what is our “new religion.” 1
think he will find something very like it if he goes back nineteen hundred
years and studies the Christianity of Christ. There he will read of those
same signs and wonders which we call “phenomena,” there he will read of
the discerning of spirits which we call “clairvoyance,” and there also he
will read of a good deal of ridicule and misrepresentation which did not
prevent the new movement from conquering the world, even as this, its
successor, is bound to do. This time, however, we must see to it that the
sacred fire is not smothered by formalism and the intrusion of materialism.
I agree with Mr.Jerome that we have lived to see some very terrible phases
of human history. At the same time, I am convinced that anything more
unselfish and noble than the conduct of the British Empire as a whole, and
of Britons as individuals, during the last five years, has never been known.
It is true that the present and future may not be at so high a level, but at
least in the wartime the nation has risen with hardly an exception to an
extraordinary point of moral grandeur. Personally, I do not at all take the
view that Christ was one who would stand by and see cruelty or
oppression without interference; but I prefer to believe that had He been
amongst us, He would have been the first to risk a second martyrdom in
the cause of justice and freedom. He would have done His part in the
scourging of the Germans out of Belgium as whole-heartedly as He
scourged the tradespeople out of the Temple. I cannot accept the watery,
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cold-blooded, unpractical reading which some have given to His character.
However, I have said enough, and must not lay any greater burden upon
your hospitable columns.
Yours, etc.,
Arthur Conan Doyle

The New York Times
2 September 1923

OSCAR WILDE’S COMMUNICATION
ACCEPTED AS GENUINE

Sir, — You have occasionally allowed me to use your columns in
order to keep the American public informed as to the progress which is
being made in Europe upon the all-important subject of psychic evidence.
Upon the last occasion I gave some description of Dr.Schrenck-Notzing’s
experiments with Willy at Munich, and I told how he had demonstrated
that mysterious substance ectoplasm to 100 incredulous men of science,
including twenty-six professors of universities, and that all without
exception had been compelled to accept the evidence of their own senses.

A second similar mass demonstration has just been concluded at
Paris and has received far less public attention than it deserves. Indeed, it
is one of the curiosities of this controversy that when a negative result is
obtained, which means, of course, nothing at all, it goes like wildfire
through the press, while the positive results, which mean everything, are
received with apathy. One is forced to the conclusion that the human
instinct really shrinks from the idea that we do most certainly continue our
existence, and do most certainly answer for our action, whether private or
public.

The new demonstration has been carried out by Dr.Geley of the
Metapsychique Institute of Paris. He assembled thirty-four men of
distinction and in successive sittings demonstrated the usual physical
phenomena of spiritualism, using as a medium one Jean Gusik, a Pole. The
results were perfectly conclusive, and all the observers signed their
acquiescence. The signatures include those of Dr.Rehm, scientific editor
of the Matin; Cinisty, editor of the Petit Parisien; Huc, editor of the
Dépeche de Toulouse; a dozen leading doctors from the Parisian hospitals;
Marcel Prévost of the French Academy; Bayle of the Prefecture of Police;
several men of letters, and finally, three great men of science — Richet,
Flammarion and Sir Oliver Lodge.

The phenomena to which these gentlemen subscribe are movements
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of objects without touch at a distance from the medium and taps received
when out of reach of the medium. There were, however, many other
phenomena. Their confession of faith ends with the words: “We simply
affirm our conviction that the phenomena are not to be explained by
illusions and that there was no possiple cheating.”

They certify to the fact that these various phenomena showed every
sign of having an intelligence at the back of them. In fact, they answered
requests and obeyed orders. Since these facts are surely indisputable, we
are faced by the question, Whose intelligence is it? Is it that of the
unconscious medium acting independently? Is it the collective
consciousness of the company? Or is it an outside independent intelligence
which is directing the experiment?

It is only fair to say that even among the most experienced psychic
researchers the answer to their question is a varied one. We have to
remember that many of the best Continental minds start from a position of
extreme materialism. Sir David Brewster said: “Spirit is the last thing
which I would give in to,” and though he said it sixty years ago, it still
represents a common phase of thought. Such men as Richet or Notzing
have been converted from materialism to a sort of super-materialism,
which needs one more step, but a very vital one, to elevate them into
spiritualism. To get that step they would need, I think, to turn from those
physical phases where they have done such splendid work and to examine
more carefully the mental and religious sides of the question, without
neglecting those methods of analysis and exact thought which they have
applied to the lower phenomena. No faith is needed, but simply an
extension of their present experimental methods to another class of
evidence. As they are already prepared to admit that an ectoplasmic figure
can move about a room, can talk and can claim an individuality, it would
not seem a great gulf which they have to cross in admitting that claim to
be true, and that the discarnate soul can indeed find means to manifest
itself in this lower world of matter.

An interesting mental and literary problem has presented itself
lately in England by the appearance of a script which claims to be from
Oscar Wilde. Wilde was a man with a very peculiar quality of thought and
of expression. The latter may be parodied, but the former can hardly be
copied in its fullness, for to do so would imply that the copyist had as
great a brain as the original. Yet both in thought and in expression this
script rings true. There are passages in it which Wilde in his best
movements has never bettered. He had in life a very fine cue for colours
which often manifested itself in his writings gave them a peculiarly vivid
touch. Thus, in a private letter to me he spoke of the “honey coloured
harvest moon.” The script shows this rare quality to a remarkable degree.
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“In eternal twilight I move, but I know that in the world... red sunset must
follow apple-green dawn.” Then again, “The rose-flushed anemones that
star the woodland ways,” or again, “Already the May is creeping like a
white mist over lane and hedgerow, and year after year, the hawthorn
bears blood-red fruit after the white death of its May.”

The other charactenstic of Wilde was his freakish, paradoxical
humour. This also is much in evidence in the script. “Being dead is the
most boring experience in life, that is if one excepts being married or
dining with a school-master!” Those last four words are Wilde all over.%9
“My life was like a candle that had guttered at the end.”

I defy any man of real critical instinct to read that script and doubt
that it emanates from Wilde. One may imitate a man’s features, one may
forge his name, but it is impossible to sustain a deception in a prolonged
communication from a great writer. Verily, there is no sort of proof under
Heaven which has not been accorded to us, and those beyond must despair
sometimes of ever penetrating our obtuse intelligence.

Arthur Conan Doyle

Occult Review
April 1924
OSCAR WILDE

Sir, — I should wish with all courtesy, but also with all decision, to
express my dissent from Mr.C.W.Soal in what he says concerning the
style of Oscar Wilde. He had, as has frequently been pointed out, two
separate styles, each very marked and individual, and each quite different
from the other. The one is poetic, ornamental and artificial, with lovely
word effects and a profuse use of colour. It is shown in the script by such
phrases as “from russet eve to apple-green dawn” or “the rose-flushed
anemones that star the dark woodland ways” or “the May is creeping like a
white mist over lane and hedgerow.” The second style is epigrammatic,
witty, cynical and full of paradox. Here we have it in “Death is the most
boring experience in life — if one excepts being married or dining with a
school-master.” “It is always bad advice that is given away.” “Even God
does not know what to do with the industrious.” “The woman who was
content merely to be was always charming.” It is difficult to note these
close analogies of style and to doubt that an Oscar Wilde brain is at the
back of them.

The idea that a weekly prize competition could produce a flood of
Barries’0 and Stevensons,71 with all the marks of the original, is surely
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untenable and could hardly have been meant to be taken seriously. It is
easy to produce a short comic parody, by exaggerating the features of a
style, but to write or talk in exactly the same style and with equally good
matter, argues an equal brain, which would certainly exhibit itself in
something more ambitious than parody.

Mr.Soal claims that he has traced all the allusions to their “probable
sources.” In the case of a man whose life was so public and who has been
the centre of a whole literature, it is difficult to imagine that there is
anything of any importance in his life — anything which would now
emerge from his own memory — which was not directly or indirectly
alluded to in some quarter or another. But such an explanation would
mean that the automatists had ransacked all the Wilde literature. We have
their assurance that this is not so, and that their acquaintance with it was
very limited. As to the suggestion, put into the mouth of a suppositious
critic, that the writers memorise great sections of script, that would of
course be a direct accusation of deliberate fraud which is not justified by
the character and position of the writers. Such suggestions are made far
too readily and should be banished from the controversy.

When I consider the various corroborations in this case of Oscar
Wilde:

1. The reproduction of his heavy style.

2. The reproduction of his light style.

3. The reproduction of character.

4. The recollection of incidents, some of them quite obscure, in his
own life.

5. The reproduction of his handwriting.

6. And (not least in my eyes) the similarity of the conditions which
he describes upon the other side with those which our psychic knowledge
would assign to such a man I consider that the case is a very powerful one
indeed. I quite agree that George Pelham and The Ear of Dionysius72 are
very convincing, but to me the Wilde case is even more so.

Yours faithfully,

A.Conan Doyle

ON LOVE AND MARRIAGE IN HEAVENS’3

I will say a few words on that. I wish you to understand that there is
one man, and only one, for each woman, and one woman 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
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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 sexes meet as they
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 accidental. Married couples do not necessarily reunite, but the love of
man and woman continues and is freed of elements which with us often
militate against its perfect realization. Real marriage is of the soul and
spirit. Sex actions are a mere external symbol which mean nothing and are
foolish, or even pernicious, when the thing which they should symbolize is
wanting. 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 necessarily have your present husband,
or wife, when you pass over. It is love — real love — which unites us there.
He, or she, goes his, or her, way. You go yours. You are on separate
planes, perhaps. Some day you will each find your own, when your youth
has come back as it will over here.

There is no sexuality in the grosser sense. Children are not born
there. 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 interests and knowledge without a
loss of individuality. The nearest you ever get to it is the first high
passions, too beautiful for physical expression when two high-souled
lovers meet upon earthly 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. So it is with the spirits.

Arthur Conan Doyle

MEDIUMSHIP, EVIL FORCES
AND RESCUE CIRCLES

Psychic power in its varied manifestations is found in humble
quarters, but surely that has been its main characteristic from the
beginning — 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 railway-porter, a bargeman
and a charwoman. Thus does history repeat itself, thus does the old wheel
go round.
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Mediumship can be developed. One might almost say it was
catching. That was what the laying-on of hands meant in the early Church.
It was the conferring of thaumaturgic powers. We can’t do it now as
rapidly as that. But if a man or woman sits with the desire of development,
and especially if that sitting is in the presence of a real medium, the chance
is that powers will come.

But in some circumstances this coming would be worse even than
false mediumship, because it could be used for evel. I assure you that the
talk of black magic and of evil entities is not an invention of the
superstition. Such things do happen and centre round the wicked medium.
You can get down into a region which is akin to the popular idea of
witchcraft. Like attracts like, and you get what you deserve. It is usually
an axiom among Spiritualists that the spirit visitors to a circle represent in
some way the mental and spiritual tendency of the circle. If you sit with
wicked people you get wicked visitors. Then there is a dangerous side to
it.

But do you know anything on earth which has not a dangerous side
if it is mishandled and exaggerated? This dangerous side exists quite apart
from orthodox Spiritualism, and our knowledge is the surest way to
counteract it. I believe that the witchcraft of the Middle Ages was a very
real thing, and that the best way to meet such practices is to cultivate the
higher powers of the spirit. To leave the thing entirely alone is to abandon
the field to the forces of evil.

It might be argued that a subject with such possibilities had better
be left alone. The answer seems to be that these manifestations are,
fortunately, very rare, whereas the daily comfort of spirit intercourse
illumines thousands of lives. We do not abandon exploration because the
land explored contains some noxious creatures. To abandon the subject
would be to hand it over to such forces of evil as chose to explore it while
depriving ourselves of that knowledge which would aid us in
understanding and counteracting their results.

I speak of these evil forces, because we continually come in contact
with them. And when there is an intrusion of that kind we do not
necessarily drove it away. It is part of our job, we specialize on it. 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 —
and we do. In the extremely interesting case very carefully observed by the
Psychic Research Society of Reykjavik in Iceland, the formidable
earthbound creature proclaimed how it got its vitality. The man was in life
a fisherman of rough and violent character who had committed suicide. He
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attached himself to the medium, followed him to the seances of the
Society, and caused indescribable confusion and alarm, until he was
exorcised by some such means as described in my story. A long account
appeared in the Proceedings of the American Society of Psychic Research
and also in the organ of the Psychic College, Psychic Research for
January, 1925. Iceland, it may be remarked, is very advanced in psychic
science, and in proportion to its population or opportunities is probably
ahead of any other country. The Bishop of Reykjavik is President of the
Psychic Society, which is surely a lesson to our own prelates whose
disassociation from the study of such matters is little less than a scandal.
The matter relates to the nature of the soul and to its fate in the Beyond,
yet there are, I believe, fewer students of the matter among our spiritual
guides than among any other profession.

So, we try to help these lost souls — and we do. And we know that
we do because they report to us afterwards and register their progress.
Such methods are often used by our people. They are called “rescue
circles”. Among the careful and trustworthy experimenters are Mr.Tozer
of Melbourne, and Mr.McFarlane of Southsea, borh of whom have run
methodical circles for the purpose of giving help to earthbound spirits.
Detailed accounts of experiences which I have personally had in the
former circles are to be found in Chapters IV and VI of my Wanderings of
a Spiritualist. ] may add that in my own domestic circle, under my wife’s
mediumship, we have been privileged to bring hope and knowledge to
some of these unhappy beings.

Full reports of a number of these dramatic conversations are to be
found in the last hundred pages of the late Admiral Usborne Moore’s
Glimpses of the Next State. It should be said that the Admiral was not
personally present at these sittings, but that they were carried out by
people in whom he had every confidence, and that they were confirmed by
sworn affidavits of the sitters. ‘The high character of Mr.Leander Fisher’,
says the Admiral, ‘is sufficient voucher for their authenticity’. The one
may be said of Mr.E.G.Randall, who has published many such cases. He is
one of the leading lawyers of Buffalo, while Mr.Fisher is a Professor of
Music in that city.

The natural objection is that, granting the honesty of the
investigators, the whole experience may be in some way subjective and
have no relation to real facts. Dealing with this the Admiral says: ‘I made
inquiries as to whether any of the spirits, thus brought to understand that
they had entered a new state of consciousness, had been satisfactorily
identified. The reply was that many had been discovered, but after several
had been verified it was considered useless to go on searching for the
relatives and places of abode in earth life of the remainder. Such inquiries
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involved much time and labour, and always ended with the same result’.
In one of the cases cited (op. cit., p.524) there is the prototype of the
fashionable woman who died in her sleep, as depicted in the text. In all
these instances the returning spirit did not realize that its earth life was
over.

The dramatic case where the spirit of a man (it was the case of
several men in the original) manifested at the very time of the accident
which caused their death, and where the names were afterwards verified in
the newspaper report, is given by Mr.E.G.Randall. Another example given
by that gentleman may be added for the consideration of those who have
not realized how cogent is the evidence, and how necessary for us to
reconsider our views of death. It is in The Dead Have Never Died (p.104).

‘I recall an incident that will appeal to the purely materialistic. I
was one of my father’s executors, and after his dissolution and the
settlement of his estate, speaking to me from the next plane, he told me
one night that I had overlooked an item that he wanted to mention to me.

‘I replied: “Your mind was ever centred on the accumulation of
money. Why take up the time that is so limited with the discussion of your
estate? It has already been divided”.

““Yes”, he answered, “I know that, but I worked too hard for my
money to have it lost, and there is an asset remaining that you have not
discovered”.

“Well”, I said “if that be true, tell me about it”.

‘He answered: “Some years before I left I loaned a small sum of
money to Susan Stone, who resided in Pennsylvania, and I took from her a
promissory note upon which, under the laws of that State, I was entitled to
enter a judgment at once without suit. I was somewhat anxious about the
loan, so, before its maturity, I took the note and filed it with the
prothonotary at Erie, Pennsylvania, and he entered judgment, which
became a lien on her property. In my books of account there was no
reference to that note or judgement. If you will go to the prothonotary’s
office in Erie, you will find the judgment on record, and I want you to
collect it. There are many things that you don’t know about and this is one
of them’.

‘I was much surprised at the information thus received, and
naturally sent for a transcript of that judgment. I found it entered Oct. 21,
1896, and with that evidence of the indebtedness I collected from the
judgment debtor 70 dollars with interest. I question if anyone knew of that
transaction besides the makers of the note and the prothonotary at Erie.
Certainly I did not know about it. I had no reason to suspect it. The
psychic present at that interview could not have known about the matter,
and I certainly collected the money. My father’s voice was clearly
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recognizable on that occasion, as it has been on hundreds of others, and I
cite this instance for the benefit of those who measure everything from a
monetary standpoint.’

The most striking, however, of all these posthumous
communications are to be found in Thirty Years Among the Dead, by
Dr.Wickland of Los Angeles. This, like many other valuable books of the
sort, can only be obtained in Great Britain at the Psychic Bookshop in
Victoria Street, S.W.

Dr.Wickland and his heroic wife have done work which deserves
the very closest attention from the alienists of the world. If he makes his
point, and the case is a strong one, he not only revolutionizes all our ideas
about insanity, but he cuts deep also into our views of criminology, and
may well show that we have been punishing as criminals people who were
more deserving of commiseration than of censure.

Having framed the view that many cases of mania were due to
obsession from undeveloped entities, and having found out by some line
of inquiry, which is not clear to me, that such entities are exceedingly
sensitive to static electricity when it is passed through the body which they
have invaded, he founded his treatment with remarkable results upon this
hypothesis. The third factor in his system was the discovery that such
entities were more easily dislodged if a vacant body was provided for their
temporary reception. Therein lies the heroism of Mrs.Wickland, a very
charming and cultivated lady, who sits in hypnotic trance beside the
subject ready to receive the invader when he is driven forth. It is through
the lips of this lady that the identity and character of the undeveloped spirit
are determined.

The subject having been strapped to the electric chair — the
strapping is very necessary as many are violent maniacs — the power is
turned on. It does not affect the patient, since it is static in its nature, but it
causes acute discomfort to the parasitical spirit, who rapidly takes refuge
in the unconscious form of Mrs.Wickland. Then follow the amazing
conversations which are chronicled in this volume. The spirit is cross-
questioned by the doctor, is admonished, instructed, and finally dismissed
either in the care of some ministering spirit who superintends the
proceedings, or relegated to the charge of some sterner attendant who will
hold him in check should he be unrepentant.

To the scientist who is unfamiliar with psychic work such a bald
statement sounds wild, and I do not myself claim that Dr.Wickland has
finally made out his case, but I do say that our experiences at rescue
circles bear out the general idea, and that he has admittedly cured many
cases which others have found intractable. Occasionally there is very
cogent confirmation.
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It is not apparently everyone who is open to this invasion, but only
those who are in some peculiar way psychic sensitives. The discovery,
when fully made out, will be one of the root facts of the psychology and
jurisprudence of the future.

So I repeat: these powers are given to some of us for the
consolation of humanity 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.

Arthur Conan Doyle

THE SPIRITUALISM AND THE PROGRESS
OF OUR RACE

Spiritualism is infinitely the most important thing in the world, so it
is worth taking time over. Folk can be blamed for neglecting it, but no one
can be blamed for being cautious in examination. I would repeat in my
own person the words of Thackeray. He said to some objector: “What you
say is natural, but if you had seen what I have seen you might alter your
opinion.” We must fit our theories to the facts. Up to now we have fitted
the facts to our theories. If you are not yet among our adherents, you are
quite right. You should take your time over it. I took many years myself.
Now I am all out for it, because I know it is true. There is such a difference
between believing and knowing. It is only when these things come to
one’s own address that one understands their full force.

I lecture a good deal. But I never want to convert my audience. I
don’t believe in sudden conversions. They are shallows, superficial things.
All T want is to put the thing before the people as clearly as I can. I 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 I indicate. If they are unwise they miss their chance. I don’t want to
press them or to proselytize. It’s their affair, not mine. As La Bruyére very
finely said: “Il faut chercher seulement a penser et a parler juste, sans
vouloir amener les autres a notre golit et & nos sentiments: c’est une trop
grande entreprise.”74

Science is gradually sweeping the world clear of all old cobwebs of
superstition. The world was like some old, dusty attic, and the sun of
science is bursting in, flooding it with light, while the dust settles
gradually to the floor. And yet, as regards science and scientists, I can say
only one thing: it is this scientific world which is at the bottom of much of
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our materialism. What a grand world it would be if it would only realize
its own limitations! It is an extraordinary fact that many scientific men,
when their passions and prejudices are excited, show a ludicrous disregard
for all their own tenets. Of these tenets there are none more rigid than that
a subject should be examined before it was condemned. We have seen of
late years, in such matters as wireless or heavier-than-air machines, that
the most unlikely things may come to pass. It is most dangerous to say a
priori that a thing is impossible. Yet this is the error into which either
scientific critic has fallen. They have used the fame which they have
rightly won in subjects which they have mastered in order to cast discredit
upon a subject which they have not mastered. The fact that a man was a
great physiologist and physicist did not in itself make him an authority
upon psychic science.

In this world of science there are many fools and dolts which are
holding back the world’s progress. They admit that they have read nothing
of the psychic subject, and I’ll swear they have seen nothing. Yet they use
the position and the name which they 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.

Science has helped us in comfort — if comfort is any use to us.
Otherwise it has usually been a curse to us, for it has called itself
“progress” and given us a false impression that we are making progress,
whereas we are really drifting very steadely backwards.

One can object to this: “Look at wireless. Look at the S.O.S. call at
sea. Is that not a benefit to mankind?”. I quite agree, it works out all right
sometimes. I value my electric reading-lamp, and that is a product of
science. It gives us, as I said before, comfort and occasionally safety. And
nevertheless I depreciate it, because it obscures the vital thing — 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
messages either with or without wires. These are the mere trimmings and
fringes of life. But those men of science have so riveted our attention on
these fringes that we forget the central object.

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
messsage may be. At every stage this 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
preparation 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
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is turning out a bad article.

Surely the world has been worse before now, but never with the
same advantages — never with the education and knowledge and so-called
civilization, which has been turned to evil. We got the knowledge of
airships. We bomb cities with them. We learn how to steam under the sea.
We murder seamen with our new knowledge. We gain command over
chemicals. We turn them into explosives or poison gases. It goes from
worse to worse. At the present moment every nation upon earth is plotting
secretly how it can best poison the others. Did God create the planet for
this end, and is it likely than He will allow it to go on from bad to worse?

The most dangerous conditon for a man or a nation is when his
intellectual side is more developed than his spiritual. Is that not exactly the
condition of the world today? Our spiritual guides speak of a breaking of
all the phials. There is war, famine, pestilence, earthquake, flood, tidal
waves — all ending in peace and glory unutterable.

I have been ordered to give the message wherever [ think that there
are ears to hear it. Our guides wish that the human race should gradually
understand the situation so that there shall be the less shock or panic. I am
one of several who are chosen to carry the news.

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 — spiritual progress. Mankind gives it a lip tribute but
presses on upon its false road of material science. Even in psychic matters,
there is a certain class of psychic researcher who is absolutely incapable of
receiving evidence. They misuse their brains by straining them to find a
way round when the road is quite clear before them. When the human race
advances into its new kingdom, these intellectual men will form the
absolute rear.

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

The thing was now hopeless. It had got beyond all control.
Therefore something sterner was needed since Heaven’s gift had been
desregarded. 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 mankind. But it was vain. The same dull materialism prevailed as
before. Years of grace were given, and no change was anywhere to be
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seen. The nations heaped up fresh loads of sin, and sin must ever be
atoned for. Russia became a cesspool. Germany was unrepentant of her
terrible materialism which had been the prime cause of 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 sects
which had nothing of life in them. America had abused her glorious
opportunities and, instead of being the loving younger sister to a stricken
Europe, she held up all economic reconstruction by her money claims; she
dishonoured the signature of her own president, and she refused to join
that Leage 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. Under the guidance of
materialism the wrong path has been followed, and it becomes
increasingly clear that the people must return or perish.

These are the exact words I have been asked to give you:

“What we want is, not that folk should be frightened, but that they
should begin to change themselves — 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 as it 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.

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. Love! That is all that counts. What
matter what you believe if you are sweet and kind and unselfish as the
Christ was of old?

Teach the folk what death is. 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. We didn’t. Teach
them the truth! Oh, it is so much more important than all the things men
talk about. If your papers for one week only gave as much attention to
psychic things as they do to football, it would be known to all.

There is so much false progress of material mechanical kind. That
is not progress. If you build a car to go one thousand miles this year, then
you build one to go two thousand miles next year. No one is the better for
that. We want real progress — to understand the power of mind and spirit
and to realize the fact that there is a spirit world.

So much help could be given from our side if only people on the
earth would fit themselves to take it, but we cannot force our help on those
who are not prepared for it. That is your work, to prepare people for us.
Some of them are so hopelessly ignorant, but sow the seed, even if you do
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not see it coming up.

The clergy are so limited in their ideas and so bound by a system
which should be an obsolete one. It is like serving up last week’s dinner
instead of having a new one. We want fresh spiritual food, not a hash of
the old food. We know how wonderful Christ is. We realize His love and
His power. He can help both us and you. But He will do so by kindling
fresh fires, not by raking always in the old ashes.

That is what we want — the fire of enthusiasm on the two altars of
imagination and knowledge. Some people would do away with the
imagination, but it is often the gateway to knowledge. The Churches have
had the right teaching, but they have not put it to practical use.

One must be able to demonstrate one’s spiritual knowledge in a
practical form. The plane on which you live is a practical one in which you
are expected to put your knowledge and belief into action. On our plane
knowledge and faith are action — one thinks a thing and at once puts it into
practice, but on earth there are so many who say a thing is right, but never
do it. The Church teaches, but does not demonstrate its own teaching. The
blackboard is useful at times, you know. That is what you need. You
should teach, and then demonstrate upon the blackboard. Thus physical
phenomena are really most important. There will be some in this upheaval.
It is difficult for us to manifest physically now because the greater bulk of
collective thought is against and not for us. But when the upheaval comes,
people will be shaken out of their pig-headed, ignorant, antagonistic
attitude to us, which will immediately open the way to a fuller
demonstration than we have hitherto been able to give.

It is like a wall now that we have to batter against, and we lose
ninety per cent of our power in the battering and trying to find a weak spot
in this wall of ignorance through which we can creep to you. But many of
you are chiselling and hammering from your side to let us through. You
have not built the wall, and you are helping us to penetrate it. In a little
while you will have so weakened it that it will crumble, and instead of
creeping through with difficulty we shall all emerge together in a glorious
band. That will be the climax — the meeting of spirit and matter.”

That is what I have been asked to tell you. Spread the news where
there seems to be a window in the soul. Say to them: “Repent! Reform! the
Time is at hand.”

Arthur Conan Doyle
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KOMMEHTAPUU U OFBACHEHUSA

! ((.HO)KHOKOpaJ'IJ'IOBI)Ie O6p3.30BaHI/I${» u ((MOp(bOJ'IOFI/IH

IUIACTUHYATOXKa0CpHBIX» —  Ha3BaHWSA  BBIMBIIUICHHBIX  HAayYHBIX
MoHorpaduii.

* date with a skirt — cBHIaHHe ¢ JIEBUOHKOI (8)1b2.)

? 30.: camblif 4EPCTBBIA Cyxaph Ha CBETE
4 - o
«O T1ulaHKTOHE» (Hem.) — Ha3BaHWE ONHOH W3 MOHOTpadmi
Opacra Tekkens (1834-1919) — HEMEIKOro eCTECTBOMCIBITATEINS,
BHIHOTO rTocinenoBaTess yaenust Yapis3za lapsuHa.

Jbxuponamo  CaBonapona  (1452-1498) —  wranmbstHCKHHA
TIPOITOBEAHUK-pedopmaTop, N300I aBIINHA pacIyneHHOCTh
JlyXOBEHCTBAa,  TuUpaHuto  Menuun, co3garens  OIOPEHTHHCKON
pecnyonmuku. Korma CTOpOHHMKHM ero ObUTM pa30WTHl MAalnCTaMH, €ro
OOBHHIIIN B €PECH U COXKTIIH.

% Tomaco Topksemama (1420-1498) — rnaBa WCIAHCKOIT
WHKBH3HILNH, TIEPBBIH «BEIUKUI HHKBU3HTOPY.

7 This guy is clean loco. — DTOT NapeHp CIATHIL.

% ..put a crystal sheet into the ship, like the Catalina Island boats. —
30.: yerpouts Ha Kopabiie Mpo3pavHOe THO.

? ...what he calls a mean wallop in both mitts — 1o ero Bepasenuio,
Y HETO 4acTo KyJaKd YelIyTCsL.

'V MJIEKONUTAIONINX B YX€ Pa3/IHYaloT TPH OT/ENA: BHEIIHEE YXO,
COCTOfIIICE W3 YIIHOM PaKOBUHBI M HapYXHOI'O CIYXOBOTO HPOXO.a;
cpemHee yxo, Wi 0Oapa0aHHYIO IIONIOCTh; W BHYTPEHHEE YXO, WIH
JMaOMPUHT, ¢ TaK HA3bIBACMBIMH IIOJYKPYKHBIMH KaHAJIAMU M YJIHUTKOM.
BHyTpeHHee yX0 COIepKUT B ceOe OKOHYaHHE CITyXOBOTO HEpBa.

' darom pasen 1,82 merpa.

"2 Sure, I’d be as yellow as a Chink with the jaundice if I let you go
alone. — Jla s BeCh IOXKEITEIO OT 3aBHCTH, €CJIH BBI CITyCTUTECH 0€3 MEHS.
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13 Xumepa — pri0a, MOX0XKast HA aKylly, ¢ MPOJOITOBATEIM TEIIOM,
HU3KO BPE3aHHBIM PTOM, FOJIONW KOXKEH U JJIMHHOM XBOCTOBOM HUTHIO.

"1 felt like the morning after a bottle of Prohibition Hoosh. (auep.)
— 30.: UyBcTBYyels cebsl, Kak HayTpO MOCIIE TIOOWKH.

1> Some sport, the Doc! I guess he has the best guts of the bunch. —
Jla BbI Mototuara, ok! Bel Ham cTO 04KOB Briepén aaaute!

16 Pmeercs B BHIY paccka3 rpedeckoro ¢mrocoda I[lmarona (B
muamorax «Tumeir»y u  «Kpuruity) o0 Atnantuae, KOHTHHEHTE,
3aHAMABIIEM, 1O TIPSAAHUIO, 3HAYUTCIHFHYIO YacTh ATIaHTHYECKOTO
okeaHa. Ilmaron, kak yTBep)KOaeTcs,, 3amucal 3TOT Paccka3z CoO CIOB
CoroHa, TPeYecKoro Myaperna 1 3aKOHOIATEIs, B CBOIO OYepeqb BCE ITO
Y3HABILIETO CO CJIOB OJIHOTO ErUIETCKOTO Kpela.

17 Cootserctayer 0° o Lenbcuro.

' 30.: mavanmpHuk. Yceuémnas dopma or Boss, HECET CHIBHBIH
OTTEHOK (haMHIIbSIPHOCTH.

¥ Buppro Jlxonm Bomemmren (1860-1947) — amepukaHCKuii

koHrpeccmeH. B 1919 roxy moOusicst mpoBeneHns B KOHTpecce 3aKOoHa O
3aIpeIeHnH TPOU3BOACTBA, MTPOJAKH 1 TMTEPEBO3KH CITUPTHBIX HAITUTKOB.

%0 omeru, cobpaths (pany.)

! Clean dippy. Bats in the belfry. — 30.: Cnsarun! BunTukoB B
TOJIOBE HE XBaTaeT.

2 rough house — 30.: ckanman

# Wranuiickue ropo/a, Norubiye npu n3Bepxennn Besysus B 79
rony nocie P.X.

24 he did surprise us some — HaC 370POBO OLIAPAIIAIIO.

* 21.0. Calling. London calling the British Isles. — «BuuManwe,
roBopuT JIOHIOH» — ITO3BIBHBIE OPUTAHCKOTO PAJIHO.
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*® Vwmeercs B Bumy amtpaktT k III jeiictmio omepsl Puxapia
Barnepa (1813-1883) «JloaHrpun».

*" nearly threw a fit — 30.: 4yTb He craTHIL.
2% Taeun Jluumrcron (1813-1873) u 'enpu Mopron Crommm
(1841-1904) — 3HaMeHUTHIE TyTEIIECTBEHHUKH, UCCIEA0BATEIH AQPHUKH.

% Jlo ceumamms. (gpany.) 3mech OOBI'pHIBacTCS GYKBAIBHOE
3Ha4YeHHe (PPaHITy3CKOTO «au revoir» B MPOTHBOBEC aHIIIMMCKOMY «good-
bye», KoTopoe OyKBaJIbHO CKOpEE 3HAUUT NPowatl, Chi CHOKOUHO.

31 Ouenp MOXOXKYIO, HO HE BBIMBILUIEHHYIO HCTOPHIO OMHUCHIBAET B
cBoelt kaure «OT MPONUTHIX KU3HEH K )KU3HAM TPSIYIINM, OecCMepTre
nepeBomtomenue» Ilarpuk  Jlpyo, coBpeMeHHbBIH  (hpaHIy3CKHH
HCCIeIoBaTeTh  MPOOJEMBl  MHOXKECTBEHHOCTH  CYIICCTBOBAHUN WU
MIPUTTOMUHAHAS TPOIUTHIX JKHA3HEH (Tak Ha3. «perpeccus mamsTm»). Ilo-
pYCCKH €€ MpUBOIUT B CBOeH KHMre «Perpeccust u penHkapHauus. [lamare
NPOUUIBIX  XU3HEH M  MHOXXECTBEHHOCTb  CYLIECTBOBAHMI» Hor
PamananraTa. [l monb3bI  4YUTATENs HE OTKakeM cebe B OTOM
YAOBOJIbCTBUU U MBI:

«Crnenyrommii mpuMep Topa3go UIMHHEe Mpodynx. MBI Tak
MoPOOHO OCTaHABIMBAEMCS Ha 3TOW HCTOPWH, IIOTOMY YTO OHA OYCHb
TporaTelibHa W MOYYUTEIbHA: MCTOpUS OTa CBUACTEIBCTBYET O
KapMHUUYECKOH Cmiie TIOOBH, KOTOpas MOXET COCAWHATH JBE OYIIH B
TeueHHe OeCKOHeYHOro Tmepuoma BpeMeHn. OHa, I[OMHMO TOTO,
MOKa3bIBaCT, KaK, COOCTBEHHO, ecTBYeT kapMma. WTak, mepen HaMu TBOE
BIFOONEHHBIX, KOTOPHIE B TIOCICIHEM BOIUIOMICHUH 30BYTCA [lpepoM m
Jlynzoii.

Ecmm mpunepkuBaThc MATCPHATUCTUYCCKUX TIPEACTABICHUA O
JKU3HHU, KOTOPBIE CETOIHS pa3ieiseT OONBIIMHCTBO YENIOBEUECTBA, TO O
KKIOM W3 SMH300B 3TOW IpaMbl MOXXHO OBUIO OBI cKa3aTh CTPOQOid
[excrmpa: «Her moBecTm TmieuajdpbHEe HA CBETE...» — H CIOBA JTH
Mpo3BydYann OBl KaK yAaphl MOJIOTKA 1O KpbImKe rpoda. Ho 3Haromme o
3aKOHE PEHHKAPHALMH W, COOTBETCTBEHHO, O Pa3BOPAUYMBAIOIICHCS TIEpe]
HAMU TIEPCIIEKTUBE MHO)KECTBEHHOCTU CYIIECTBOBAHHMU, BOCIIPUMYT 3Ty
MOBECTh COBEPIICHHO MHAYE: OHW YBUAAT B HEW U1 IBYX BIFOOJIEHHBIX
HECOMHEHHBIA TIOBOI IUII HAISKIBl W OOCHIAHWE HEBHIPA3UMO W
HEBOOOPa3MMO CYACTIAMBBIX [HEH, JeT W JKU3HEH B OCECKOHCUHOM
Oynymiem. Ilatpux Jpyo momectmn 3Ty mcTopuio B cBoeil kHure «OT
JKU3HEH TPEIIIeCTBOBABIINX K JKM3HAM TIpsagymuM. beccmeprre u
Pennkapnanysp».
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Korpa aBTOp pacckasa Mo3HaKOMHIICS C T€POEM CBOEH IOBECTH, OH
HE MOT IpeJCTaBUTh cebe, BO UYTO BBUILETCS MX 3HAKOMCTBO. B Ty mopy
aBTOp OBUT YK€ M3BECTHBIM MCCIlIenoBaTesieM perpeccud. M BoT korma y
Hero 3aBs3anch ¢ [IbepomM™** npyxecTBEHHBIEC OTHOLICHUS, TOT BIIEPBHIC
W pacckasaj eMy Hadajo 3TOH MCTOPUH, BEpHEE, TOT KYCOK €€, KOTOPBIH
TIepEBEPHYJI €r0 HBIHEUIHIOK XHU3Hb. JTO ObUIA JFO0OBb, BCIBIXHYBILAS Y
HETO K >KEeHIMHE 110 uMenu Jlyusa.

— 51 yKe mATh JeT e€ He BUIEN, HO He IepecTaro AyMaTh O Hel JHU
Harponér. OHa Bcé BpeMs y MeHs B rosioBe. MlHOrja MHE KakeTcsi, 4To 5
BIDKY €€ Ha YIHWIe, W CepAle y MEHS HaunHaeT OCmICHO KOJOTHTHCS.
JlocTaTO9HO KaKoi-TO BEIIM WM JETalN HAaIllOMHHUTH O HEH, U B TOJIOBE Y
MEHS TYT K€ HayMHaeT IPOKPYIHMBATHCS LENBIH KIyOOK BOIPOCOB: TJE
OHa ceifuac? gymaet Ju oHa 000 MHE? U T.J1. M omHaKo e s JII00II0 CBOO
keHy. S1 maxe wacto roBopmi cebe: ecnu © ceromHs y MeHs Obuia
BO3MOXKHOCTH HadaTh Bc€ ¢ Havana ¢ JIym3ol, st ckazan Obl «HET». S He
XO04y OTKa3blBaThCS OT TOTO, YTO S MaJo-TIOMay MOCTPOMJ CO CBOEH
>keHOHW. Ho MHE XoTenock Obl MOHATH UCTOKH 3TOTO OAEPXKAHMUS, TTOUEMY
MBICITb O JIyn3e Tak HEeOTCTYITHO MEHS MPeCIeayeT.

I'-1 [Ipyo BBICKa3an Toraa MmpearoaokeHne, 4To MPUInHa, JOJHKHO
OBITB, 3aKJIIOYAETCS B CYIIECTBYIOMIEH MEXIY HUIMU KapMUUECKON CBSI3H.

— 3HauuT, THl CUNTACIIb, YTO y HAaC Oy/eT IMIaHC BHOBb BCTPETUTHCS
B cleyromie sxmHn? — cupocui [Isep.

— Jymm, coenuHEHHBIE KAapMHUYECKOH CBS3bIO, 3a4acTylo
BOIUTOIIAIOTCS B OJJHO M TO )K€ BPeMsl, 9TOOBI paboTaTh BMECTE U yUUTHCS
JIpyT y Apyra, — OTBETHI I'-H J[pyo. — DT0, KaK s CUMTalo, OTHOCHTCS HE
TOJBKO K CYNpYram, HO M K JIPY3bsIM, POJAMTEISIM M JIE€TSIM, U JaXke — K
LETIBIM TPYIIaM JIOICH.

ITeep cormacwmiicsi, y Hero OBUIO CMYTHOE OIIYIEHHE, YTO TaK OHO
n ectb. Ho OH KkonebaJicst, CTOUT JIM MPEANPUHAMATE «ITYTEIIECTBUE» B
CBOM TMPOIIIbIE JKU3HM, YTOOBI OTBICKATh TaM TMPHYMHY CBOEH
onmepxumoctu Jlymsod. Jlnsg Hawama OH mMOAPOOHO paccKa3al CBOIO
HCTOPHIO.

— Ciry4nioch 3TO MIECTh JIET Ha3aA. MHe ObIJIO TPUALATH JIET, U 5
pabotanr B oOmHOW (QuUpME HWHKECHEPOM-HANIATINKOM peaTn30BaHHOMN
NPOAYKIMHA. MBI 3aKIIOYWIN  BBITOAHBI KOHTPAKT 1O TPOAAXKE
000opynoBaHUs ¢ KOHIEPHOM B BypryHamm, u s 4acTto mpuesxan Tyna,
9TOOBI CIeAWTh 3a COOpKOH ¥ Hajmaakol wamuH. WHorma MHeE
NPUXOMIOCH 3a/epXKUBAaThC TaM Ha HECKONbKO nHEe. Tak s m
mo3HakoMmics ¢ JIyn3on. J{ous HCIAaHCKUX TEepeceeHIIeB, OHa paboTana
CeKpeTapiiell y OTHOTO W3 IMATPOHOB OypryHACKoro mpemnpustus. Eit
6610 poBHO 19 ner. OHa OpuTa HEOOBIYANHO KpacwBa: AJIMHHBIC YEPHBIE
BOJIOCHI, CMyTJIasi Koxa, Oonmpinue rnaza. Korma s B mepBblil pa3 yBuzen
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e€, y MeHs ObUT oK. S OBUT y)Ke JKEHAT: s MMOXKEHHJICS, KOT/Ia 3aKOHYHMII
WHKEHEpHYI0 mKoiy. Y MeHs Obu1 chiH. Ho y MeHs ¢ keHOW He Bcé
JauIock. MBI MHOTO M TIOCTOSIHHO CIIOPHJIM: BKYCHI HAIlIM HE COBIAIANIH,
Bcé Obuto mpoOneMoii M TpeBpalasiock B JpaMy: KyAa IoexaTh Ha
KaHHUKYJIBl, KOrJa BCTaBaTh M T.A. Kopoue roBops, 9acTble HOE3/IKU B
Byprysaauto cranu st MeHS He0OXOAUMOM OTAYIINHOW. 1 BOT OTHAXKIBI
BeUepoM, Oyayum Tam, 5 ciaydaiino Betperwt JIyusy, Korja oHa yXoauiia C
pabotsl. beuto moBombHO mo3aHO. OHa 3anepskanach, 9TOOBI 3aKOHYHTH
cpouHyro padoty. S npurnacun e€ B kade Ha proMKy BuHa. OHa HEMHOTO
nokose0anach, a MOTOM TpHH:IA MOE TpHriamenne. B kade, kak 310
BOJUTCS, MBI OONTANM O IycTsAkax. Yem Oomble s ¢ HEH TOBOPHI, TEM
CHJIbHEE MEHS BJIEKIIO K Hel. MBI 00HAapYyXMIIK, YTO y HAC MHOT'O OOIIIEro.
Ham HpaBuioce 0JJHO U TO K€, MBI CMESUIHChH B TEX JK€ CAMBIX MECTaX... 5
YK€ CKaszajl, YTO MOW OTHOIICHHS C JKCHOW CKJIAIBIBAIUCH HE JYYIINM
o0pa3oM. B TedeHre MHOTHX JIET MOSI CYIIpYyXecKasi )KU3Hb Obla MOBOIOM
Juisl OECKOHEYHBIX pa30yapoBaHM, HO HECMOTpS Ha 3TO, S HHU pa3y HE
n3MeHw1 xeHe. Ho B ToT Beuep, paccraBmmch ¢ JIyn3oi, st 3aMeTw1, 9To
HE MOr'y IepecTaTb JyMaTh 0 Hell. Ha cnenyrommit neHs 51 yexan B [lapuk,
W BCIO JIOPOTY, TOKa sI BEM MammHy, o0pa3 JIyu3bl CTOSIT y MEHS Tepen
riaszamMu. M MHE OT 3Toro ObIIO M PafOCTHO, M TPYCTHO.

Uepes nBe Hemenn s BepHylcs B bypryHamio, d9TOOBI
MPOKOHTPOIMPOBATh pabOTHl, KOTOpbIE BCTYNMIM B 3aBEPIIAIOIIYIO
cTaguio. MBI IOYTH 3aKOHYWJIM MOHT@X arperatoB, M TIopa ObUIO
MPUCTYNIaTh K HWCIBITAHUSAM, KOTOpPBIE MPEALIECTBOBAIM YXKE BBOIY
Hamero o0opynoBaHUs B jAeicTBHE. S ObLI CTpAIIHO 3aHAT, U y MEHS
COBCeM He OBUIO BpeMeHHM BCTpeTuThbcs ¢ JIym3oid, ¢ KOTOpoil s mor
TOJIBKO OOMEHSTHCS TTapoi cioB y ABepeit e€ meda. M Bcé-Taku ogHaKAbI
s IPEATIOXKWI €l TI03aBTPaKaTh B Kade, M OHA COrJIaCHIACh. 32 3aBTPAKOM
s CHOBA ITTOYYBCTBOBAJ TTyOOKOE M HETPEONOIMMOE BieUeHHE K HEH. S
BIIOJIHE OTAaBaj cebe B 3TOM OTYET: s OBUI HA IYTH K TOMY, YTOOBI
O0esymHO BmrOOMTBECS B JIym3y. Mos KOMaHIMpOBKa [OJDKHA ObDIa
OpOMIUThCs elé nBe Henenu. JIBa-Tpu pas3a s CHOBAa Ipuriamain eé
BedepoM Tocie padoTel B kade. B ofuH U3 Takux Be4epoB, KOTAa MBI OOK
0 0ok K 1o yauIle, st o0HsuT e€. 1 oHa cpasy ke orBeTmiia MHe. U 3atem
MpU3HAIach: OHA pa3/esisia MOM YyBCTBA M TOXKE CTpajaia OT TOro, 4TO
HE MOXET CBOOOJHO CO MHOW BCTpPEYAaThCS, ITOCKOJIBKY S JKCHATHIN
MY)KYHHa.

B cy600Ty yTpOoM s BEepHYICS B IIE€X, YTOOBI MIPOOBITh TaM TONIHSA,
TakK Kak cOOpodYHast Tpymmna padoTana Takke MO BBIXOAHBIM. Beuepom Mbl
¢ JIyn3oii HAMETUIIM COBMECTHBIM Y)KHH, U, KOHEUHO K€, MIPOU3O0ILIO0 TO,
YTO JTOIDKHO OBLITO Pon30iTH. S 1 He mpencTaBisuI cede, 94To Prusmueckas
OnMM30CTh MOXKET OBITh HACTONBKO CHIBHBIM UM COKPYLIMTEIHHBIM
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nepexxnBanueM. C 3ToM MHHYTBI s HOpoBofwl C JIyn3oi Kaxkmyro
cBOOO/IHYIO cekyHIy. Bckope s momken Obu1 BepHyThesl B Ilapmk. Beé
MEpPEMEHUIIOCH B MOEM CO3HaHMU. Ha 3TOT pa3 g BCTpEeTWII CBOIO CyNpyry
C YyBCTBOM, MHE paHee He BEJIOMBIM — YyBCTBOM BHUHEI. S| cTai TeM, KTO
NIPUTBOpSIETCS,, — 5, KOTOPOMY TaK XOTEJIOCh KpW4YaTh, 4YTO s JIFOOIIO
JIyn3zy. B mocnenyromue Henenu s HE pa3 OTIHpaBIsUICS B BypryHauro.
Opnaxxapl, BepHyBIIMCH B Ilapik, st BO BCEM coO3HaNCS >keHe. MeHs
MYYWJIM YTPBI3CHUSI COBECTH, W s CMYTHO OTHaBal cebe OT4eéT B
npoucxomsamemM. XKeHa yxe U npexae IoraabBajlack, 4TO YTO-TO HE TakK.
[Mponzonuia crena. SI ObUT TOTOB K 3TOMY. 3aTeM oHa 3abpaya ¢ coOOMH
CBIHA M yexaja K poxurensM. Uepe3 HECKOIBKO JHEH OHa BEpPHYIACh, HO
MIOTOM OIATH yexana. S He mokuman Ilapmka, HO KaXkKAbIH JI€Hb 3BOHMI
Jlynze.

A B BypryHmuu B 3T0 BpeMs pa3BEpThIBasIach Apyras npama. Jlynsa
OTKpPBUIACh POJUTENSM, ¢ KOTOPBIMH OHa emIé >Kuia (Kak sl CKasal, 3TO
Obuta coBCeM MoJofas NeByIika). B e€ mryOoko KaTOIM4YecKOW cembe
WCTIAHCKHUX SMHIPAHTOB JIEPXKAINCH CTpOrux mpaswi. Pomuremn Jlymsbt
KpaiHe OTPHIATENbHO OTHECIHCh K CIIYYMBIIEMYCS, a BMECTE C HUMH H
BcE Onmmkaiimee okpyxenue JIlynssl — e€ Opaths, CECTPHI U 1aXKe TOIPYTH.
Kak? >xeHaThIif My)X4HMHa, K TOMY )K€ ¢ peOEHKOM n Ha 12 jer crapuie eé!
N c Toit nmopsl Jlynza Haxomunach IMojJ HMOCTOSHHBIM JaBiieHHeM. OHa
TaKke HE BIIOJHE OTAaBaja ceOe OTYET B NMPOHMCXOMAmEM. A cO MHOM
Obut0 M TOoro Xxyxe. Mos cynpyxeckas O>KM3Hb IIpEBpaTWiach B
TIOBCETHEBHBIN aJi, HO 51 ObUT OYeHb NMPUBA3aH K CHIHY U, B ONPEIEIEHHOM
CMBICTIE, Y MEHS COXPaHIINCh YyBCTBA K ykeHe. Ho s moHnman, 4to B Her
pacTér HeyBEpEeHHOCTh B 3aBTpamrHeM jaHe. Mbl He Obun OoraTsl, HO 5 B
KOHIIE KOHIIOB Hadyajl TOJydaTh >XaJOBaHbE, KOTOPOE IIO3BOIMIO €H
OCTaBHUThH PadOTy M 3aHAThCA BOCIMTAHMEM HAIIero cbiHa. W ecnm ObI A
ymén ot He€, TO YTO ¢ HE ObI cTano? JTO HUKOMM 00pa3oM HE MOIJIO
ocTaBUTh MeHs paBHomymHbIM. Ho Oputa Jlymsa. Kaxknmprni pas, kak s
BHOBB BHJIEN €€, OBLIN T€ 5K€ OOBSITHS, TO K€ EAMHCTBO, HO TEIIEph MBI 00a
CTpaJiaJii OT YyBCTBA BHHBI, M MBI CTAJIN 3371aBaThCsl BOIIPOCOM, €CTh JIH Y
Hac Oynymiee?

Brin koHern BecHbl. Hanangka MalliMH 3akaHYMBalach, BCE OBLIO
roroBo. S mpemmoxwn Jlymse yexats co MHOW. Mbl Hauanu Okl BABOEM
HOBYIO >Xm3Hb. HyXHO OBLTO, 4TOOBI OHa mMmoexana co MHOW. Ho B TOT
MOMEHT y He€ He OBUIO JYXOBHBIX CHJI yexaTh. SI BEpHYICS K CBOEH
MApIPKCKOH XU3HM. Uepes HECKOIBKO MECAIIEB, COBEPIICHHO OTYASBIINCH,
s Opocmi Bc€ m mepeexan xuth Ha cesep @pannmn. He mis Toro, 9To0b1
YBEITHIHUTH YUCIO KIJIOMETPOB, OTACIAIONMX MEHs OT JIyH3bl, Tak Kak 3TO
B KOHEYHOM CYETE HUUYEro OBl HE /JAJI0: MBICIEHHO OHA IIOCTOSIHHO Oblia
BO MHE, HO s IIONPOCTY HAJAEsUICS, YTO TaM OHA COIJACHTCA KO MHE
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npucoeqUHUTHC. Ho oHa He cMoriia cpasy ke pelnTbCs Ha Takoi mar. 1
x7an e€. Mbl IOYTH KaXkJbli AeHb nepe3BaHuBanuck. [Ipomén rog. Mel ¢
XKEHOH pa3Benuchb. IlofaBieHHbBI M YHBUIBIM S KWJI B CBOEH KBapTupe
oquH. D10 ObLT Kakoil-To kommap! Torma-To st M BCTpeTHI I Ty, KOTOpas
cTaja Moed cerogHsmiHed >keHoW. OueHb yMHasi W BEIMKOIYIIHAS
MoJofasl keHIuHa. Sl Buaen €€ HeCKOIbKO pa3. Mexny mpoduM, Ha
ceBepe MHE IOJIBEPHYJIACh OYeHb MHTepecHast padota. S Gosbiie He ObLT
TaKAM HECUACTHBIM. U g BAPYr pemmi *KEeHUThCS Ha 9TOU JKeHINUHE. MBI
ObLTH JKEeHATHI HE OoJiee MecsIia, Korjaa MHe 1Mo3BoHma Jlynsa u ckaszana,
YTO OHa HAKOHEI[ PeIlmIach YHTH M3 JJ0OMa M 9TO OHA Telepb CBOOOMIHA.
Cnnmkom mo3nHo! CMHPHUTBCS C 3TUM OBUIO HEJNErKo: HECKOJIBKO
MECAIIEB MBI em¢ NPOJOIDKAIM IIepe3BAaHNBATHCS. 3aTeM Hadald 3BOHUTH
Ipyr Apyry Bcé pexxe u pexe... Ho Bcemu ¢ubpamu mymm st ocTaBaycs
IpUBsA3aH K HeW. Besxuil pas pasroBapus ¢ Cynpyroi, s nymain o Jlynse u
0 TOM, YTO MBI MOIJIH OBI )XHUTH BMecTe. Mos xeHa Oblta OepemenHa. S
IIPEKPACHO MOHUMAJI, YTO HE MOT'Y BCIO JKU3Hb XKHUTh, OTVIAbIBAsICh HA3a[.
3arem Jlynsa cooOmmiaa MHE, YTO OHa, B CBOIO OYe€pe/b, TOKE BBIXOAUT
3aMyx. bonblie s 0 HEM MOYTH HUYETO HE CIbIIan. Mos ’KeHa CHUIIBHO
nomoria MHe. Hamm oTHOmIEHWS NpOYHbIE, HO B TIIyOMHE AyIIH 5
MOCTOSIHHO OIIYHIAI0 IPYCTh U ropedb: moyeMmy Msl ¢ JIyn3oi He cMornu
MIPOKHUTH JKU3Hb BMeCTe?

Heckonbko sier Ha3ax Most ¢pupma HarpaBuia MeHS Ha padoTy B
cBOHM mapmxckuil opuc. Bor s cHOBa 37ech. Bcé BepHynmock Ha Kpyru
cBOsi. MHe COpOK JIeT, M s CKa3asl cebe, 4To emié ecTb BpeMsl BO BCEM
pa3obpatbcs. [loromy 4TO ST YyBCTBYIO, Kak 3Ta HCTOpHUS MeEIIaeT MHE
yIITyOUTH CBOM OTHOIIEHUS C SKEHOM.

TakoB Ob1n paccka3 Ileepa***. I'-n [Ipyo Bctpermincs ¢ Ilbepom
yepe3 HECKOJbKO JHEH, M TOT OBbUI TOJIOH PEIIMMOCTH TPEAIIPUHSTH
IyTeNIeCTBUE B MpoNUIble XM3HM. llocine OoOBMHOM MCHXO(QH3HYECKOH
TIOATOTOBKHM MCCIIEA0BATENh OOPATHIICS K BBICIIEMY CO3HAHHUIO CyOBEKTa:

— B cBoeii HBIHEIIHEH KU3HU BBl BCTPETHIIH, Y3HAIN M MOIIOOMIH
JIynzy. Eciiu BB y2ke BCTpEUaNUCh B KAKOU-TO IpYrou >KU3HHU, B KAKOM-TO
JIPYrOM MECTE, TO MBI ceiiduac OTHpaBUMCS MPSIMO TyZa.

U uccnenoBaTens mpoBEN cyObEKTa CKBO3h BPEMEHHOM TYHHETb U,
KOTJa TOT YBHIEN ceOsl B OKPYKCHUH OCIIOT0 CBETa, CIIPOCHII €T0:

— Yro Bl BUuanTe? BBl B MOMENIeHUH WM Ha yiune?

— «39T0 3aMKHyTOE mHpocTpaHcTBO. bonpmoil 3am. O4yeHb MHOIO
CBETa.»

— Br1 omuu?

— «Her. MHoro Hapony. Y MeHs Takoe BIIE€YATJIECHHUE, YTO s Ha
TOpKECTBEHHOM NpuéMe. Bcee nroan oneTsl B BeuepHee miatbe. [loBcrony
MOICBEYHUKH. S| CIBIIIY TAKKE MY3BIKY: TIOXOXKE Ha KIIABECHH».
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HccnenoBarens NpocUT CyOBEKTa COCPEOTOYHUTHCS HA CaMOM
ce0e, MBICTICHHO MPOUTHUCH 1O cede pyKaMH U y3HATh — MY>KUYMHA OH HJIH
KEHIIMHA. [Ibep BBINONHACT NPUKa3aHue U TOBOPHUT:

— «4 MmyxunHa. S 4yBCTBYIO, YTO Yy MEHSI BBICOKHH pPOCT U
He3aypsiaHas cuia. Ha MHe Hamera kakas-to yHH(popMa ¢ OpaHneOypaMu
1 4€pHBIE CaroTuy.

— Ha xakue MBICITH 3TO Bac HAaBOJWT?

— «Y MeHs BHevYamIeHne, 4To 51 opunep B apmun Hamoneonay.

— EcTb 7111 ¢ Bamu Taxoke apyrue opunepsr?

— «/Jla, ecTp HECKOIBKO OQHIIEPOBY.

— S OBl xOTen, 4TOOBI BBl TENEph COCPEAOTOUMINCH HA JIOIX,
coOpapmuxcs Tam. KakoBsl oM 13 ceds? Onumure ux.

— «Myx4nHBI BO (pakax, )KEHIIUHBI B IHPOKKUX IIaThsix. Cpean
HUX €CTh OnHa... Bomocwkl y He€ coOpaHbl Ha 3aThUIKE B Iy4OK. Y Heé
MaToBasi CMyTJIast KOXkKa ¥ 4EpHbIE BOJIOCHD».

— Yro BHI TETIeph YyBCTBYETE, OMUCHIBAst MHE ATy JKECHITHHY?

— «3rto0 JIymza! S yBepeH, 4TO 3TO OHaY.

— Ha kakne MpIcan HaBOAMT Bac 3TOT npuém? I e, mo-Bamemy, Bbl
HaXOIUTECH?

— «B Hcnannn. Me1 Bo Bpemst BoitHHI ¢ Mcnmanueil. Oto mpuém y
3HATHBIX MCMAHIIEB. 37eCh HECKOJIBKO ouriepoB Hamomeonay.

— W BBI — o1viH U3 HUX?

— «Jla, IMEHHO TaK».

— Kak, mo-Bamemy, OTHOCSATCS K BaM HCTIAHIIBI?

— «OHn m00€3HBI, HO HECKOJIBKO OTYYXJEHBI. MBI IS HUX —
3aXBATUHKI.

— IlponBuHEeMcst BO BpeMEHM HEMHOTO BIIEpEN M MOCMOTPUM, UTO
MIPOU3OUAET B ATOT BEUEp.

— «41 pasroBapuBalo ¢ TOH MOJIOJOU HKEHILUHOW».

— Kak e€ 30Byt? I1ycTh IMS IPOCTYIIUAT B BaIlleM CO3HAHHU.

— «Mapus».

— O uém BBI roBOpHTE?

— «Hwu 0 uém ocoberHo. MBI IpoCcTO GONMTaeMY.

— YTO BBI YYBCTBYETE MO OTHOLICHHUIO K 3TOH 0cobe?

— «Brneyenme. Ona oueHp KpacwBa, HO BeA€T ce0sS BecbMa
crepxanHo. C My)KUYHMHOW HE TOBOPAT B TAKOH MaHEpe».

— B xakoit manepe?

— «KeHmmHa HE MOXXET TOBOPHUTH OJIHA C MY)KUYMHOH. Mapwust Oblia
BOCIIHTaHAa B CaMBIX CTPOIMX NpaBwWiax. Kak W Bce MoOmoiple 3HATHBIC
WCTIAHKW.

— Ho B®1 HEe omau! Bokpyr Bac nonHO Hapoxy!
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— «OT10 He umeeT 3HaueHUs. OHA HE MOXKET JOIT0 T'OBOPHUTH CO
MHOI.

— IIpubim3uMcest K KOHITy 3TOro Beyepa. YTo MPOHCXOANT Terepsb?

— «JIrogu yxonsat. Ml Toxe. S Buxy, kak Mapust yXOAUT BMECTE ¢
poauTensiMu U crapmmM Opatom. MBI Bo3BpamaeMcst B Kazapmy, 5 {yMaio
TOJBKO O HeW. MeHs mopasmina kpacota e€ numa. B HEM ecTh u4TO-TO
0COOCHHOEY.

— IlpomsuneMcs Briepén. Ber Bugenn e emg?

— « B ManeHpkoM TEMHOM mepeynke. Mapust 31ech, W B
HECKOJIBKMX METpPax OT HacC €€ Ty HbS».

— BBl XOTHTE CKa3aTh 4TO OHA IPHIIUIA HAa 3TO CBHIAHUE TAHKOM, B
COIPOBOXKICHUH JOBEPEHHOTO JIMIA?

— «/la, nMeHHo Tak».

— Yro BBI TOBOpHTE JIPYT IpyTy?

— «J1 roBopro ei, yro mOOMI0 €€ M uYTO XOoTen Obl CHOBa €&
YBHUIETHY.

— Kak pearnpyer Mapus?

— «Ona ouens BonHyercs. Ha rimazax y Heé cné3pl. OHa TOBOPHT,
YTO MEXIY HAMH HIYETO HEBO3MOKHO.

— Yo BBI TETIEph OymeTe nenath?

— «S He 3Hato0. S mymaio TOMBKO OO OJHOM: YBHIETH €€ OISTH.
CHoBa u cHoBa. bexxaTs ¢ Hero».

— Emé HeMHOro npoaBrHEMCS BO BPEMEHH, K KOHITY 3TOH HCTOPHH.

CyObeKT HauMHaeT BOPOYATHCS HA TUBaHE, 110 BCEH BUIMMOCTH, OH
CHJIBHO B3BOJIHOBAH.

— «Mapus 0osplle HE MOXKET BBIXOAWTH U3 AOMY. MBI Oonblie He
BuauMcs. Ponutenu e€ pemmiu, 4to oHa YUAET B MOHACTBIPHY.

— VY Bac O6butH GoJiee JTIMYHBIC OTHOIICHUS C HEF0?

— «Her. Ho MBI mr00uM npyr apyra, W OHa JoMa NPH3HANACh B
sToM. [loaTOMY €€ M OTIPaBISIOT B MOHACTBIPHY.

— Yto BBI cOOHMpaeTech enath?

— «41 xoten 6v1 Oexath ¢ Hew. BepHyThes Bo OpaHImro uiu enié
KyZIa-HUOY b .

— Ho Bens BB oduriep Hamoneona, u Bel Ha BoiiHe!

— «Jla, IMEHHO MOATOMY I HE 3HAIO, HA YTO MHE pewmuThes. S Bo
BracTu Oe3ymus. S Bc€ BpeMst fymaro o Held, e€ o0pa3 mpecieayeT MeHS.
N s me mory eé¢ Bumers! S mbiTatoch mnepemath el 3ammcky. OnHa
B3aIEPTI».

I'-u Ipyo roBoput:

— 51 Oynmy cumTath 10 TPEX, M MBI OKAXKEMCS B KOHIIE STOU UCTOPHH.
MsI y3HaeM, yaanochk Ju BaM Oexkarh BMecTe ¢ Mapweil miM B KOHIIE
KOHIIOB BaM IIPHIIJIOCH PACCTATHCA.
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OnepaTop cuuTaeT 10 TpEX.

— «Housb, — roBopuT cyoBeKT. — S Opoky BOKpyr moma Mapuu. S
OUEHb YaCTO MPHUXOXKY CIOJAa U CMOTPIO HAa JOM, B KOTOPOM OHA >KUBET.
Ioaxonar xakue-to aroau. 1x tpoe.»

— Yro BBI uyBCcTBYETE?

— «4l gayBcTBYIO omacHocTb. HO, cTpaHHOE A€n0, 3TO HE HOUYHBIE
rpaburenmu. Onu moxxonaT ko MHe. OIMH M3 HUX OBICTPO OOHAXaeT
JUIMHHYIO mmary. 51 He ycneBaro 3alMTUThCA. Bob MpoH3aeT MHE TpyIb.
D10 Opar Mapuu! S y3mato ero. A mamato Ha 3emuro. OcTambHBIC
yoeraroT».

— Yro BBI 4yBCTBYETE TENEPH?

CyOBeKT miaver.

— «51 ymupato. Berony kpoBs. Mue mioxo. S coBcem oqun. OHa B
HECKOJIBKUX METpax OT MEHs, a sl yMpYy 3/1€Ch, TaK U HE MOBUAAB e€!»

— 51 Oymy cuutaTh 70 TPEX, a BB OCTABHUTE 3TO TENIO TaM, I/Ie OHO
JIexuT. Bl coBepmmTe mepexon, MOCIe TOro Kak Teno yMpér. JlaBaiite,
octaBpTe 3T0 Teno. (Omeparop cumrtaer mo Tpéx.) YUTto BBl Temepb
qyBCcTBYyETE?

— «1 mapro B BO3Myxe».

— A Bame teno?

— « Bmwxy ero. Ono BHm3y. JlexuT HemBmXHMO. MHE BHUIHO
TaKke Oerymmx K HeMy JIFO/IeH, a st BCE OAHUMAIOCh U TIOJHIMAIOCHY.

— Ouenp xopomo. Temepb BBl MOXET€ HAWTH CBS3b MEXIY
ucropueil Qpanmysckoro oduiepa ¢ Mapueit u wucropuer Ilbepa n
Jlymser?

— «B obomx ciydasx ux paznenwna VcrmaHus: coIUanbHBIE U
KyJAbTypHBIE TpPUHYXKACHUsS. MM He ObUIO TMO3BONEHO JIIOOWUTH APYT
Ipyray.

HccnenoBarens  moctemeHHO — Bo3Bpamaer Ilbepa B ero
CEeTOJHAIIHEE CO3HAHME.

— Kaxk TbI ce0st 9yBCcTBYENIH? — CIIpAIIBAET OH.

— Kaxkoe myremectsue! 3to Obita oHa, s yBepeH! M Bcé-taku 310
He Jlymsa, y He€ ObIIO COBceM npyroe iwio. EAWHCTBEHHOE, YTO MEHSA
CMYII[AET, 3TO TO, YTO MBI B KOHIIE KOHIIOB HE TaK y>K MHOTO BHIEJHCh U B
9TOW >KU3HH!

— IlpuuyuHa y 3TOr0, HECOMHEHHO, KapMmuueckas. Ha cienyromem
ceaHce, eciIH X04ellb, MO)KHO TTONPOOOBATh MPOHUKHYTH €IIE Jalblie.

3arem [latpuk crpocun y Ilbepa, He BUIUT M OH emé KaKHX-
HUOYyIb  COOTBETCTBHA  MEXKAY CBOCH  KH3HBIO W JKH3HBIO
HATIOJICOHOBCKOT'O oduHIIepa.
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— Her, mnuero ocobennoro. Kpome, moxanyi, TOro, 4ro MeHs
BCerja NpuBIeKalla K cebe HaIoJeOHOBCKas smoxa. S maxe e3amn B
Bbenbruto, Ha none Barepiioo.

— A Kakue COOTBETCTBHUS Thl yCMaTPHBACIIb CO CTOPOHBI JIyn3b1?

— Mapus u Jlynza — o6e ucnanku! Ho MHe Kaxercs, 4TO ecThb U
emé uro-to. Jlynsa noxydmsia 0O4eHb CTPOroe PENUTHO3HOE BOCIIUTaHNE, U
OHa TOBOPWJIA, YTO HE BBHIHOCHUT PEJIUIUH, IIOTOMY YTO TA CKOBBIBACT €&
cBobonmy. A Mapus, kaxercs, Obla 3aTOYCHa B MOHACTBIPh. MOXET OBITH,
B HEM OHA M 3aKOHYMJIA CBOM JTHU?

Bropoii ceanc cocrosncst 1Be Hepenu ciycts. Onieparop rOBOPHT,
o0parmasch K BBICIIEMY CO3HaHMIO CYOBEKTa!

— BeI cHOBa BepHETECH Ha3aj BO BpeMeHU. BEI OTIIpaBUTECH OYEHD
JTAJIeKO, B Ty 3IIOXY, KOT/Ia BBl M JKEHIIWHA, KOTOPYIO BBl 3HAETE B JTOH
KM3HA Kak Jlym3y, BCTpeTWnauCh BHEpBBIE. ManuTe K KakoMy-HHOYIb
B2XHOMY COOBITHIO, KOTOPOE ITO3BOJIUT BaM TBEPAO BCTATh Ha IIOYBY B
TOM JKW3HHM, €CIIH, Pa3yMEETCs, TaKasl )XHU3Hb CyIecTByeT. UTo Bl BunuTe?
I'ne BBI?

— «1 Ha xopabiey.

— B mope?

— «/la, HO COBCEM DSIOM 5 BIXKY Oeper».

— Ectb 1111 psioM ¢ BamMu Ha Kopabie U apyrue Joan?

— «/la, HaC MPUOIM3UTENHHO YEIOBEK MSTHAALATY.

— BBl Mopexoj ninn maccaxup?

— «fl compmar. OT0 ManeHbKHH KOpabib, MEpeBO3SIIMN conmaT. Y
Hac KOIbsl. Y MEHS Ha TOJIOBE IIJIEM CO CBOEOOPa3HBIM OelbIM rpeOHeEM,
CITYCKAIOIINMCSI Ha 3aThIIOK.

— Kak Bemmmsiaut Mmope? Kak BBITTISITUT MECTHOCTb?

— «Bcé ouenp kpacmBo. Mope m Hebo romyOble. IlpekpacHas
noroza. S 4yBcTBYIO ce0s OUCHB XOPOLIO».

— Brb1 Ha BoiiHE?

— «Her, Bc€, HanpoTHB, OYEHb CIIOKOMHO. Y MEHs BIIEYaTICHUE,
9TO 3TO TPOCTO OObIYHAS JO30pHAs II0€3[Ka 10 MOpio. Mpl
BO3Bpammaemcs. S BIKy Oenblif TOpO C KAKUMH-TO HU3KUMH XOJIMaMH H
TaBaHBIO.

— Yro 3T0 BaM HaNOMHUHAET?

— «Moxer 6v1Th, bimxauMIt BocTok, a, Moxer ObITh, [ permroy.

— [Mpubnu3umcs K MAHYTE, KOTa BBl IpUYAIHBacTe K Oepery.

— «lapur Oompmoe oxwuBrneHWe. [lOBCIOMY KHOHUT >KU3HB!
ToproBupl, maBku, neTH, cobaku. LlBera odeHs xuBble, spkue. OdUeHb
MIOXO0XeE Ha OJIMKHEBOCTOUYHBINA Oa3apy.

— Yo BHI TeTIEph Nenaere?
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— «MBbI nAéM 1o ropoAy U BXOAUM B Ka3apMbl. TaM ympaxxHsIOTCS
TOITUTBD).

— IocrotiTe, BB ckazanu, Oyaro Bel Ha bimkaem Bocroke. OTkyna
TaM TOIUIATHI?

— «MHe Tenepp yxe Kaxkercs, uro Mbl B I'pernn. S mymaro o6
Anekcangpe. Jla, 1 — congat Ajekcanapar.

— Ho ceiivac ne unér Boiina?

— «Her, HO XOHAT cAyxW O TOTOBSIIUXCSA JAIEKHX IMOXOHAX.
AJexcaHap coOMpaeTcst IBUHYTh CBOIO apPMHUIO.

— BrI ipocroii conpat uim opunep?

— «fl He mpocroii comnar, HO U He odurep. HaBepHOE, 3TO MOKHO
Ha3BaTh «yHTep-opuuIepoM». S 3HaI0, YTO TOJIBKO YTO KOMAaHIOBAll
OapkacoM ¢ JII0KMHOM conaat Ha OOpTy».

— Kaxk BbI ce0st uyBcTBYETE?

— «YUyBcTBYIO ce0s Xxopomio. Y MeHs HeT pa3iaja C CaMHUM COOO.
MHe XO0pOIlIo B 3TOH KHU3HU, B 3TOM KParo».

— Wnute Tyna, rae Bbl KHUBETE.

— «51 xuBY 37€Ch, B 3TOM ITOAOOMH Ka3apMbl. DTO MOs ceMbsi. S y
ce0st ToMay.

— 51 xody, 4TOOBI BBl COCPEIOTOUMINCH Ha ce0e M CKa3an MHE, B
KaKOM MEPHOAE CBOEH KU3HU Bbl HAXOIUTECH.

— «51 gyBcTBYIO, YTO MONION, MHE TIopsika 20-25 ner. S 4yBCcTBYIO
ce0st B mpekpacHoi (opme. Beé xopomro. 3mecy oueHp Beceno: JIHOIH,
Oexble JoMa...»

HccnenoBatens pemiaer NepeIBUHYTh BOMHA  AJleKcaHapa
Maxke1oHCKOro HEeMHOTO BIEPEN:

— HampaBbeTech kK TOMy MOMEHTY, B KOTOpBIM JOKHO MPOH30UTH
HEYTO BasKHOE.

— «Sl B MaleHBKOM TOpOJ€ y OCHOBaHMS XoiMa. BuaHo mope.
Ouenp KkpacuBo. PacTyT onmBKOBBIE HepeBbs. S BHXKYy, Kak JIIOIH
MOAHUMAIOTCS K XpaMmy».

— Yro BHI nemaere?

— «51 BMecTe ¢ OBYMs APYIHMMH COJATaMH, U MBI TOXE HIEM K
xpamy. MHe kaxxercsi, Mbl HIEM BO31aTh Onaromapenne 6oram. TomkoM He
3HAION.

— [onoiiném k xpamy.

— «4 croro B rpynmne JroAed y HOJHOXUSA CTYIIEHYATON JIECTHULIBI.
Ha BepxHUNX cTymeHsx Bo3BbImaeTcs xxpen. OH 0eT B [JUIMHHYIO TYHUKY H
oOparmaercst K Toire. Y HEero BHYHIMTENBHBIH OOJHK, 3TO — BEPXOBHBIA
sper. OH roBOpHUT 0 O6orax M 0 TOM MecTe, U3 KOTOPOTO MBI IIPHIIIIHA BCE.
On roBopuT Takxe o Benukom [lepexone».

— BBI X0THTE CKa3aTh 0 «CMEPTH»?
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— «da».

— EcTh 1111 pS7IoM € JKperoM ApYyrue JTEoIu?

— «/la, mononeie neBymIKH, OHE CUAAT. U TOXKE CIYIIA0T BEITUKOTO
JKperay.

— Brb1 3HaeTe, k1O OHE?

— «Orto Bectamku. OHe BocmuTaHbl B Xxpame. OHe 3a00TsTcs O
XpaMe ® 9TAT OoroB. Hekoropble W3 HuX pa3BWwmH B cebe map
SICHOBUICHUS.

— 1x muoro?

— «[opsiaka MFOKHUHBD).

— OnuImre UX MHE.

— «One Bce ONMHAKOBO ONETHI, B OENBIX TyHUKaX. Y HHX
pacIyieHabIe BOIOCk. HekoTopble ykpacwin cebe BOJIOCH MaJeHBKUMHU
[BETKaMH. ITO OYCHb KPACHUBOY.

— YT0 BBI YYBCTBYETE IO OTHOUICHUIO K STUM JCBYIIIKaM?

— «Hwuero, kpome yBaxeHHWs. JTO BecTanku u3 xpama. OHe
JICBCTBCHHUIIBI, MOCBAMEHHBIE Ooram. S BIKY OMHY W3 HUX, CHISIIYIO
BO3JIC XKpella B TIIyOOKO# 3aayMHUYUBOCTH. Haimm B3TIISAIBI BCTPETHIINCH.
DTO KaK y#ap MOJHUHU. Y MEHS BIEYATICHHE, YTO HA KAKOW-TO MHT MHE
OTKPBUICS] MHApP OOTOBY.

— IlpomBrHEMCS HEMHOTO BIIEPE M TIOCMOTPHM, UTO TIPOHCXOIHT.

— «Ocranock Mano Hapoxy. CONHIIE KIOHHUTCS K TOPU3OHTY, U MBI
Ha4YMHAEM CITyCKaThCs ¢ XomMma. JKper Bc€ Bpems TaM, W BECTaJIKH BO3JC
HEro».

— OHe IPOBENYT CBOIO KU3Hb B XpaMe?

— «YacTp U3 HAX OCTaHETCS 371eCh, a IPYTHE YeIyT B HHBIC XPaMBbl.
Hexortopeie craHyTr mnpopuiiaTeTbHAIAMHU: OOTH OYAYT TOBOPHUTH HX
ycTamMd, W OHE OymyT mpopodecTBoBaTh. MHE OBl XOTENOCh emé
BCTPETUTHCSA B3MJIAOM C TOU AEBYIIKOM.

— Bam mo3BoneHO ¢ HUMU pa3roBapuBaTh?

— «Jla, MBI MO>KEM TOBOPHUTH C HUMH, HO HE CONMMKATHCSA C HUMU, B
OOBIYHOM CMBICJIE DTOI'O CIIOBAY.

— [MocmoTprM, He TTPOU3OUNET H emé 4To-HNOYAb? Bl roBopmy,
YTO XOAAT CIyXH O BOWHE U Mmoxojax. HampaBbTech K COOBITHIO, KOTOPOE
MO3BOJIUT HAM TJIYOXKE TOTPY3UTHCS B ITY TPEUECKYIO0 KU3Hb BPEMEH
Anexcargpa Bemukoro. (Peup pneiicTBuTEenpHO Imia o0 dmoxe, Korma
MpOM30LUI0O  3aBOe€BaHME JonuHbl WHaa  Bolickamu — AsekcaHapa
MaxkemnoHcKoro.)

— «51 BepHyJICs B XpaM M HAIEN TaM JEeBYLIKY. 11 MbI TOBOpUIII.

— O yém BBI roBOpHIH?
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— «O ToM, 0 céMm. Ona oueHb kpacuBa. OHa He MOXOXKa Ha JIPYTHX
JIEBYIIEK ¥ JKEHIIWH, KOTOPBHIX 51 3Has mpexkae. OT He€ BeeT KaKoW-TO
HEOOBIYHOM CHIION M BMECTE C TEM MATKOCTBION.

— KakoBo e¢ otHOIICHHE K Bam?

— «Hemnoro crpannoe. Takoe BneyatieHue, 4To el HENPHUBHIYHO
pasroBapHBaTh ¢ My>KUnHOH. Sl paccka3sbiBato eif o cebe, 0 CBOeH KU3HH, O
OuTBax, B KOTOPBIX y4dacTBOBajl. Sl TOBOpIO €if, YTO MBI OYEHH CKOPO
OTHPaBUMCS TAJIEKO-TAJIEKO, TY/Ia, T/Ie COTHIIE CaANUTCS 32 TOPU30HTY.

— IlponBuHeMces emé BIepEn W MOMBITAEMCS y3HATH, BCTPETUTECH
JIX BBI €€ C 9TOW JEBYLIKOM.

— «Houb. MbI cuanM BABOEM y TTOTHOXKHUS OJIMBBI, COBCEM PSIZIOM C
XpamMom».

— EcTpb 11 BOKpyT Bac sroan?

— «Her, y MeHs BmewamieHwe, 4TO MBI BHAUMCS TalikoMm. Hac
CHJIBHO BIICUET APYT K APYTY. DTO CHIBHEE HACY.

— Yro BBI HCTIBITHIBAETE?

— «YyBcTBO BHMHBL. OJTO BeCTaika, CBATas NEBCTBeHHHIA. Ho s
JIOJDKEH CHOBA e€ yBuaerb. MHe 3T0 HeoOxoaumo. MbI ToBopHuM 0 Oorax,
0 3BE371aX, O CMBICTIE )KU3HU U JPYrUX Bellax, pa3roBopa O KOTOPHIX MHE
HUKOTJA MPEX/E CIBIIIATH HE JOBOIMIOCHY.

— A ona? Kak ona gepxurcs?

— «OHa HEMHOTO CMYIIIEHa, HO B TO K€ BpeMsI €lf O4eHb HHTEPECHO
TO, YTO 51 PACCKA3bIBAIO €l O )KU3HU «BHU3Y», O MMOBCEAHEBHOM >KM3HH. S
YYBCTBYIO, YTO 3TO OYCHb €€ IPUBIICKACTY.

— Yro BEI TeTieps senaere?

— <1 Gepy e€ 3a pyKy, ¥ OHa e€ He OTHUMAET. MeXay HaMH CIIOBHO
npoberaer Apoxb. S 6epy e€ B cBon 00bATHA U Henyto. OHa UCIyranach,
u st Toxxe. Cepare y MeHst 6erreHo 0bETcs. MHe KaXeTCsl, YTO MBI COIIUTH C
yma. Eciit Hac 3actanyT, TO Hac obonx kaszHAT. Ho s 3Haro, 4To mo0imio eé.
U ona Toxe mobur mens. Ilepen namu creHa. Ho s mepxy e€ B cBonx
OOBATHSAX, U I CIACTITMBY.

— IToka oHa 371€Ch, B BalIuX OOBATHIX, MHE OBl XOTEJIOCh, UTOO BEI
MHE CKa3ajd, HEe 3HAKOMBI JIM BbI C 3TOM OCOOOM B HBIHCIIHEH Ballel
KU3HU?

— «O, na, 51 3HaKOM ¢ Hero. D10 Jlymsa. DTo CHOBa OHAY.

— Yto BBI cOOHMpaeTech enath?

— «S1 ne 3Har0. [lymaro, Mbl cobupaemMcst 6exatb. 10 Oe3ymue, HO
MBI TaK U TIOCTYIIHMY.

— Emé nponsuremcs B Oynytee.

— «5 Bmecte ¢ Helt. He 3Haro rae. 3meck xapde, yeM paHblie. By
JIEPEBBS).

— CKOJbKO BpEMEHH TPOIIIIO MTOCIIE IPEIBIAYIIEH CIIEHBI ?
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— «Moxker ObITb, HECKOJIBKO HEJEINb, @ MOXKET, MECSIl WU J1Ba. MBI
coexanm.

— Yro BHI fenaere?

— «MBI BXOIUM B JIOM. 371€Ch MBI HAIIIM HPUOEKHUINE, HEMHOTO B
CTOpOHE OT MaJICHBKOH AEPEBHI.

— Kak BeimisauT Banr gom?

— «OueHb POCTOIA, CHIETIaH U3 COJIOMBI M H3BECTH.

— Uro BBI coOMpaeTech MpeAnpUHITE?

— «He 3naro0. MbI monpoOyeM KHUTb 31ECh».

— IlponBuHbTECH emIE B OymyIiee.

— «MBbI Be€ Bpems B tome. Y ApHbI 1eBodka. OHa CHACTIINBAY.

— K10 510 — ApHAa?

— «Most xeHa. S 006110 8.

— Kaxk BbI 3apabaTsiBaeTe Ha )KU3HB?

— « pybmo nec m nemaro AepeBsHHbIE CKynbnTypsl. Cobupaio
TpaBbl. MBI XKMBEM OUYEHb CKPOMHO, HO MBI CYACTJIMBBEL. S| HEMHOTO
3aHUMAIOCh TaK)K€ TOHYAPHBIM JICIOMY.

— Bam Tam criokoiiHO? BBl He mo1BepraeTech HUKaKoi OmacHOCTH ?

— «MBI TIONpEeXHEMY OYEHb OCTOPOXKHBI, HO sI JTyMar, 4YTO
OITaCHOCTH YK€ 0331y,

— Y Bac ecTh KaKue-TO IUIaHbI?

— «Mp1 %néM, Korga AOoYypKa TOAPacTéT, a IOTOM IOoMpodyem
BEpHYTbCS B OoJiee 3HAUNTEIBHBIH TOpox, rae Obl s MOr HaHTH
HACTOSIIIIYIO PaboTy».

— BBl naneko ot «ropoaa Ha Gepery Mopsi»?

— «Jlymato, 9yTo 1a. MBI O4€HBb M OYEHbB JIONTO IILTI.

— IlpomBuHeMcss B Oyaymiee W ITOCMOTPHUM — TeTEpb, HYTO
MPOUCXOOUT. BBl BCE MONpekHEMY B 3TOM JEpeBHE BMecTe ¢ ApHOH min
YK€ B IpyroM ropoze?

CyObeKT B CHIIbHEHIIIEM BOJTHEHHH 3aBOPOYAIICS HA AUBAHE!

— «Congatel! Onn npunumn 3a ApHoit. Mx nBa necstka. S1 He mory
3aIUImaThcsa. ApHa UCTOITHO KpUauT. 3 pyK y Heé BEIPHIBAIOT PeOEHKA.
51 meiTarock OpocuThes K Hel Ha rmoMonts. OHM OCBITIAIOT MEHS yAapaMiL.
Onnu cBszanu Apry. Onn yBomar e€! S He xouy. OHn MeHs aepxar. Mx
tpoe. Ilpubmmxkaercs emé omuH. OH MOTHMMAET MEY W MPOH3AET MHE
rpyns. S magaro. S xpuay. Be€ cmemanock. S Biky conmara ¢ peOEHKOM,
KpHYallUM y HEro B PyKax, U ApHY, KOTOPYIO OHHM Tamar. 5| 4yBCTBYIO
JIpyroil yxacHblii oxor B crnuHe. Bc€ konueHo. S mapro B Bozznyxe Haj
9TOM cHeHOW. ApHaA, 4To OHM C TOOOW crmemaror? Emé HecKombKo
MTHOBEHHH I OCTalOCh TaM, a 3aTeM YyBCTBYIO, YTO HAYMHAIO
MoJHUMAThCS. Bennyaiiiiee cnokolCTBUE U MUP OBJIAJIEBAIOT MHOIO».
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Takum o0paszom, qpamMa HEBO3MOXHOH IOOBU Mexay [leepom u
Jlynsoii 3aBsizanacek Torjaa, MeXIy conjatoMm Asekcanapa MakeqoHCKOro
u ApHOH, Becramkoii, obOemramHOW Ooram. 3mecek W 00pa3oBaiiach
KapMHU4YecKas CBs3b. MBI HE XOTHM HaBS3bIBATH YHTATCISIM CBOIO
HMHTEPIPETALMIO 3TON UCTOPUU — UM CTOUT MOJLyMATh HAJl HEIO CAMUM.

3aBepras paccka3z O TParduecKor Cyap0Oe IBYX BIFOOIEHHBIX, MBI
MIPEIOYNTAEM IPEAOCTABUTH CIIOBO CAMOMY aBTOPY:

«BepHyBIINCh B CBOE HOpMallbHOE cocTosiHUE, [lbep cmpocui
MeHs: «CuuTaents nu ThI, 9yTo Jlyn3a # s BCTpeYanch emé u B JPYTUX
JKU3HSX, TOMAMO 3THX JIBYX 7))

S oTBeTHN eMy, YTO 00S3aTEBHO JOKHBI OBLTH OBITH U Ipyrue. B
caMOM Jielie, MO OIBIT TOBOPUT, UYTO OH M OHA Ooiee 4eM BEpPOATHO
MHOT0 pa3 BOIUIOUIAJINCH B UHTEPBAJIE MEXKAY STUMU ABYMS *KU3HAMH. U B
TeX BOIUIONICHUAX Yy HHUX TaKkkKe OBUIO MHOTO MIAHCOB BCTPETHUTHCS.
MokeT ObITh, B 3THUX YXHU3HSAX OTHOIICHUS MX OBUIM MHBIMH. MOKeT OBITh
ke, OHM OBUIM TOT/a POJCTBEHHUKAMM, JPY3bIMH WIH MPOCTO
CITyJaifHRIMH TTONYTYAKAaMH, a He BIIOONEHHBIMU. BriomHe ompenenéHHO,
MOBHAUMOMY, JIAIIb TO, 9TOo ceromHs Ileepy OBUIO Ha3HAYEHO
OKOHYATENIBHO Pa3Bs3aTh CBOM KapMUYeCKUil y3eln ¢ JIyn3oi.

Bort ouH 13 ypOKOB KapMbl, KOTOPBII PUCKYET MOKa3aThCsl BECbMa
CYPOBBIM M TMOTOMY 3aCiIy>KMBaeT HEKOTOPBIX KOMMeHTapueB. I[lpexne
BCErO KacaTelnpHO Oyaymiero: cmoryt ju HakoHenl Ilsep u Jlymsa
CBOOOZIHO JIIOOMTH APYT Apyra B OyAyIIeH XM3HM WU, W3KHB OOIIYIO
KapMy, UM OOJIbIIe HEYero JIeaTh BMecTe?

A nmymato, 4Wro, HauyMHAsS C MOMEHTa, KaK TOMIEN TMpoIecce
MTOHUMAaHWS U OCO3HAHUS, €CTh BCE MIAHCHI s TOro, 4ToOkI [Ibep u JIymsa
HAKOHEI[ BCTPETWINCh B ONVDKAaWIIeM BOIUIOMICHUH IS TPHOOpETCHUS
COBMECTHOT'O TIOJIOKHTEIFHOT'O OIMBITAa. B KOHIIE KOHIIOB, 3TO TO, K YeMY
OHH CTPEMSITCS YK€ CTOIBKO THICIICICTH!

YuutsiBast cxoacTBO nojioxkeHus [Ibepa u Jlyussl ¢ nonoxeHueM
¢dpaniry3ckoro oduriepa u Mapum: oH — ¢paHIy3 U crapiie e€, oHa —
WCIIaHKa W BOCIHTAHA B CTPOTOCTH, B atMoc(epe, T/Ie aBTOPUTET CEMbU
HeTpepeKaeM, U T..I., MOYKHO 33/1aThCsl BOIIPOCOM, a HE SIBISIETCS JIA BCSA
9Ta WCTOPUS TPU3PAYHBIM TOpPOXKAeHUEM (aHTazuu lIbepa, HEe ecTh JH
OHAa TIPOCKIHS €ro HACTOAMIECH >KW3HW, BBIYYPHO BBIIIOMHCHHAS €O
II0/ICO3HAaHUEM ?

Be3 comuenwms1, Takoi BOIIPOC CTOWIO OBI 3a/1aTh, HO 3IECh y HETO
HeT ocHoBaHuil. Korma dyemoBek crTpactHo yBieu€éH Erunrom, ero
KyIBTypOl, MCTOPUEH, KOrJa OH B COCTOSHHU PACHIMPCHUS CO3HAHUS
pacckas3blBaeT O CBOEM Xu3HUM B Erumre, TO 3TO HE 3HAYMUT, YTO OH
(haHTa3UpPyeT, HCXOS U3 CBOMX 3HAHUHA U BKYCOB, HO IIPOUCXOINUT KaK pa3
o0paTHOE: IOTOMY YTO OH XM Korja-To B ErwmTe, OH M TpOSBISAET B
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CBOCH HBIHENIHEH >W3HM CTPACTHBI MHTEPEC KO BCEMY, YTO HMEET
OTHOILIEHHWE K 3TOW cTpaHe. M moka TEeKyT BeKa W THICSYENETHs, JIIOMH,
MecTa M COOBITHS BCTPEYAIOTCS M TIEPECEKAIOTCs 10 OECKOHEYHOCTH.

Tax, nono6no ITeepy u Jlynse, HEKOTOpbIE JIIOAN, KOTOPBIE JIIOOSAT
JIpyr Jpyra, KOTOpbIE Tep3ajd Ipyr Ipyra B IPOLUIOM, HPOJOJDKAIOT
Tep3aThcs U cerofns. I[IpoucXoanT 3To MOTOMY, YTO UM HEOOXOAMMO emé
MHOTO€ Y3HaTh, MHOTO€ IIOHSATb, YTOOBI CMOYb IPONOJDKUTH CBOIO
IBOIIIOLMIO. J[pyrue yske COBMECTHO NOCTHUIIIM TOYKH, U3 KOTOPOH CrOAa
He BO3BpamaioTcs. VM TNpeicTouT y3HaTh B HMHBIX MHpaX, PAIOM C
JIPYTHMU CYIIECTBAMH, YTO TaKOe CyIIHOCTHasi BuOpanus JIrooBu. Tpersn
MIPOJOJDKAIOT UCKATh APYT Apyra. Ho Bee, KakoB ObI HM OBLT HAIl JIMYHBIN
IIyTh ¥ Ha Kakod ObI CTaguy CBOEH ABONIOLIUHM Mbl HH HaXOIWINCH, MBI
NIPU3BaHBI MIPEOJIOJIETh CBOM CTPaxH, YTOOBI HAy4YHThCs JIIOOBH. B sTOM
LIeJIb HAIIEro CYIIECTBOBAHMS M HMEHHO 3TO MCKaHHE Oe3yCIIOBHOM
M00BU MOOYKAAeT HAC POXKIATHCS emé U eI U CHOBa HaJleBaTh Ha ce0s
TIOKPOBBI YEIOBEYECKOH TUIOTH. BOJBIIMHCTBO JIfOeH HEe CO3HAET 3TOTrO.
W Bcé-Takm MHOTHE OTYAsSHHO HIIYT CMbICA CBOEH *W3HHU. J[eno B ToMm,
YTO, KaK MOKa3bIBACT M3YyUEHHE [IUKIOB PA3BUTH YEJIOBEYECTBA COTTTACHO
BOCTOYHOH TPaJIMIIMH, MBI B HACTOSIIIEE BPEMsI 3aBEPILIAEM TTOCIEIHII BEK
OYEpeTHOTO IHKIA, BEK XKEIe3a — MpPAdHyI0 310Xy, KOI/Ia 4YeJIOBeK He
3HAeT W HE JKeJaeT NPH3HaBaTh HUYEro, KPOME 3€MHOH MaTepHalIbHOH
peaIbHOCTH M KOTAa €ro cyap0a BEYHOro BIIOOJIEHHOTO OCTaércs emy
HeBeZoMa. JTO MHp, B KOTOpPOM Yy JIIOOBH HeT cBoero mecra. U y
JKeHIIMHBI TOXe. BOT yxe Beka HamposnéT >KEHIIMHA, MaTh, CyNpyra
OKa3bIBACTCS 3aJBMHYTOW Ha 3aJHUH IUIAaH W OrPaHWYEHa pOJIBIO
3putenbHABI. CKOJIBKO pa3, ciymas, KaK MOHM «ITyTEIICCTBEHHUKN
paccKasbpIBalOT O «TJIyOMHE BEKOB», WJIM CaM OTIPABILSICH B IIPOILIOE,
UCTIBITBIBAI S TPYCTh 33 HAIIMX MOAPYT, MaTepel, KOTOPHIM MYKYHHBI
MPUYUHSIOT CTOJNBKO CTPaJaHUi, HAYMHAS C BOMH, UCTPEOIISIOMNX TLIEMSI
JII0ZIeH, KOTOpPOE OHE B TAKMX MYyKax IMPOHM3BOAAT Ha cBET. M BcE e B HaImI
TEMHBII BEK TIOCTEIICHHO BBIPHCOBBIBACTCA MPOOYKICHWE CO3HAHUMA,
HAYMHACTCSI BOCXOXJICHHE K CBETY, O KOTOPOM TOBOPAT HaM JjereHnsl. 1
9TH K€ JIETEH/IBI PACCKA3bIBAIOT, KAK JIFOJH 3aKPBUIA Ce0SI OT JyXOBHOTO
MHpa, pacCKa3blBAlOT O MOPAOOIICHWH >KEHIIMHBI W IPEHEOpEKEHUN
[EHHOCTSIMHU, KOTOPBIE OHa B ce0¢ BOIUIOMIALT: JereHna o0 ABaJlOHE WIH
pOoAMHE KEHIIMH U JIEreH1a o Kopone-peidake u I'paane. Bee oHe s3b1KOM
CHMBOJIOB TOBOPAT HaM, YTO BO3POXKACHHE YEIOBEUECTBA COBEPIIACTCS
3aBOEBAHHEM JIPYrOr0 COCTOSHHS CO3HAHUS.

*? He is going clean goofie. (6y:1b2.) — OH NpsIMO CBHXHYJICS.
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33 Tell them there ain’t no soft pickings here. (gyave.) — Cxaxute
UM, 9TO HAC TaK MPOCTO HE BO3EMEMIb.

** Tomac Tenmpu Texcrm (1825-1895) — amrumiickuii yuéHbIi-
6uosor, nocienoBaTenb ydeHus JapBuna.

» Jlxon Tummamis (1820-1893) — Bblnarommiicss aHrIMiiCKHMit
(hHU3HK.
* Yapmes Japsun  (1809-1882) — Benmkuii  aHrmiicKumii
€CTECTBOHCIIBITATEIh, OCHOBOIIOJIOKHHUK 3BOJIIOIIMOHHON OMOJIOTHH.

7 Tepbepr Crencep (1820-1903) — aHrymiickmii ydY&HBIA,
¢unocod, NCUXOIOr M COLHOJNOr, OAWMH W3 BUAHBIX IPEICTaBUTENCH
TIO3UTHBU3MA.

*¥ Jlxon Crioapr Mmuts (1806-1873) — amrmmiickuit duocod,
JIOTUK ¥ SKOHOMICT, €1I€ OAWH BUIHBINA MPECTABUTENb TIO3UTHBU3MA.

* Peur HEET O EBAHTENBCKOM OJIM30J€ «HM3THAHMS OECOB» M3
YeJOBeKa M BCEJIEHHH WX B cTajno cBuHed. («EBanr. or Mard.», VIII,
c1.28-34; "EBanr. ot Mapxka", V, cr1.1-20; «EBanr. ot Jlyku», VIII, cT.26-
39.)

% Mmeercs B BUIY MyIeHCKO-XPUCTHAHCKMII JIOMaT O TOM, UTO
Mup Ob11 coTBOpEH borom 3a 6 nHel.

*! TIpo¢. Butbsiv dnieruep-BbappdT — aHIIHICKHMiT YUEHBIH, OIUH 13
MIMOHEPOB aHMINIcKoro crimputuiMa. Cpeau ero TpyaoB, HOCBSIIIEHHBIX
WCCIIEOBAHMIO SIBICHUH CIMPUTH3Ma MOXXHO HA3BaTh TaKHe paboThI, KaKk
«3arasiouHble SBICHUA YeIOBeYecKod mcuxuku» n «Ha mopore HOBOro
MUpa MbICIn». EMy IpuHauIexuT 3HaMeHnToe n3pedcHue: « CKenTHIn3M,
B BBICOKOMEPHH CBOEM OTKA3bIBAIOMIMIICA NPH3HATH CYIIECTBOBAHHE
MHOXKECTBA (DAaKTOB, MPOUCXOIMIINX y HEro Iepej Tiia3aMH, HUKaK He
MOXET IIPETEH/0BaTh Ha 3BaHME 3J0pPOBOrO. Takod CKEeNTHIM3M
HY)XIaeTCsl BO BMEIIATEIECTBE Bpaday.

# «(Uenoseueckas JImanocts u eé Coxpamenme mocie CmepTd
Tena». Orto ¢yHIaMeHTanbHOE wHccaeqoBaHne w3naHo dpenepukom
Meiiepcom, npodeccopom u3 KemOpmmka, B 1903 rogy. B Tom xe romy
npodeccop D.Dnyprya u3 KeneBckoro VYHHMBEpCHTETa, H3BECTHBIA
CKeNTHK B TAaKOrO0 pPOAA BOIPOCAX, O BAXHOCTH 3TOT0 COYMHEHHSA
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BbICKA3aJICA B CJICAYOIInX BBIPAKCHUAX ((I[OKaBaTeHLCTBa n
pacCyKaAcHus1, BbIABUHYTLIC MeﬁepCOM B TMOJIB3Y CBCPXBECTCCTBCHHBIX
TIICUXHUYCCKUX (beHOMGHOB, NpeACTaBJIAIOT CO6OI>1, 110 YUCJICHHOCTH CBOEH
1 BECCOMOCTH, CIHMIIKOM Cepbé3H06 1 00bEMHOE A0ChE JIA TOro, YTOOBI
TeHCPb MOKHO OBLIIO €ro HUI'HOPpUPOBATL, €CJIM TOJIBKO HApPOYHO HC
3aKpbIBATH HA HEI'O rjasa, u ObLIO OBI SIBHBEIM CyMaC6pO,HCTBOM IBITaThCA
HBIHC OTpHULATh €ro BCE MLEIMKOM IIOJ TEM (baJ'II)HH/IBI)IM npeanorom,
6y,HTO HO}_'[06HI>II>'I MNpCAMCET HC 3aC1YKMBACT BHUMAHUA HAYKW.

B4 Vmerorcs B Bumy counnenne ®psHcuca Bakoma «Hosbrit
Opranon» (1620r.), B KOTOpOM aBTOpPOM OBUIa NpEIOKEHAa HOBas
knaccudukanms Hayk, W kHura Yapmeza [lapuna «lIponcxoxnenue
YeJoBeKa U 1mosioBoi oroop» (1871r.), rne BrepBbIe BBICKa3aHa MBICIB O
IIPONCXOXICHUHN YEJIOBEKa OT 00€3bTHONOI00HBIX PEIKOB.

45 3mece  HeoOxommmo — HeOONbIIOE  yYTOYHEHHE. B
JIEWCTBUTENTHHOCTH TIOHSATHS O KapMe M peMHKapHAIMY ObLITH MPHUCYIIN He
Teocodun, a Manymsmy, bymmmsmy u Couputusmy, OTKyAa OHH yKe
mocie, ecnd OBITh XPOHOJOTHYECKH TOYHBIMM, IEPEKOYEBAIM B
Teocoduio. [lanmee, BbI3BIBACT HEIOYMEHHE YTBEPXKICHHWE HAILETO
yBakaeMoro asTopa, Oyaro «CrmpuTh3M BO BCEM, 4YTO Kacajoch
¢unocodun, MpeaCTaBIsUICS B TO BPEMs IMOJHEHIIUM Xa0coM». JTO HHU B
KOell Mepe HE Tak. Y’Ke JaBHBIM-JaBHO ObUTH HANMCaHBl KHUTH AJUlaHa
Kapnexa, u Omaromapst Tonpko uM ofHMM CIMPUTH3M CTall CTPOMHON M
MIPOJYMaHHOH, pallMOHAIBHON cucTeMol ¢unocoduu, ¢ KOTOpoit 10 cero
JTHS. HE MOXKET CPABHUTHCS HUKaKast Ipyras.

% Jl-p Puuapn XOICOH — aMepHMKAHCKHMII YUEHEIH, ONMH U3
KPYITHEHITUX aBTOPUTETOB aMEPUKAHCKOTO CIUpUTH3MA, WwieH O0mecTBa
[ICUXUYECKUX SBJICHUM, BBIJAIOUIMICA ucclenoBaTenb. JleldcTBys 1o
MOPYYCHUIO HAYIHOW KOMICCHH, Pa300iIauril «OKKYIbTHBIC (DCHOMEHI H
mape» Magam braBatckodt B Ambsipe. XOICOH HaHEC COKPYIIUTEIHHBIN
yaap 1Mo Teocoo(un; MHOTHE U3 TEOCO(PHICCKHUX OOIIECTB PaCIaUCh.

*" Brnaparckas Enena ITerposna (1831-1891) — B neBuuectBe (oH
lan-Porrepmirepn.  Jloup  MONKOBHMKA,  pOAWJIACk B TOpoOAe
Ekarepunocnase. IlyremectBoBasia no EBpome, Amepuke, Muauum u
Erunry. Bo Bpemsi kKo4eBO# JKM3HH pa3BHIIa CIHOCOOHOCTH Meamyma. B
1875 romy BMecTe ¢ momkoBHHKOM OIKOTTOM ocHoBama B Hero-Hopke
Teocopuaeckoe o0mmecTBO (BCKOpe LIEHTP €ro nepemectwics B Uuanio, B
Anpsip, TI€ CyIIecTBYeT u OHBIHE). OCHOBBI CBOCH TEOPHH OHA M3JIOKHUIIA
B Tpynax: «Pa3obmauéunas W3uma» (1877), «Taktnas goktpuHa» (1887) u
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«Kimou k teocopum» (1889). Beuia ynmuuena mucrepoM XOJCOHOM B
1IapaaTaHCTBE.

“ Amnu Besant (1847-1933) — BwIgaromascs JAeATCIBEHUIIA
TE€0CO(UUECKOTO JABIKEHHS, aBTOp psna paboT, IpomaraHaupyrOnX
uzien Teocodu, Mpe3neHT Teocopuyeckoro odmectsa (1907-331r.).

* Vwmeercs B Bumy «CoBpeMeHHast Xpuia VI3umsl» — KHHTa
Bceonmonma ConoBbéBa, iepensiana B 1994r. MOCKOBCKHM H3IATEITECTBOM
«Pecmybnmkay.

%% Cosepurennas npasia. I'-xa braBatckas H €8 «MaXaTMbI», IO
CyTH Jena, 3HaTh He 3HaT Quiaocoduu CrmputuzMa B Jmie AaHa
Kapneka u ero mkonsl, a IOTOMY HU CJIOBAa M HE TOBOPAT O HEH, YEM U
00BsICHACTCS BCA MX KPUTHKA B anpec CIMpUTH3MA, a TAKKE U KPUTHKA CO
cTopoHb! ux nocnenosareneit (Pepuxu u Bce uubie). Teocodsl, paccyxaas
o CrnmputnsMe, TOBOPAT BCErO JIHUIIb O CHUPUTHYCCKOM IFJICTAaHTH3ME,
KOTOpBIA, CIIOpPY HET, ObLT JEHCTBUTENHFHO BpemoHOoceH. Ho TakoBoid
JTUIIETAHTU3M UMEJICSI K IMEETCS M CPEIN TE€OCO(OB, MIPHUEM TTOCTICICTBHUS
€ro TaxKe HUKOUM 00pa3oM HeNb3s IPUBETCTBOBATH. B0oO1IIe e, Bompoc
o B3amMooTHomeHHsx Crmputm3ma u Teocoduu BecbMa CIOXKEH U
3aCITYKABAET COBEPIICHHO 0COOOT0 PACCMOTPEHUS.

°! D1a peskas kputhKa co cTopoHs! Komas-J[oiis B ampec r-xu
bnaBatckoii 0OBsICHSIETCSI TEM, YTO OH, B OTJIMYNE OT PHSIHBIX TOOOPHUKOB
E.ILB. u mamam Pepux, ObUT XOpOIIIO 3HAKOM C NPEAMETOM M HHYETO He
JKellal NPUHMMATh Ha BEPy; KaK M BCSIKHMH CEpbE3HBIA HCCIEN0BATENb,
n3ydas OKKYJIbTH3M, OH HE MOAJABAJICS MacCOBOMY IICHX03y M MOJE, a
IIPOSIBIISLI 340POBBII M YMEPEHHBIN CKEITULIU3M.

>% Cop Bumbam Kpykc (1832-19191) — Bbiarommiics aHTmiicKuit
XUMUK B QU3HK, KPYITHEHIINH HCCIIeN0BATENb U aBTOPUTET aHTIIMHCKOTO
CIHMPUTH3Ma, ABTOP OOJBIIOrO YHCIA HAydYHBIX paboT B pa3iMYHBIX
00J1acTsX 3HAHNH, B TOM YHCIIC ¥ aBTOP HECKOJIBKHUX Pa0OT, HOCBSIIIEHHBIX
W3YYCHUIO CIUPUTHYCCKUX siBICHUH. OIBITBI, TPOBOIUMBIE B €r0
mabopaTopuH, OTINYAIICE 0000 M30MPEHHON 3aIUTON OT BEPOSATHOCTEH
roJyrora ¥ ooMasa.

> Amsppen Paccen-Vommec (1823-1913) —  BeImarommiics
AHIJIMACKUNA HATypalMCT, CO3JaBLIMIl OJHOBpEMEHHO ¢ JlapBHHOM
TEOPUIO  E€CTECTBEHHOTO OTOOpa; OOWH W3  OCHOBOIIOJIOXXHHKOB
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6I/IOF€OI‘pa(1)I/II/I; BOI/IHCTByIOHII/II\/'I CTOPOHHUK CIIUpUTHU3MA, aBTOp
OOJILIIIOrO YKCIIa pa60T B pa3/InNIHbIX 00J1aCTAX 3HAHUIA.

>* Bukrop Mapu Toro (1802-1885) — Bemmkmii dpaHIy3cKuit
mycaTenb,  BOWHCTBYIOUIMH  CTOPOHHHMK  CIMPHUTH3Ma,  00Jjajan
3HAYUTEITHHBIM MEIMYMUYECKIM JapOM.

> ®puapux Lommsuep (1834-1882) — mpodeccop Gusukn 1
acTpoHOMHH B JICHIIIIUTCKOM YHUBEpPCHUTETE.

265758 3psamms IManamueo, muccuc Koprep, Mamam 1’dcrepasc,
Kpagmok, mmcc besmnH» — 3HaMmeHuTsle MeaumyMmbl. [IpoctpaHHOE
onucanue ux gesrensHoctn Kownan-/loine maér B cBoeil «Mcropun
Crimputnzmay.

* Hmeercs B Buay uymo «comecTBus Jlyxa CBaToro» Ha
arocTOoJIOB B JIeHb [ IsTHecS THHITHI.

%0 (Bcé B euHOTYIHIY.
o' Illapne Pume (1850-1935), ¢paunuysckuii dQusmonor u
nMMmyHosor, naypear HoGeneBckoi mpemun (1913), aBTOp KHUT 11O
OKKYJIBTH3MY.

2 A. dou Ilpenk-HoTumnar — Hemelkmii yuéHpri. IIpoBommi
NepBbIe HCCIeNOBaHMA 3KTomuasMbl B 1908-13rr., paboram BmecTe c
Magam buccon. Mmm Hammcana coBMecTHas KHWTa — «SIBieHHA
Mmatepranuzanum» («Phenomena of Materialization»).

6 Kammie ®nammapuon  (1842-1925) —  kpymmeiiumii
(paHIy3CKHil acTPOHOM, aBTOp OOJBIIOrO YMCIa HAaYYHO-TOMYJISIPHBIX
KHHT; HCCIICAOBATEh CIMPHTHYCCKUTX sBJICHUIA. B Monomoctn obnanan
BBIIAIOIIMMCST MEJUYMHYECKHUM JapoM H ObUI OZHHM M3 MEINYMOB B
kpyxke Amrana Kapneka.

64 TNaeun Bprocrep (1781-1868) — BbIIAIOMIMIICS AHTIMICKMI
(h¥3HK, BOMHCTBYIOIMINI MaTEPHAIINCT.

% HWmeercs B BuAy npecioByroe uyno Hucyca Hasuma,
OCTaHOBHMBIIIETO ABM)KEHHE CONHIIA ¥ JTyHBI Ha HEOE, 4TOOB! y N3PANIBTSIH
ObuT0 OonbIe BpEMEHM Ul pacmupaBbl Haj Bparamu. Kak cka3zaHo B
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«bubmum» («Kaura HMucyca Haeunay, rin.X, cr.13): «Crosno comHie
cpenu HeOa, M HE CHENIMIIO K 3a11aty OYTH LEIIbI JEHb.

5 JoGONBITHBIME B OTOH CBA3M MpPENCTABIAIOTCS HAM U
coobpaxxenust Hemerkoro nucatens M.I'.3eiime. B cBoeli xamre «Mein
Sommer 1805» on mumer: «Huuto Gosee He CBATO, M BCIOLY C pETUTHEH
o0xonsTcss Tpe3puTenbHO. lIpyHyMHA Cero SBJICHHS JIC)KUT TIJIABHBIM
00pa3oM B TOM, YTO JIIOJSIM ITOBCEMECTHO HAaBS3HIBAIOT B KAUECTBE CYTH
pENUTUU BEIY, KAKOBBIE COCTOAT C HEH JHIIb B BECbMa OTAAIEHHOM
POACTBE, & TO X HE UMEIOT K HEW BOBCE HUKAKOr0 OTHOLIECHUS. XOJIOAHA,
3a4acTyl0 MPOTUBOPEUMBAs U PACCYyAKy NPOTUBHAs JOTMATHKA, ITyCThIE
GopMynBl W HMYETO HE 3HAYAIlNe IIEPEMOHHH TIOBCIOAY BMEHSIOTCS
JIOASM KaK HEYTO CYIMIECTBEHHOE M HEOCHOPUMO Ba)KHOE B TO CaMoO€
BpeMsl, KaK IepBeille U CBATEHIINe IPUHIUIBI pa3yMa, JEHCTBUTEIBHO
COCTABJIAIONINE IIPOYHENIIEE OCHOBAHUE, HA KOTOPOM IIOKOUTCS PENUTHS,
ocraroTcst B HeOpexxeHnn. Yuenue o bore u [IpoBunennn, o qobpoxerenn
U TOpOKE, PaBHO KaKk O MpaBe M JOAre, O CYaCTbU M CTPaJaHUH
3aTparuBaceTcs TE€OJOraMHU JIMIIb B TOM Mepe, B KaKOH OHM 3TO HaXOAAT
HY)KHBIM JUTII 000CHOBaHHMS CBOMX Iienell. To, 9To 4eIoBeKy BCero BaxkHee
1 BEYHO JJOJDKHO OBITh Ba)KHEE BCETO — €ro OOS3aHHOCTH U IIpaBa — 00
9TOM €r0 HAMEPEHHO AEPKaT B HEBEACHUU M IOKA3bIBAIOT €My JIHIIb
BEIIM, B KOUX OH COBEPIICHHO HHYErO HE MOXET IOHATh M KaKOBBIE
HENOIr0 CMOTYT HPEACTaBIATHCS €My JOCTOMHBIMH YBA)KE€HHS, IMOTOMY
KakK pa3yM ux He oo0pser. U tak BeayT ce0st Bce XpUCTHAHCKNE CEKTHI».

67 a B ITOCIIEAYIOIIUE T'OAbI B Poccun

%8 Takoro pona ombiT 011 crenad Jleo Takcunem B ero «3abaBHOM
EBanrenun». BecbMa Ha3umaTenbHOE COYMHEHNE.

6 [IpuBonum LEIUKOM 3TOT KYpbE3HBIN maccax,
CIPOBOITMPOBAHHBIA TMPUCYTCTBHEM HAa OIHOM W3 OSTHX CCEaHCOB T-Ha
Junryomna, ObiBmero Torma ogHmM u3 pykooxurened O.ILU. dyx
Ockapa Yaiinpa He IPEMUHYIN HAMTUCATh BEChbMa 3aHUMATEIBHYIO PEdb, B
KOTOpPO# B MPHUCYIIEH MUCATENI0 MaHEpe BBICMESUT ITOTO JEATEIsl, MHOTO
BPEIUBIIICTO JIENTy CIUPUTH3MA. TeKcT naéM B MEpeBOJIe ¢ MTATBSIHCKOTO,
TaK KaK 3aMMCTBYEM €r0 B OJHOM M3 HOMEPOB HTAJBSHCKOTO XypHaja
«Arcana» 3a 1972r.:

«BBITE MEPTBBIM — caMOE€ CKYYHOE 3aHSATHE B JKU3HH, €CIIH TOIBKO
HE CYUTATh CEMEHHYIO )KM3Hb WIN 00€]] B KOMIIAHUU IIKOJIHHOTO YIUTEIS.
Y Bac ecTtb COMHEHHSA IO IIOBOAY TOr'O, YTO 3TO NCHCTBHUTENBHO sI?
HuuyTe He ynuBUTENBHO, 1 U caM MOPOH COMHEBaIOCh B 3ToM. Ho B oTBET
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Ha Bamm comHeHUS B MO# ajipec s Mor OBl CKa3aTh: a B ceOe, MPOCTHUTE,
Brer Huckompko He coMHeBaeTech? S Bcerma Bocxmmmancs OOmecTBoM
Ilcuxuueckux HccnenoBanuil. DTO caMble HEBEPOATHBIE CKENTHUKHU Ha
cBete. VX kpemo — Bcerma Bo BcéM comHeEBaThbes. OHM HHU 3a 9TO HE
YAOBJIETBO-PATCS, TOKA HE UCCIEAYIOT BaC Ha CBOM JIaJl: TUII-BUIUMOCTh-
o0paz-popma. Hacrosimee npuBHACHUE MOMKHO OBUIO OBl CHJIBHO X
ucnyratees. Sl MHOrIa MOIYMBIBAIO O CO3JaHUM 31€Ch, y HAac, HEKOH
Axanemnn Patickux CKeNTHKOB, KOTOpast MOTIIa OBl CTaTh [UIS HAC CBOETO
pona amamorueri OOmmectBa [lcmxudeckux MccnmemoBanuii, OBITYROIIETO
cpean xuBHIX. Tyna Obl HE MIPUHUMAIICS HUKTO MOJIOXKE MIECTUICCATH, U
MBI Morii Okl Ha3bBaThes OOmecTBoM Tenelt be3nesarenbHBIX B CBS3H C
IpsIXJIOCThIO. Harmelt mepBoi 3amadeld Morio OBl CTaTh WCCIIEOBaHUE,
SIBIIICTCS JIA, CKa)KeM, T-H JIMHTYOII TeM, 3a KOro oH ceOst BEIaér? A
Takxe, (aHTa3us OH Win peanrbHocTh? VicTnHa nm Beimymka? U eciam Ob1
BIPYr OBLIO PEIICHO, YTO OH PEaNbHOCTh, TO MBI, €CTECTBEHHO, OYCHb
CHITBHO OBI B 3TOM YCOMHUIIHCEY.

Hyx Ockapa VYaiinpma HecmpocTa W3JIEBaeTCs Ham ITHM
npencenatenem O.ILU. u cipamuBaer, TOT 1 OH B ICHCTBUTENBHOCTH, 32
Koro ce0s Bbmaér. Jlemo B Tom, 4To TwiaBHOHM 3amader O.IL.U. ObLio
JIOCKOHAJIbHOE€ M3YYEHHE BCEX CHUPUTUUECKUX SIBICHUU U COJEHCTBUE
pactpocTpaHeHrIo uaeh cruputiMa. OmHAKO TP STOM MpeicenaTene
OO01IecTBO TICHXWMYECKUX HCCIIEOBAHUI CTaJ0 HAa MO3WIINH, OTKPOBEHHO
BpakaeOHbIE 3amauaM crmpurm3Ma. lIpemncenmaTens W €ro OKpYyXKeHHE
OTKPBITO BPEOWIH JACTy CIHPUTA3MA W TIOABEPralid OCMESHHIO BCE
CKOJIKO-HUOYAb CephE3HBIE HWCCIEAOBAaHUS B JTOW obOmacth. ITo
00cTosTENnsCTBO M BRIHYAMIO ApTypa Konan-Zloiins (Torna crapeiimero
ynena OOmecTBa) He3zamonaro mepen cmeprbio BeiiTH w3 O.ILU. u
MpHU3BaTh BCEX JMAPYIUX CEPhE3HBIX W3BICKATENEH IOCIENOBATh €ro
npuMepy — GakT KpaCHOPEUHBEIN U JAFOIIHNA MHUITY JJIS pa3MBIIUICHUH.

0 Cop Jlxeitmc Mboteio Bappu (1860-1937) — anrymiickuit
POMaHUCT U ApaMaTypr, aBTOp, TOMUMO Tipouero, «Ilurepa [Trra» — nByX
3HAMEHUTBIX IIOBECTEH IS IETE.

" Pobepr Jlptomc Ctuencon (1850-1894) — Breimarommiics
AHIJIMHCKUU MuUcaTellb, MPEACTABUTENb HEOpOMaHTu3Ma. Ero mnepy
npuHaanexkaT pomaHel  «OcTpoB  cokpoBum», «UEpHas crpemay,
«[loxumeHHBII» W TENBIl psAx  OpyruX, (GaHTaCTHUECKas IIOBECTb
«CtpanHHast ucTOpusl NOKTOpa JKekmnss um Mucrepa Xaima», IIbECH,
COOPHHUKH HOBEILJI, OYEPKOB, CTATEH U CTUXOB.
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2 3nech UMeloTCA B BUIY ABE KHHTH: «O HEKOTOPHIX (heHOMEHAX
TpaHca» Puyapaa Xoacona u «/IuorncoBo yxo» [xepanbaa bamsgypa.

7 Cunraem HyKHBIM TIPEIYIPEIUTH YATATENS, YTO JAHHAS CTATHS,
PaBHO KaKk M JBE MOCIEAYIOIIHE, HE SBISIETCS HEMOCPEICTBEHHBIM
NPOM3BEACHUEM HAIIErO aBTOpa: HX TEKCT TMPEACTaBIIseT COOOM
«KOMITO3MIIHIO», T.€. COCTABICH HAMHU W3 MOMJIMHHBIX BBICKA3bIBAaHUI U
¢paz Konan-Jloiins, BCTpewarommxcs Ha CTpaHHMIAX €ro KHUT
(MCKIJIIOYEHHEM  SIBISICTCS TOJBKO BCTABJICHHAs HAaMH IMTaTta U3
JlaGpioiiepa), mocine 4Yero MOMYYMBINMKCS TEKCT M ObUI TepeBelEH Ha
pycckuii s3BIK. BO3MOXHO, KTO-HHOYZAB pemmT, OYATO TaHHAs aKIus —
MPUMHICHIBATh KPYITHOMY MUCATENI0 NMPOU3BEICHUS, KOTOPBIX OH HUKOTAA
HE MHcal, Ja el Npu 3TOM YMYIPUTHCS LETHKOM COCTaBUTb UX W3 €ro0
’Ke TO/UTMHHBIX ()pa3 — €CTh C Hallel CTOPOHBI HECIbIXaHHAs 1ep30CTh U
akT BaHmanmiMa. He OepéMmcs cyauTh — Oep30CTh 3TO, aKT BaHAAIH3MA
WIN JaHb OONBIIOr0 yBA)KEHWSA: HaM OBIJIO IMONPOCTYy OOWAHO TPOHTH
MHUMO CTOJIb Ba)KHBIX MBICIICH, HE 00paTHB Ha HWX BHHMAaHWE YUTATEI.
Tem He MeHee, CMEEM HaNEesAThCs, YTO MOITYYEHHBII PE3ylnbTaT C JIUXBOU
W3BHHSET MPOSBICHHYIO HAMU HEKOTOPOT'O POJA BOJIBHOCTb.

™ «HyXHO CTPEMHTECS JIHIIIb K TOMY, YTOOBI MBICITHT H FOBOPHT
COTJIACHO WCTHHE, 0€3 BCSIKOrO JKENIAaHWs MpPUBUTH HAIIM BKYCHl H
yOeXKIEHUs ApYTUM: NpeNpHUsTHE CHE U 0€3 TOro rpaHIuo3Ho».(Ppany.)
AdopnsM, nprHAATISKAMMH Tepy (PaHIy3CKOTO MUCATENs] ¥ MOPAJIHMCTA
Kana Jlabproitepa (1645-1696).

I1.A. I'enesa
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(TexcT Ha 3a7HEl CTOpOHE 00JI0XKKH
OeNbIM KypCHBOM Ha aKBaMapHHOBOM (OHE)

There is hardly anyone who has not read at least one story by
Conan Doyle, but no one can claim to have read all his works, not even
in Britain, for no really complete works of his have ever been published.

English man of letters Sir Arthur Conan Doyle (1859-1930) is
known as the creator of the immortal Sherlock Holmes and as one of the
founders of the detective genre. He is far less remembered as the author
of historical, science fiction and adventure stories, and still less, if ever,
as the author of fascinating stories infused with mystery and mysticism.

Conan Doyle could have spoken about himself the following
words of his hero: “My versatile mind is open to the eerie and the
fantastic.” He always took a keen interest in unknown, mysterious and
supernatural phenomena and the powers of the human mind. No
wonder, therefore, he spent nearly fifty years studying and successfully
practising Spiritualism — the most amazing phenomenon of our reality.
The mystery of Life and Death, the puzzles of the human mind
unfathomable for run-of-the-mill rationalists always appealed to Conan
Doyle, just as nowadays they still appeal to us. This collection throws a
light on the hitherto not very well-known aspects of his oeuvre, and the
reader will certainly enjoy these superb stories and appreciate their
skilfully woven intrigue.

Paul Guéléva
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