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FOREWORD

N the course of my long professtonial career ag ** Cheiro,” I have

reccived inpumerable letters from persons in all classes and

conditions of life. Tequesting me to publith my reminiscences and
experiences. In looking over these letters I have been much struck
by the fact that it s what I myself call “ the hwaan ** or more purely
personal side of imterviews with my various clients that appealed o
my correspondents the most.

Tt is for this reason, in offering this velume of reminiscences to the
public, that 1 determined thev should take more the form of informal
talks, or I might call them * confessions,” both my own and those
of my copguitants, than the usisal lines that Mempirs as a rule follow.

No statemént is made in the following pages that 1 am not prepared
to substantiate, the only reserve being that m the case of some of the
** confessions "' from my clients, I arn entitled to withhold their names
or cover their identity, except in cases where I have permission to
make them public.

My réle in writing these * confessions * is simply that of a chronicler
—ta relate in simple langunage what happened, to record what I
was told. II at times my owm thoughts should be heard throggh my
alory, it 15 because a ' confession *' of any kind must be more or less
a personal matter—whether one eonfestes to a priest, a (rod, or o the
cver gympathetic ear of onre's own. fellow-man.

“ CHRIRO "

3
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"+ INTRODUCTION

‘ia
By Majoh W. H. Cross, M.5c., ATS.M., Mivric ENGINEER
or TEE TsoNG Mires oF Mowopiis

HE publishers of this remarkable book, Confessions ; Memoirs

of @ Moders Seer, have asked me to write a few words as

a general intrudocton. My only qualification to be entitled
to do 20 is based on the fact that, althongh I am purely and simply
a business man, 1 have all my life taken a deep interestin Qccultism
and the study of persons gifted with occult powers.

Living for the past fifteen years in Mongolia on the borders of that
mysterious land known as Tibet, I have come into close contact with
many of those Masters who have dnink deep of the eternal springs
of Occultism that have flowed and are still flowing since the carliegt
dawn of civilization,

Away back in thoee Tibetan monasteries on ' the roof of the World ”/
where so few strangers are abowed fo enter, as far back as I can
remember [ have hezrd the name of ** Cheiro ' spoken of with respect
and admiration.

I had never met this mysterious man who had chosen to conceal his
identity under a psgpdonvymy, but I had the pleasure of translating
some of his books into Chinese for the benefit of my friends among the
Lamas and Abbots of Mongolia. They rewarded me by putting into
my pogsession a set of the lamous Chinese tablets made by Confucius,

These wondesful * occult tablets ” besed on the Law of Vibration,
a study more understood and used by these deeply learned people
than by any others, have predictsd with an accuracy that is astounding
the principal events that have taken place in the history of the world
to the present day. To my amazement I found that these * tahlets ™
corroborated the statements made in Cheiro's World Predictions which
he published in 1926, setting out the coming events in history for the
next hundred years.

Reading this book decided me to endeavour to seek put and make
the acquaintance of the Seer who was gifted with such remarkable
prévoyance, especially as many of the predictions in his book have
even i the last few years baen fulfilled.

But where was this man to be found, that was the question ¢ While
torning this paint over in my mind, " an incarnate Abbet " in the
Mﬂ{lasizery of Tenssoun Nor, annoanced to me ane day, that one of
mmmmmmCﬂﬁmiEtuﬁndimmMﬂt
vibrations were of such a high arder that perhaps he might be the

£3



15 IRTRODUCTION

Seer T sought and whom they also wanted to find for a purpose of
their own. This Abbot told me that T would recogmize the man in
question, not only by his high vibration but by an extremely old
carved image of a Chinese Buddha which would be found where he
Lived.

As I am aliowed a long vacation from my Company every two yaars,
I determined, instead of going to Europe as is my usual custom, that
in the autumn of 1930 T would visit California.

On my arrival in California, T found the name of " Cheiro " well
known on every side, yet no one appeared to knew where he hived,
as the rumonr was that he had retired from professional work and
had recently come from Engtand for the benefit of his health.

For some months I was occupied in searching for Tungsten mines
for my Compeny when one day I ran actoss the monk from the
Monastery of Toussoun Nor, who informed me that be had discovered
a wan whose vibrations were so in aceordance with the indications
given by the Chinese tablets, that he believed he must be the Seer
that both of us sought.

One day he pointed out to me where the man lived. ' In there,”
he said, * you will find the imcarmafe whom yon seek.” We were
standing hefore the gates of an old-world-looking house sarrounded
by aver two acres of gardens and half concealed by paims and beautiful
trees in one of the principal avenues of Hollywood, California.,

As I knew by reportz that in various paris of the world many
impostors have used or imitated the name of “ Cheiro,” I determined
to make use of the clue the Abbot of Toussenn Nor had given me,
namely, the carved image of a Chinese Buddhz which 1 shouid ond
it the real man’s house.

Welking up the avenue of flowering trees, I entered and was received
by a man who closely resembled the photographs of “ Cherp ™ 1
had seen in his books. Without any " beating about the bush,” §
asked : ** Have you a Chinese Buddha here ? "'

“ Yes,” the man answered ; " if you are interested in such things,
[ hope vou will be able to translate the meaning of old Chinese
characters engraved on the back oi the image.”

I entered a room which was evidently used as a study ; the carved
mnage, made of some extremely heavy stone, was standing on a shel
before me, 1ts feet sorrounded by fresh Sowers.

I examined it carefully ; it was very old, there could be no question
as to its great age. Itomed it round ; on the back of the image were
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two rows of Chinesa characters belonging o & period so far removed
they were extremely difficult to translate.

From what 1 was able to make out the image had been made
sometime about one hundred years .c. The part I was abdle to
trenslate ran as follows

“* He who looks—thinks—and finds good in all men. Blessed
thinking attracts sucoess and fortune. Honour cometh to the
man in whase keaping this Buddha is found.”

The test being in compound ancient Chinese characters not now in
nse, in spits of my knowledge of the language I was not able to decipher,
but at all events I knew I had found the real ' Cheira”

Askirg his date of birth I then tested his vibrations by the Chinese
tahlets I had with me. T found they were higher than those of any
man I had ever met, indicating that the man before me must be
a reincarnation of some uvnuswal personage of some far-distant
past,

" How did you get that carved Buddba into your possession !
I asked.

“ It was given to me under strange circumstances shortly before
I left Tondon for California,”” the man I now knew as ' Cheiro "
replied.

* Why did you come to California ¢ ” I blurted out.

" Why ¢ Because I knew it was the one piace in the world where
the vibrations and climatic conditions would restore my health,” he
Answered.

“ These Chinese tablets," T went cn, “ tell me that you must have
been extremely ill in 1G5, a year that makes in your case by additian
the bad vibmation of an B, In fact it is indicated that you should have
died iv that year. Isthat trpe? ™

" Perfectly true,” he replied. “ On the 237d of June in that year,
for some reason I never understood, 1 passed into a sort of comatose
state, but not one caused by any form of discase. Doctors proncunved
that my heart had ceased beating and that life had become extinet.
As the spirit passed out of my body I appeared to see, as in a kind of
vision, & man robed like & Lama making passes over me with his hands,
His words formed in my mind that my life wonld be given back to
te 23 it hed been once before in a Buddhist temple in Tndia, where
after a lemg ceremony of initistion I had fallen into a state of coma
which lasted for fourteen days.
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The Lama seemed to say, * Far the second time you will be restored
to life, when the third time comes—you will e come back.”

After some considerable period, how long I was not conscious of,
the doctor at my bedside thought he detected a slight movement in
the heart, then steadily it got stronger and stronger, and to the
amazement of those present ** I came back to life."”

* The  tablets,’ in accordance with your date of birth,” 1 broke in,
‘! indicate that the third test will not come for many years yet. What
are your plans now since you ¢ame to California ? ™

“To get time to write,” he answered quickly. * To give back to
the world what T have gathered through my own expenences, to
travel still more, and finally T hope to get ta Mongolia or Tibet, for
the ‘ call ’ of those countries T have falt for a very long time.”

“ 1 need hardly ask if you balieve in reincarnation ? ” was my next
question. " Do yor have at times any recollection of your former
Lives ? **

“1 most decidedly do,” he answered, ‘" but that is something I do
not wish to talk about. People thipk it savours too much of the
imaginative sida of life, so I keep my visions to myself. Derhaps,”
he added musingly, “ I may be the means later on of proving the
raality of soch things, but the time has oot yet come for that.”

(hrick as a flash my thoughts went back to the words of the Abbot
of Touszoun Nor. ™ In there,” he zald, pointing to where * Cheiro
lived, " vou will find the incarnale whom you seek.”” Perhaps those
girange words concealed the secret of " Cheiro’s "' successiul career—
an “ old soul,” one of those whose many rcimcarnations bad taught
him the lessoms of hemanity. How else could he have faken up a
study, that for long ages had been downirodden and despised, and
made of it the key to unlock the benrts of Kings, Presidents, Leaders
of Commerce, and ali clasges ¢

1 was astonished when be toid me he was now “ in his sixty-fourth
year.” I had heard many acconnts of his radiating life and energy
to those who came to consult him. 1 perzomally knew of cases where
wrecks of Inmnanity left his presence with renewed porpose to begin
" the battle of Ife ™ over again. Perhaps 1 had again inadvertently

stnbied acrose wnother secret of his succesa. It might perhaps be
snmmmed wp n those simple words, “ to give” While I considersd
ench things, a text passed through my mind, ' It és more dlezsed ia
give bhan io receive.” Tt seemed to me this was the basic thought on
which this man's whole life was built.
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Before 1 left, T looked through a pile of some thousands of letters
from 21l parts of the world ; one end all they testified to the aceuracy
of his predictions, to the renewed life and hope he had given by his
counsels to his ingumerable consultants.

It is not my purpose in writing this introduction to pay this man
any fulsome compliments. He does not need them. His work stands
above such things : a legson in itself of those mysterious forces under-
lying life, which so few of us realize and still fewer—understand.

W, H. Cross,
Mining Exngyncer of the Tsong Mines of Mongolia,






CONFESSIONS : MEMOIRS OF A
MODERN SEER

CHAPTER 1

THE MAKDUG DOF A ' SEER.” SOMETHING APOUT MY EARLY LIFE AND
MY REASON FOR ADOPTING SUCH AN UNUSUAL CAREER

WILL endeavour te avoid family and personal matters as much

as possible, enly giving such details as are necessary for readers

to understand how and why Destiny found her materials on
which to build.

On my father's side | am of Norman descent, and come of a family
who can trace their lineage back o Rollo, the first Puke of Normandy.

As be became a Christian in order to many the daughter of the
King of France, I will only mention em passant a Pagan ancestor,
Enown as Hamon the Sea-king, wha with one blow from his battle-
axe struck off the head of St. Hellier to prevent his converting his
satlors to Christianify.! Historical records show that this incident
took place on July 17th, A.D. 520,

I may, however, add that ope of his descendants, the uncls of
William the First, by joining “ The Congueror * with a fieet of
,four humdred ships and a large forec of men, decided the Invasion
9§ England. He received for his reward six of the largest counties of
tEngland and was named Prince of Glamorganshire. Sobsequently,
E;I.his man, Kobert de Tamon, became such ** 2 good Christian ** that

established the first monastery in Britain, laid the foundation of

[ewkesbury Cathedral, uod is to-day honoured by a provession of

bishops that once every Imindred years makes a pilgrimage round his

;gfﬁb' 1he last of these ceremontes took place as recently as March
s 19%3.

~ Who can tell, if this blend of Christian and Pagan may not in later

‘years have been responsible for my taking up such “ heathen studies

‘a5 Astrology, Ocenltism, and “all such works of the Devil" as

ﬁﬂiﬂg by Henry VIII when he became * Founder of the Church

My father's principal study was that of higher swthematics; for

Ay years he worked out intricate problems with Gladstone even up

 the last years of that great statesman's life.

-From my mother's side, who came from Greek and French stock,

-inherited poetry, romance, mysticism, and phileagphy. The sub-

“Juent fugion in the fires af life of these combinations naturaliy

hn?ﬂagehgpndcsﬂnedfmamthatwuﬂmrﬂnﬂ
L lines,
' in
%mﬁ;ﬂ thfmbmmdpmupﬂmﬂ Jeroey in the Charnrl
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My mother, from her earliest dayw, was deeply interested in reading
works on Astrology, Numerclogy, and the Study of the Hand.
tly, almwst as soon as I could read, she allowed me 1o revel
in the little library of such baaks that she had eollected. On my tenth
birthday my mother passed over to me her little library and jatted
down in her notebock the following: *' My som has in his left and
right hands the sign of the * Mystic Cross.” TFor this reason I have
given over to him all the books on occultism 1 possess, and especiaily
those en the Study of the Hand. 1 believe he will make good use of
these books, Even now in his early years I have noticed how he studies
such works more than afl others, He is certain to become a writer,
and will, rom what 1 loresee in his hand, make a name for himself in
connection. with those subjects,”

T was cnly a little past eleven years of age when I cansed a sensation
in my family by writing a treatise full of ilustrations on the Lines of
the 11and, a subject, I mnst admit, not at all pleasing to my father’s
way of thinking.

Shortly after, ﬁrhaps to combat my " oecult tendencies,” my
father decided to hawve his only son trained for some religious calling,
What that was exactly to be did not trowble him in the slightest ;
he had some vague idea that I might be useful in converting the
' heathen Chinee,” the only reason, pethaps, being that his father had
Jost a considerable sam of money in a speculation in China,

I was accordingly packed off to an extremely strict schooi where he
was assured that all such nonsense ag “* occultism ' would be quickly
knocked ovat of my head.

In his idea of giving me such training, he was, T believe, right, for
I am certzin that no boy ever began life with a more devotional
temperament, or one more fitted, as a miseionary, to ba boiled alive
for the supper of some cannibal race.

Although, at Girst sight, it may seem a strange ancmaly, yet I hold
that it was the essentials of that devotiongl temperament that made
me cling to the study of hands with an obstinacy that, ic the end,
surmoueted all opposition.

To my young mind it was o mystery like religion itself ; it contained
the Jlanguags of the Soul in its prison-house, and the lines of the hand
seemed many A-Litee to meé a more tangible chart of life than the
articles of dogmi-E¥pas forced to commit to .

Thos it was that the more I studied cresds, the more the str
threads of Destiny seemed to bind thought, actian, and life together,
and the more | became convinced that Nature had her secret pages
that neitker Science nor Religion had as yet imravelled.

I cannot describe with what delight I discovered text after text in
that wonderful * Book of Books”' that told of the n

pward progress
ipmpl;ﬁfﬂthﬂﬁemmgeham"wmewmmﬁndmight

Can I ever forget that night when, for the frst time my mind grasped
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the idea of the Destiny of races, and the evidenca of Diving Design in
the starry heavens above and in everyihiieg su Nature ? _

The next day the “ Book of Books " had a greater me for me
than ever. Predestination became such a force in my g that
bafora T conld realize what I was saying, I gave battle to my astonished
professor and got punished by the losing of the play-hour for my pains.

Out of every evil comes good—that is, if we can distingnisk the good
when it does come—so during my punishment, mstead of writing
exercises, I sketched what I considered ought to have been the hands
of some of the great men of Destiny, and became se absorbed in my
task that I did not realize the presence of the old professor looking
over my shoulder,

Instead of the reproof I expected, the old mran sat down by my side
and made me explain the drawings to him, line by lina,

Then he became still more friendly, and to my utter astonishment
ke held out his ewn long, curions-looking hands, and in quite a gentle
way asked me what I could make cut of them. .

To my amazement, I quickly discovered traits that were sven human.
To me, he had ever been something so high and mighty, that the idea
of this monument of wisdom having lived as ather men had never
for a moment entered my mind.

He was a long, lean, anatomical structure, on which 1 thought
someone had hung a professor’s coat just to cover the bones; a grey-
eved, spectacled Sphinx, that history said “* had once siroked the
Cambridge Eight to victory “—but history tells so many lies that none
of us boys belicved the story, Yet, as I warmed up to my subiect,
I forgot that nstory also seid that he had never known emotion of any
kind, that he had pever loved, had never married, for soon I was
telling him of a love in his life such as few men have met, and have
cared to live life out afterwards.

. L stopped, for something had gone wrong with my subject; the
 hands hagd been puled aside, and I beheld, for the first time, what
- tears mean when stern men weep.

. After that moming we became friends. Many a difficult exercise
. he let me off, and many an old Greek and Latin book on Hands he
translated for my benefit.

A religions training was, however, not tahem. COn the
“very eve of my entering for an examination whi have decided
Em}' career, 1 received word that my father was ruined by a land
;spﬁculatmu that involved hundreds of others ; and so, almost broken-
shearted at the sndden ending of my early ambitions, I returned home.

Disappointed and purposeless, I drifted for sbme time lika a helm-

58 ship on an idle sea, until at last, one dzy, some underconrrent,

{from where I know rot, woke me again. I entered my father’s study,
tuldﬂh:mthatlmtedmsteermymbmkmdmthawm&
10T Inyseil.

My father considered that he had no Jonger the right to mould my
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~carpst to his willwhe had tried, but Destiny had been too strong——
he would let Destiny have its way. So, with a small amount of
money and a2 good, substantial blessing, I spread my own sails, and
leaving the quiet harbour of home, I drifted out into the world's wide
sca, like so many others have done before me.

Itw:ruldheuut nfplauetnantnrintnmyint&mmg expmienm
the " Call to Landon ™ was in my ears, and so, as quickly as possihle,
1 forsock the temptation of guieter routes and steered t to that
great city, where Fate meets Ambition in equal combat.

It is said that *coming events cast their shadows before them ™
One night, while waiting in Liverpool for the Tondon train, my eyes
caught sight of a book with a hand drawn on the cover, which I
immediately bought. It was 2 translation of one of those okl hml:q
cn palmistry that had been printed with the first movable type;
was called in German Pxe Kunsé Ciromanda, and as the train starteﬂ
on its jourrey I became engrossed in its contents.

The only other secnpant of the carriage was a gentleman who sat
opposite with his back to the engine; he had wrapped round his
shoulders a heavy rug that almost concealed his face. 'Whe, howewer,
my book was fimished, as 1 laid it down I noticed that his sharp eyes
were fixed intently on the drawing of the hand that adorned the cover.

t it aside, he spoke in a genial, but rather bantering way.
g;u evidently believe in hand-reading. An odd kind of study
it must he But I suppns.e,” he added, it can find its followers, just
as people believe in the shape of the head, and other things of the
Kind
“Yes," I answered, * [ believe that character makes itseli manifest
in every portion of the body, but naturslly more especially in the
hands, which are, after all, the tools lhatcarryﬂutthﬂmshmnfthe
brain, Surely there is nothing far-fetched or illogical in such a belief.”

“No,” he said hughingly. “ Compared with some beliefs, that
sounds hoth moderate and reaspnable. But do the hands tell the
future 7 That is the point that wourld appeal to me, if I could bring

to bebieve in such a thing.”

“ Well,"” I replied, ™ as far as onr firture is made and influenced by
our character by the tendencics we have icherited, 1 certainly
believe they saccess is really the result of the preponderance
of our strong over our weakmesses, I think one might be safe
in saying, that, looking at the stody from this standpoint alone, the
handamybeabletuﬂlwwhmhufﬂlmtwfumfs“ﬂgmthc

* Good,” he answered, ““your theory has really interested me.”
Stretching out his hands, he added : "Tﬂﬂm.ifyuﬂﬁll,whiﬁhwiﬂ
jain the victory in my case.”

I ¢can even now see those slender, intellectual-looking hands that
this stranger laid before me; mdhnwﬂ:ej' interested me—~line after
line'clearly marked, iuﬂufnhmctu:ndaimtumt&dbychmctﬁ
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I started with the Line of Mentality. 1 showed him its superior
strength when compared with those of some of the designs in my
book, and eaxplained that it denoted his power of will, of arganization,
and of command over people. Then I called his attention to a well-
marked Line of Destiny, deeply traced throngh his hand wntil a httle
past the centre of the palm, and I explained that it indicated strang
individuality, a career thaf must play a marked role in life—a destiny,
in fact, that would cause him to stand out as a leader above the
commeon herd of hamanity.

 Bat the end,” he said, almast nervously. * What does that line
show fading vut—what does it mean ¢ ™

I laughed as [ answered, for I could hardly believe, and I felt sure
hr would not, in spite of his interest. .

““« Oh,” 1 said, " the stopping of that sign simply means rest for
vou ; another Napoleon sent to St. Helena, L suppese.”

““Put why ? ** he demanded, rather excitedly. * What shall be my
Waterko 7 ™

* A waman, without a doubt,"” I replied. * You can see for yourself
kow the Line of Heart breaks the Line of Destiny just below that
point where it fades gut.”

Taking his hand away, the stranger langhed—a low quiet lengh—
the langh of a man who was sure of omself.

Shortly afterwards the tram reached London, and as we got ready
out valises and couts, he said ¢

“ It’s strange, but that science of yours has been curiously accorate
about some things—except abouat the woman part, There is my card ;
you will see now how in some things it tallies—but the woman, no—
a man with my life has no tume for women.” With a cheery * Good-
bye,” he jumped out, kailed a hansom, and was off.

Looking at the card, I read, " Charles Stewart Parnefl 't

It was some years later, after the (’Shea divorce case and his
downfall, that I was able to understand sz meaning of the Heurt Line
tosching the destimy of such @ man.

1 Charles Stewnrt Pamell, born June z7th, 1846, Vale of Aveca, Irdand, disd October
Gth, 851, it Wilﬂldﬁi"lhi‘ﬂkﬂﬂl.lhm't?? t ’



CHAPTER 1I

CUORKIIS RALCTS ABOUT TEE HAND NOT LENERALLY ENOWM. 1 GET OF
BOARL A TRANMF STEAMER IN ORDER TO SEE THE WORLD

RE are many curipus facts concerned with the band that
have ravely if ever heard of, sa I think it will not be
out of place if | touch on them here, before 1 go more deeply
into my own reminiscences.

Meissner, the great German scientist, proved that certain tiny
molecular substaxces were distriboted in a pecuhar mannet in the hand.
He fnund that in the tips of the fingers there were 108 to the square

inch, with 400 papille ; that they gave forth certain distinet erepita-
Hnns or vibrations, that in the red lines of the hands they were most
pumerous, and, strange to say, were found in strgigh! individual rows
i the itnes of the palm.,

Experiments were made as to these vibrations, and it was proved
that, after a little study, one could distinctly detect and recognize
the crepitations in relation to each individual, that they increased or
decreased in every phase of health, thonght, or excitement, and
became silent the moment death had mastered its victim.

About twenty years later, experiments were made with a man in
Yaris, who had an abnormally acute sense of spund-——Natore's com-
pensation for want of sight, as he had been bomn blind. In a very
short time, by continual practice, this marn could detect the slightest
change or irregularity in these crepitations, and throngh these changes
Le was able to tell with wonderful accuracy about how old a person
was, Amwe near an iliness, or even death ke might be,

The study of these corpuscies was also taken up by S Charles Bell,
who demonstrated that each corpuscle contained the end of a nerve
fibre, and was in immediate contact with the brain.

This great specialist also demonstrated that every portion of the
brein was in touck with the cerves of the hand, and that the lines on
the palm were more particalarly connected with nerves from the
brain to the hand than to any other portion of the body.

The detection of criminals by taking impressions of the fingers and
by thumb-marks is now used by the police of almost all countries, and
thoosands of criginals have been tracked down and identified by this

means,

To-day at Yard one may see a Hbrary devoted to books
on this side of the subject, and to the collections that the police have
made ; yet in my own short time I remember how this idea was scoffed
at when Monsicur Bertilion and the Freach police £irst cammenced the
identification of crirninals bi,' this method. If the ignorant prejudice
against a complete study of the hand could be vvercome, the police
wmﬂdbasﬂllmurualdﬂdhy tudying the lines of the palm, and by
a knowledge of what these lines mean, especially as regards mentality
and the inclination of the brain in one direction or another.

it is a well-kmown fact that, even if the skin is burnt off the hands,

20
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ved by an acid, in a short time the lines will yeappear exactly
g:r;;ﬂwghngh as do the ridges or “ spirals *" In the skin of the
inside tips of the fingers and thumb. ]

In connection with tke terrible Houndsditch murders in 1917, the
Chief Inspector of Police, replying to the magistrate, said that he had
taken impressions of the prisoner’s finger-prints at the court. The
hands were not washed or prepared in any way. The fallowing is a
reprint from the Dadly Telegraph, of February 25th, 1011,

‘" What is authority for the |:Jr0pusitiun that the prints of
two djﬂemntygagers are never alike ¢ *'

* I say that I have never found it so, I am only giving yon my
gwn expetience.’’

“ T want to know what steps yon have taken to come o that
conclogsion.””

" 1 may be able to help vou in this way. We have 170,000 seis
of prints recorded in the office. Duoring the lagt ten years, since
the introduction of the system, we have made 6z ooc identifications
—recognitions—and, so far as is known, without error. 1 think
that will convey to your mind that we deal in pretty large
numbers, and T am justified in telling you that we kave nsoer
fgkﬂd m:E impressions faken from different fingers fo agree with
£ A

1 will pass over my first experiences in London.

I soon began to feel keenly what it is to be alone in the heart of a
great city, without fricnds and without prospects of making any,

It was in this frume of mind thut I foond myself, one morning,
wandering down by the side of the Thames, until in the end ¥ had
almost reached the great docks of Tilbury.

Here, at this gateway to the ocean, ships and boats of every de-
scription were loading, unioading, arriving or departing.

A curious longing tock possession of my heart, ta also pass through
this gateway and meet the mysterious “ Unknown * that lay beyond.

A battered and shabby-looking tramp steamer, just about to leave,

-atfracted my attention, A hearty-lopking man on the bridge was

' shouting orders—something wrged me forward, [ went down the

gangway and made straight for the man. He wagtie 1

-me, another order-—the gangway was hauled SRS

: doti hawser was thrown ofi-—the engines had already begun to throb.
Frightened and desperate, I felt I had to do something. I approached
the man again. Instinctively I knew he must be tha Ca . DD One
_hut g C&Pi"aj]:l could roar likke that, I thought. I got close up to him

befare he noticed me ; I tried to look most respectful and humble and

*waited for him to speak.

. Suddenly he did speak, if I can describe it as speech : * What in the

tpame of Beelzebub d'ye want-—who the devil are you 7 ** he yelled.

;U Sin" I very politely said, ' I want to go to sea.”
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"o to hell | ” be said, and turned his back on me.

Byﬂﬂsﬁmethehﬂatmahmdysumadistamekumthewhaﬂ
nmnwm*ehaulingmnzges, io side rails, pulling cargo under
cover, but no one took the slightest notice of me.

I walked down the deck to the stern of the hoat and sat downon a
big pile of wet rope.

Night was coming rapidly on, the river was widening to the sea, the
sigh of the wind against the mast reached me lke a ¢ry of pain. Green
and red lights fiashed from the fast-fading shore, flakes of spray lashed
acros my face. My wish had indeed been granted—I was at sea—but



CHAPIER III

E [ MAEE MYSELF USERUL ON BOARD SHIF. THE ROUGH SAILORE BECOME
Wy FRIENDS. MY STUDY OF HANDS IS THE EEY THAY UNLOCKS

THEIR HEAETS

-

OW long T sat om that coil of rope at the stemn of the ship
H I do not know.
, Finally, wet from the spray, cold aund very hungry, I
" determined, come what might, to streich my limbs and walk up and
‘down the dack. _
The hour was late. I had not yet got to know how to tell the time
iby the ship’s bells. I heard eight strokes ring out into the night, a
‘gearrying of feet, a few dark shadows passing rapidly, then all was
g,'silence again except for the monotonous thrah of the engines and the
*occasional crash of a wave against the zide of the boat. _
+ Light streaming from some portholes in s cabin behind the bridge
vattracted my notice. It was that same bridge where 1 had met the
Ynan I called the Captain earlier in the evening. Instinctively I fel
itthat that man who had spoken so brutally, was fated to play somne
flmportant part in my Life. A conous idea came into my mind that
me want to peer into the portholes just to have a lock at his
brugged, weather-beaten face again.

I climbed up a short stairway to the bridge, stole sofily round to

Ethe back of the cabin, and glied my face to one of the windows. My
was (here all right, only looking more angry and brotal, i that

d be possible.
His gold-braided cap was pushed to the back of his head, his coat,
1de open, showed a striped shurt to the waist. On the table before him
ktond a pile of papers and some books that looked like ledgers, at his
ght was a plate heaped up with sandwiches and a large bottle of beer.

From time to time he grabbed a sandwich or gulped down some

his whole attention was, however, centred on the mass gf paprrs
efore him, but his face showed he was working oo some task that
vas not at all to his liling,

“ I wonder if I could help him,” I thought. Always inclined to act
the impulse of the moment, in another second 1 was standing in
rdoorway : the light nfabigsnv;:;lfinguillamp (there was no electric
at oo, ships in those days) fell full on my face. He did not see me,

- head was bent over the papers, and as for me, I was too paralysed

1th fear to speak.
. Suddenly he stood up to reach a book on = shelf. Qur eyes met—
:'{:Ee had seen a ghost he could not have given a bigger .

- Great God, be roaved, * didn’t I tell you to go tu]E:ip? "

Yes, sir,” T answered meskly, * but I couldn’t get off the ship

:{]us seemed to strilce him as a joke ; a grin passed over his face.
,Well. you'rte in hell now in any case,” he toared ; “ before moming

o)l be as sick as a poisoned pup. 'What the devil brought vou on the
. inany case? .
39
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“1 wanted to get away and see the world,”” T blurted out. Then
pointing to the papers on the table, 1 stammered, I am good at
figures. I am sure I could help you if you would let me try."

I had touched 2 soft corner in his beart. “ Good at figures,” he
grinned. " Well, let me sas if you are, Add up these columns,” and
he shoved a large sheet before ma, ' Show me what yon can da.”

One colurnn he had already done. I ran over it again ; he had made
a ristake in the pound column,

" How much ? ' he queried, _

" Nearly a hundred pounds,” T siniled, us gently as possible.

He the gold-braided cap still further back on his head.
“ Lock bere, youngster,” he said, * I'm glad you came onm beard.
I'm captain and owner of this tub. I haven't got to report {o any
Board of Directors as I should have to do if I found a * stowaway.’
I haven’t got to put you off at the furst port we touch and hand you
over to the police as wonld be my duty todo under other ¢circurgstances.
You were lncky in choasing this boat, however you did it. Will you
stick it out with me to the end of the voyage and take charge of these
figores for me? It wil be a long run, youngster, we discharge and
laad at every port, She's = rotten old tnb that I mean to sell at the
end of the trip, but if you stick to me I will make it worth while. Give
me your hand on the bargain. " .

“ Wkere did you say wonld be the end of the voyage 2 " I asked.

“ Bombay, that will be the last port.”

“ India," I said, as I took his hand, " the one place in the world
I would rather get to than any other. I will stick it out, Captain,
have no fear of that.”

“ Have a sandwich, youngster,” and he pushed the plate beiore
T,

I did not need 2 secand invitation. He rang the bell, another lot
made its appearance, and as I world not drink, he ordered coffee.

[ felt I was in a dream. Fate had indead befriended me by leading
me to a ship bound for that land of mystery and accultism that I had
craved so muck to see,

I will not enter into details of the voyage, it was perhaps the happlest
one [ ever experienced. The man I thougkt so brutal, whase oaths
sometimes seemed to make the very ship tremble, had the kindest
heart I think I ever met.

The reugh sailors were aqually good to me. They had me " read
their hands ** and tell them of sweethearts and wives they had left
behind. At night whken work was over we used to Le on the forward
deck and look up at the stars together. I told them what | knew of
the great Architect of the Universe who had planned all ; how oot a
planet or a sun could vary & fraction of time in its pathway through

eternity—and that we are told, " a sparrow conld not fall ta the ground
without He knoweth it.”

These rough 1uen, sons of the sea and perpetual danger, seemed
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never tired of listening to the stery, It may not have cansed them

$0 cease swearing when the cargo shifted, or the refused to
work. Perhaps, however, wien Mother Ocean m kast tivee—
some of them may have remembered the story of the ** sparrow " and
gwere comforted.



CHAPTER IV
THE MAGIC OF INDIA. AGAIN MY STUDY OF HANDS BRINGS ME FRIENDS

T would not be suitable in these pages to give more than 2 brief

gketch of my experiences in India. From the letters ] have

received from ell parts of the world, T feel compelled to hurry

these more personal episodes and get as quickly as possible

to the ** confession™ and experiences copcerning my professional
career,

It may be my privilege some day to be called on to write fully of
my life in India, but up to now “* the call has not come,” and if it does
it ‘will easily fill a book by itaelf. _

1 just want my readers to visualize, if they will, my feslings as I
entered the " gateway of India,” as Bombay is sa well called—alone—
without a friend ar a single letter of intreduction. .

I will not attempt to describe the great city that streiched in the
distance before me. Histories of India and guide books have already
pajnted the picture better, perhaps, than I could do. _

It was very early morning as I wandered down that great pwr—
the Apollo Bunder—alone.

Alone—witheut friends, without money— whatever I had earned on
the ship T had spent during the voyage—vet in a way happy. Fate
had been so good in bringing me to India, that for the first hour or
so that inexpressible feeling of ' God is on His Thronc—all is right
with the world,” held my heart high.

And yet, must T conless it *—as [ {elt the scorching rays of the sun
getting hotter and hotter, the strange babel of unknown languages
becoming louder and louder, that great enemy of everything good—
fear-—began to make its appearance,

I began do doubf, I began to wonder at the Destiny that had so
myererionsly forced my steps o India.

If vou, dear reader, have ever been absolutely alone in a strange
couniry vou will realize the feeling of helplessness that was slowly
stealing over my senses.

At the end of the pier near the town, 1 sat down on 2 stone seat
and endeavoured to collect my thoughts. In all the many-hued throng
of people that passed and repassed, no one took the slightest notice
of me in any way. [ was just *" ancther foreigner ” who had come
t0 India, and nothing more,

Yrt, out of that motley crowd, there was one person who was actually
corming to greet me. An old man, garbed as I thovght like 2 Brahumin
priest, wzs even then making his way towards me. T could hardly
believe It at firsi, but ocur eyes met and that seemed to decide his
wortion,

He held out his hand with a pleasant * good morming,” in English,
and no music ever sounded swester in my ears than thosc simple

We sat down on the seat together ; at first the conversation was the

3%



CONFESSIONS: MEMOIRS OF 4 MODERN SEER 33

usual commonplace expressions, the splendid view of the Bay, the
town, and suchlike. I had just meationed that I had arrived that
morning, when he put the straight question : “ Why have you come
te India 7 ™

“Why,” T said, “it bas always been my most earnest desire.
Besides,” and I pointed to the Line of Fate on my right hand, 1
suppose I am following my Desting.”

Again the study [ loved so much had openad another door for me.
I shall never forgat the axpression that passed over the old man’s face,
He held ont his hands for me 1o read. I tcld him all i could of the
dates of changes in his life, illzesses in the past, and other things.

“ Wonderful [ *' was all he muttered.  After some time he told me
of himself, that ke was a descendant of Lhe old Joshi caste, who had
kept the Study of the Hand, together with that of Astrology, alive
since some far-distant date.

He described where he lived and pointed to the Westemn Giats, o
range of low mountains to the north of the city.

He told me of his associates, how simply they lived, the occuit
studies they believed in and practised.

Of course, I was fascmated. It reminded me so much of a book
my mother had let me read, dealing with the Yogis of India.

] expressed a wish to go and live there with him. He held out his
hand. Very simply he said, “ Come, you will be welcome among us.
Whatever our knowledpe is shall be yours, provided you pass thraugh
certain tests of will-power and faith.”

"Thus it was that I had the inestimmable privilege of living, for upwards
of two vears, in the society of men who were not only devotees of
Indian oeoultisrn, but whe were masters of whatever branch of 1t
they had especiully made their own.

It was here, under circumstances 100 long to relate in a book of this
nature, that I took a vow that if ever T retumed to my own civilization
[ would devote myself for a period of thres Sevens, namely, twenty-one
yrars, as a kind of Missionary of Occultism and more especially as an
exponent of the Study of the Hand.

After in this way completing my " education,” if I may usc that
term, T was enabled to return to London, by the death of a relation
who had left e e considerable amount of money,

Free to carry out any whim I might have, T proceaded at ance to
make a colleation of hands for my favourite study and for some time
visiied hospitals, asylums, ard even prisons, making prints of all
ldnds and conditions of humanity.

In about & year I found myself the possessor of rmany thonsands
of impressions of hands; still [ had no desire to work professionally,
for I found the simple life I had led in India had completely unfitted
me for the rontine and conventionality of life in great cities.

My love of travel also still held me In itz grip; so on the first
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opportonity that presented itself I turned my staps to another land
of mystery, namely, . and for a certain time became occupled
in imvestigating ruined tomhs, temples, and suchlike, in that land
where ﬁfﬂ& past the anciemt Masters of Astrology built the Great
Pyrani

Om my return from El Karnack to Caro, [ received the disquieting
news that the man whom I had left to take care of the property I had
inherited had embezzled everything I possessed and I was left without
a cent,

It was at this moment, and for the first time in my life, that my
study of hands was ealled into practical purpose ; and in my rooms
in Cairo I made sufficient money to enable me to return to London
tc see after my affairs,

Affairs, however, there were none. All my assets were gone ; and
the unfortunate man who had brought about such a result had dis-
appeared from life’s arena by the door of suicide,

Such being the case, T zet about facing life from a new standpoint.
1 developed a literary tendency which 1 had scarcely dreamed I

. At all events, it enabled me to live, and even to enjoy life
in a very simple way,

Linked up with my new calling, again there crapped up a practical
use of my study of hands. A mysterious murder was committed in
the East End of London. A blood-stained hand-mark on the white
paint of a door atiracted the attention of a detective ; he had heard
of me and asked me to see if I could make anything out of the
impression of the hand.

An examination of the lines in the dead man’s kand convineed me
that the print could not have been made by his hand, but as thers
was 2 similarity in some of the markings, I came tv the conclusion
that the crime was undoubtedly dene by g closc relstive, mast probably
a son. This clue led to the arrest and subsequent confession of a son
by a {former mamxiage, who up to then had been tha least suspected.

Although this agaim aroused my interest in hands, still nothing was
farther from my wishes than to practise such a study {rom a professional
standpoint. Evidently I was not yet ready to preach the truth of
what ] believed in. (How easily one can see the design of Fate when
one looks backward) 1 had no sel-confidence ; the sensitveness
was too extreme, it had yef to be ground down a bit more by the
“ muills of life "—those mills of hitter experience that crush some to
death or grind others to fit the groove in Fortune’'s Wheel that may
one day carry them onward to success.

It was 50 in any case with me. The gift of writing, or call it what
you like, before Jong began to change or for the time being died out ;
it had played its part, a step perhaps towards the next, hut whatever
it was, the facully that wrote no longer snitad the buyers. It may be
that it did better work, I am not the judge—those who pay evidently
have the right in such matters ; but the stern fact remained that the
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manuscripts came back by every post, and the poems that some

religious papers had always accepted before, were retnrmed, sometimes

with a pencilled line to say, “ Style changed, not suitable for our
-EE."

A grey October morning found me returning from Fleet Street
towurds the Strand, vtterly dispirited after an interview with an
editor of a religions papear, 2 man who had taken sufficient Interest
in something I had written to ask me to call.

[ had found the Rev. Dr. Richardson, editor of Gresi Thoughts, the
most humane edifor I had ever met. To my profound astornishment
he had pulled up an arm-chair ¢lose to mine, and in the kindest manmer
he had talked to me as a father wonld to his son.  He pointed out the
changes that had taken place in my verses and articles in the past
few months, and where in place of the deveotional tone in which I had
at first written, there now appeared ideas and expressions that he
said could not possibly be panned by the same person.

This splendid old man, who could sc easily recognize evolution in
races or in worlds, could not realize the same evolution in the brain ;
to him I was a young rman deliberately chioosiug * the broad road,”
and his duty was done when he had told me so, and yet it was almost
with tears in his eyes that he added that I was between " the two
roadways,” in other words: on that narrow strip of themny ground
between the *‘ broad path * that leads to—he praphically implied
where, by a significant motion af his hand—and that other path that
15 evidently so narrow that it accommodates but very few people.

In my own mind, as I returned to Fleet Street, I translated his
words {0 be exactly what I felt, namely, that I was in “ the ditch™
and had scarcely even the strength left to scramble out.

But life i ever so—the changes in its pathway are often only hidden
by the breaks that we think we cannot get over, In a few minutes
L was about ta scramble out of “ my ditch,” bt on which side I got
I will leave my readers to decide in accordance with their own views,
for I have long since learmed that as the different chords in music
make their own harmony—so the different opinions of peoplec also
. vibrate in accordance with the positicn in which they bave themselves

been placed in the harp of Life.

We anly make discords when we attempt to force oor views of right
or wIong apon our fellows.

Better then let each one strike his own chord—leaving to the great
Musician of the Universa the finding of the melody.

I had just got beyond Somerset House on my weary tramp towards
my rooms when I met a man of decidedly Jewish appearance who
looked sharply at me as I pagsed.

A3 1 had semehow always associated Jews with money, T wonderad
m this man looked at me so curiously, and 1 walked on, turning his

over and over in my mind.

Jews had always been a strange puzzle to me. When at sckool 1
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had made a special study of their history. I had delved deep into
their religion on account of its occult significance. 1 had spent sleepless
nights over the wonders of their Kabbala and yet I had always.asked,
why is this race the most sceptical and materialistic that can be found
in the world to-day 7

Again these thoughts came to me—this race that God had tanght
by eceultism, whose twelve {ribes represented the twelve signs of the
Zodiac, whose every action had been predicted in advance, whose
prophets were higher than their priests, whose every letter in their
Hebrew alphabet was associated with a number and its aceult meaning.

Could it be possible, 1 thanght, that by losing the key to the cccult
mysteries of their own religion, they had paid the penalty by—loss of
graatness, Joss of country, apd the thousand and one privations they
kad since undergonc ¢

I had often wondersd why they were called “ God's chosen people,”
and as there is no statement in Holy Writ that has not its own peculiar
mesgage. 1 had come o the conclusion that they were “ chosen ” as
the race through whom the Creator manifests His design in races as
well a5 in men.

These were the children of Destiny, preaching unconsciously the
purpese of God to all pcople, and the living proof of design 10 all the
happenings of their past—their present-—and the-—to be.

Such thoughts as these were teemning through my mind, when I
felt a touch on my chaulder and saw the Jew T had passed standing
at my side,

* What, you don’t remember me ¢ ™ he eajd.

I cannot say I do,” I replied.

“ Well,” he answered, “ I have reason to remember yon, You rcad
my hands in Egypt and the things you told me happeucd, even down
to my divorce case last month.”

* Well then, you believe in the study now, 1 suppose? ™

“ Oh, no, 1 don’t,"” he said. 1 can't belisve in such things ; but
there's money in i, my friend. Yon onght to make a fortune, Are
you doing it now ? 1 want some friends to see yvou.”

“No,” I said, “' I am doing nothing ; at least, only some writing
for papers.’’ '

He Iaughed. “ It's only fools who write,” he said, and befpre 1
could collect my thoughts he already had a glittering propesition
Plaged belore me.

We walked round to his office—on the walls were some musty old
paintings, on the table bits of china, some Egyptian scarabs and a

tuset of Greeian marble. He was a Government official, but he made
ME{'{D‘H anything he tould lay his hands on,
Ball an hoor later 1 went back into the street, baving signed 2
contract with him to commence at once in London, which contract,

by the way, bound me to give him 50 per cent of all the mone
for twelve years from that date. P y 1made
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Still one must give him credit for his enterprise,

The same day I starred out with new-found courage 1o find snitable
rgorns to work in, in the West End,

But ta find rooms was 1ot an easy matter.

in those days the Study of the Hand was an “ upknown and
unheurd-of quantity " in Londen,

It was an art relegated ta pipsies and associated in the minds of
landlords with evervihing that was evil. It was sufficient to mention
the purpase for which I wanted the premises to receive a stern refusal
and in some cases a Teligions lecture on tampering with such works of
the devil,

At last I discovered a Scotch landlady {another race whose shrewd-
ness 1 have since respected nearly as much as T do that of the Jews).
She was a good Catholic with a small purse and a consamptive
hushand, but on my agreeing to pay double the rent, she arrangad the
affair with her conscience.

But the conscience of a Scotch woman is not a thing s0 easily ulled
to slecp. I scon found she sprinkled holy water night and morming
at my door, and on moving to larger premises a month later she
charged me heavily for damage done to the carpet.

I was installed, it was frue, but another difficuhy cropped wp; I
had no name to work under, for as my father was still living, 1 would
net in faimess take my own.

My jew fiend and myself discusseqd the guestion day after day.
Biblical names he snggested by the dozen, ut one moment be was
particularly keen oo a som de guerre of *° Selomon,” but, for{unately
for me, he had had thal name applied to himself in his recent divarce
case on account of his emulation of that monarch’s desire to study the
book of wisdom calied Woman, o he finally decided such a dis-
timguiched name was too risky for =0 young a man az myseli.

Na the days went and no name was found, ke began to get mpatient
at what he called my “ capricions faney.”

He quoted Shakespeare’s opinion on names every time we met, and
wrote long letiers on ** procrastination the thief of time,” the “ great-
ness of apportunity,” and so forth, and pet when the right name did
come, he was the last man in London to acknowledge it,

One night, more worried than usual by his reproaches, my tired
brain dreamnt of names by hurdreds, till suddenly I seemed to see in
Greek and English the name ** cHEIRO " standing ont belore me.,

The next morning 1 announced my discovery. He repeated the
name over and over again, and ihen Infarmed me that I was 2 focl,
that no one could pronounce it, that it had no meaning and was
useless.,

In wvain 1 ﬂ?himﬂ Mt Cheit was the Greek word for hand, and
that * Cheltn” would thus become identified by intelligent people
with the exponent of the hand, ] _

"lel"Pwas the only answer he deigned to give, and fearing
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“ Solomon *" might be again revived, I rushed fo the nearest printers
and so the name * ¢HEIRO "' became launched,

I had 3 brass plate made with the nome ** Clieiro ™ embossed on it
in large Ietters ; this was placed on the street door.

1t had not been in position an hour before it attracted the attention
of 2 man who was well versed in the Greek language. The waord
intrigued him ; he came upstairs t¢ my rooms. I explained what the
plate meant and ke insisted on havieg his hands read on the spot.

He wus my first client, so perhaps T did extra well on {that occasten,
He paid me the great compliment of saying that I had not made a
single mistake in anything [ had said of his past life or of his very
iniricate character.

Without any dernur he agreed 1o give me impressions of his hands
for my cullection. He signed them wath hisinitials, 4. J. B., explaining
very simply that he was Arthur James Balfour, President of the
Society for Psychical Research.

He was, as everyone knows, one of the most distinguished lcaders
of the Conservative Party in the House of Commons, later stifl Frime
Minister, and farther on in his career a3 Lord Balfour he visited
Washington to make the settlement of the War Debt between Great
Britain and the United States.

At a dinner-party that night after he had met me, he related his
interview—with the result that the next day my rooms were besieged
by clients. From that moment out, I was overwhelmed with work,
and by the end of the frst month my Hebrew {riend hed received
back whatever money he had advanced, together with the 5o per cent
he had bargained for,

He was extremely happy over what he was pleased to call ™ his
occult investment.”

His happiness, bowever, was not fated to last long. One afternoon
he rushed up in a very exciled state and thrust an evening paper
under my eyes. ! Look there,” he said, pointing to a paragraph ;
“T ghall be mined.™

Looking down the column I found that some reporter in writing
about the vogue I had started in London, quoted, to show his extreme
learning oo the subject (), an cxtruct from the old Act of Parliament
to prove that all such professions were nothing less than illegal.

“ My dear boy,” my Hebrew friend said, I shall be Tuined. T am
i Government official. T should retire with a pension next year.
I shall lose all if T am found aiding and abetiing a person to break an
Act of Iarliament. You bave paid me back my money with interest ;
for heaven's sake tear up the contract and burn it, and if yon get into
trouble never mention my name or that you ever knew me.,"

Within five minuies the contract was borned, we shook hauds, and
I was ugain a free man.

After the contract was broken up, people came more and more to
hear what T had to say.



CHAPTER V

INTERVIEWS WITH KING EDWARD VI I READ UIS HANDS BEHIND
CURTAINS, HIS "f FADTC NUMBERS ' GIVE DATE OF EIS DEATH

SUPPOSE it 1s no secref now that King Edward was extremely

superstitious in certasin matters. Perhaps it would be more

correct to write that he had an intense interest in Occultism,
believing fervently in fortunate and unfortumate periods, in events
foratold by premonitions, and so forth. Even (ueen Victoria, strong-
minded woman though she was, often incorred the displeasure of her
consort by hamoaning a broken inirror or the spilling of salt.

I shall now relate as simply as possible my first meeting with King
Edward VII, 1 need hardly mention that my experiences with him,
in the house of a Society hostess and later in his own Library, were
goasiped about pretty freely, and greatly added io my reputation as
a Modern Seer.

The first interview was cradled in secrecy, but Chance—or was if
Fate P—upset the carefully laid plans of the lady respoasible for my
introdoction to Queen Victoria’s eldest son, then H.R.H. the Prince
of Wales.

The scene of my first séance with the late King was not in bis own
residence, as might be imagined, but at the house of Lady Arthur
Paget m Belgrave Sguare. Lady Paget wus & charming American,
one of the Stevens' heiresses of Chicago,

secrecy was the keynote of the meeting, and 1 was not teld the
name of the owner of the hands I was to read, My simple instructions
at the ontset were to come to Tady Paget’s house on 2 certain evening
after dinner,

When I arrived, the hostess met me in the hall and conducted me
to the smeking-room at the end of the passage. For all her apparent
. calm, I could see that she was more than a little excited.

" Now,’" she =aid, with a charming smile, " I want youtodoma a
grezt favonr, ' Cheire.' I wonld like vou to sit behind these curtains I have
(ixed up, and read, as fully and as convincingly as is in your powcer, the
bands of a genlleman who is coming here expressly for this purpose.’

Although, to the reader, this may appear to have been an unusnal
roquest, my composure was not aflected. Many of iy chents adopted
all sorts of plans o keep their identity secret from me. The only
thing that inipressed me was the elaborate nature of the arrangements
in this case.

" ¥ou will be alone with him,’” continued Lady Paget, * and you
are to say hankly what you see wilhout having any regard ior his
feelings, Mow, you will do your utmost, will you not ? ¥

“ Certainly,” T answered, ' I will do all 1 can.”

~ Left to myself, I went behind the curtains and arranged the electric

light so that I should be able to sce the hands of my subject to the
best possible advantage. Having done this to my satisfaction, 1
seated myzelf and waited.

v
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A few moments later, 1 heard two people eitering the rnnm'ﬁ Lady
Paget du'ected her companion’'s hands through the slits which; had
been cut in the curtain for the purpose, &nd at once withdrew,

I proceeded to examine the hands before me as calmly as T would
have done if the interview had taken place in my own rooms with
one of my daily ¢onsultants.

The man behind the curtain appeared to be keenly interested.
UOnce or twice he asked questions and occasionally wrthdrew his hands
to note the markings for himsclf. I, {op, was becomung more than
usually excited, for the lines on the hands poinled to an unusual
career.

Gradually I began to indicate the impartant years for certain changes
and events, which appeared to be beyond his contral.

I had reached the point of explaining the days and dates of personal
importance, when an unexpected incident occurred that temporarily

ed me of my tranquillity.

Tuesdays, Thursdays, and Fridays, T said were the most important
days of each week for him ; his implortant numbers were sixes and
nines ; while the months representing these numbers, being March 21st
to April zoth, Aprl zist to May zoth, and Qctober z1st to November
2uth, had centamned, and would contain, the most important events
affecting his life.

* Strange,” =aid a deep and somewhat guttural yeice, ™ but that is
remarkably tre.”™

At that moment he allowed his hands to rest too heavily on the
curtain. The fastening pins came out, the curtain dropped at our
feet—and 1 found myself looking into the well-known facc of the
Britesh Hear Apparent, as he was then,

My looks betrayed my feelings, for, in the kindest way imaginable,
he said: " You have no need to be nervous. You have done
splendidly. Proceed with this curious and interesting idea of numbers,”
he contimued, * forget who 1 am, and be a3 much at your ease a3 you
were before the curiain so inopportunely el

His gracious manner would bave restored {the composure of the
most nervous porson.

Drawing over g small table and procuring seme paper, [ worked out

by my system a diagram showing when the most momentous events
of his life wonld happen, and with what exaciness they would fall into
certain months of the year, and not into others.

Together we Gpgured ot the abeorDing details, and be hnimaelf
indicated the year 69, saying, " As this is the only date when these
two corious numbers first come together, which you say are the key-
notes of my life, I suppose thai must be the end 27

How far off It sesmned ; yet he himeelf, with uncanny precision, had

'ﬁ\mh wak Yoe dete, ¥ m‘E'a:u:"mﬁ. ardaimed dhat Yiog Edwatd wond

his bgth: year when he died,

By my system of numbers the month of April, the month in which
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he wasaiflicied with bis fatal illness, has from time immemaorial heen
represented by the nomber 9. The month of May, in which he died,
is similarly represented by a ©.

The addition of the two figares of the age 6g, equals 15 1 plus 5
equals 6. He passed away o May 6th, a Friday, which, in the most
ancient writings, is also symbolized by the mumiher 6.

At the conclusion, he thanked me most conrteoualy for my delinea-
tionsppremarking that I had been most accurate in dealing with paat
eventd, even if my prognostications had been of a gloomy nature.

“* We may meet agam,” he suid, as I took my departure, and he
addad musingly, ** 3o sixty-nine will mean * The End.” ™

It ,was some vears later when I apain had the honour of meeting
Lim and he was still Prince of Wales,

The Boer War had jast broken out, and thousands of British saldiers
were leaving by every ship for Sonth Africa.

The I’rincess of Monfglyon, who had enjoved the friendship of the
Prince of Wales from her childhood, had come to London with a
clever scheme {or sending cargoss of biscuits oat to the Lroops.

To further her plans, she had enlisted the interest of the Prince, and,
as she had implicit confidence in me, T also had been enrolled 1o assist
her in obtaining aptions from the big bisenit manufacturers of England.

One afternoon [ was in her siiting-room in the Berkelay Hotel,
engaged in placing before her the details of the gpiions [ had been
able to secure, when the door opened and the Prince of Wales entered.

She was about to present me, when the Prince lavghed.

* Why this is the man who will not let me live past sixty-nine 1"

" Whal a pity you are not the Kaiser,” she rejoined. *' He would
already have been executed for lése-majestd”

Alas for her plans! The Prince had called to tell her the War
Oihee had just discovered larpe stores of biscuits that had been aver-
lopked, and already several cargoes of them were on the way to the
front.

A few evenings later, I chanced to be passing the Marlboroogh Clob
as the Prince was leaving. Comibng towards me, he asked me to
accompany him.

“ I should like 1o have another chat with you about wour theory
of numbers,” he said. ** Come with me to my library, where we shall
not be disturbed.”

A Roval request is a Royal command, so I obeyed. It gave me
great pleasure to do so, and [ was flattered by the interest the Prinoe
was showing in my study.

Together we entered Mariborough House and proceeded to the
library. TFirst handing me an excellent ciger, and then some paper,
he asked me to work out the “ numbers " of different people whose
birth dates he mentioned.

Fram six o'clock until nearly eight, I calcolated steadily, until a
message was brought to him that he had to dress for dinper.,
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When, finally, he rose to go, he sheok hands with me in a gracious
manner. Then, making me light another cigar, he walked with me
ag far as the hall, where he held out his hand again and wished me
* good-bye.”

Duripg thiz talk, he got me to work cut, without my knowledge,
the charis of the Kaiser and the Czer of Kussia, as well as those of
members of the British Royal Family; he gave me the date of birth,
but not the name of any person.

He was extremely interested when I expluined the ancient astrological
theory that countries are Tuled by planets and divisions of the zadiac.
1 explaiped that both Germany and England were under the same
zodiacal sign-—the House of Aries—-and that as hoth were governed
by the planet Mars, these nations were bound o fight for supremacy,
or be in active competition against one another, but that the better
plan would be to form an alliance together, He wag so interested in
this idea that he had me write it out for all the principal nations of
ithe waorld,



CHAPTER VI

YING EDWARD'S VISIT TO PARIS. MY SERVICES TOWARDE THE
" ENTENTE CORTIALE.” I LAUNCH A NEWSPAFPER IN THE JNTERESTS
OF PEACE

OLLOWING the preceding account af my interview with King

Hdward VII, it may not be out of place if I relate here how 1

was Infer instrumental in helping forward his now famous project
of the Entente Cordiala hetween England and France, and, in fart, being,
1 may safcly say, one of the first promoters of the idea, at least in
Paris.

T had npaturally never forgotten His Majesty’s condescension and
kind manner towards me, and when lving in Pans, shortly after the
“ Fushodz affair,” which excited so much I'ranch fesling against
England, I did my best in my small way to ensure that at least s
name should ‘be respected at the vanous meetings and gatherings 1
attended.

Dhiring my earlier education one of my tntors—an old man who
knew the world well—had once said to me : "' My boy, 1 will give you
a golden rule for life’s rough journey. Tt is Lhis: * Do good to those
wha do good to you; and as for those who do yau hatm—be sorry
Sfor their lack of judgetent.” If vou follow thiz rule, it may not make
vou 3 millipnaire, but it will at least give you great satisfaciion ™

I had never forgotten my old tutors words ; his muaxim became
one of the fixed principles of ey life, and T must admit T have some-
times gone to extremes to carry it into effect.

The leeling in Pariz at the time of which I am writing was 20 bitter
apainst anyone who even happencd to “ look English ™ that T olten
raw Americans when walking through the boulevards hold seme
American paper prominently in their hands so that the passers-by
could see that, though they spoke the languape, they wet did not
belong to the “hatred race of land-grabbers who had stolen
Fashoda.”

About this time 1 had purchased and had become sole proprietor
of the American Register and Anglo-Colonial World, a newspaper that
had bern founded during the last years of the Empire and which hud
tha distinciion of being the oldest paper published in English on the
Continent,

As this newspaper was so well known and so respected by the
French people for the impartizlity of its politics and its comtinuous
efiorts to promote a good wnderstanding between the Latin and
Anglo-Saxon races, I conceived the idea that it might be eraployed
n some way to avercome the bad feeling already mentioned.

I had remarked, like so many others, that although King Edward
as a4 man was well liked and his former wisits woere continually com-
rmented on, vet when classed cailechively with ™ perfidions Albion *
he hore quite anolher aspect. |

[t therefore came into my mind that it might be a good idea to

43
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collect together the views of the principal political leaders and public
men as to what, in their apinion, would be the reception that King
Ldward would have if he should visit Paris at that moment.,

In pursuit of this plan, I caused a letter to be sent out from the
American Register which, to put it briefly, asked the following
guestions :

That, knowing the deep sympatky and profound interest that His
Majesty King Edward had always shown tuwards France, what in
thelr opinion would be the reception accorded to him if he should
visit Paris at that petind ?

And if such a visit would not do mnch ta allay the bad feeling that
existed, and be the beginning of an ewfenfe, both politically and
commercially, to the ultimate benefit of both nations ¢

Some thousands of these letters were sent out, and in a few days,
and ratker to my own astonishment, replies came pouring in from all
parts of I'rance,

And what replies they wete, too. Some even went so far as fo
write no less than eight pages of arg'ument cither for or against the
idea ; some replied very tersely, a mere “ves™ or “no’; while
others were so abusive as to the very idea of a newspuper asking such
quﬂifim at such a moment that my very hair at times almost stood
on end.

The majority, however, spoke of the King himself in terms of
respect and admiration, and many went so far as to say, that, if such
a visit were possible, they would do their utmost to make it a personel
trinmmph for His Majesty, even though they might not be able to forget
““ the last action of la poltfigue anglaise”

As Sir Edmund Monson, the then British Ambassador to France,
had always been extremely cordial to me, withont consulting anyane
I made a packet of these letters, showed them fc him, and askad if
he would send them on to His Majesty.

Sir Edmund, although most considerate to me, told me Fankly
that, with, the tenston and bad feeling which czisted, he did not beheve
any good could ¢come from my plan, and so, with my packet of letters,
I returnied home,

Abaut this time I happened o be introdoced to Monsieur Delcagsé,
who was then Minister for Foreign Affairs. lie congratnlated me
warmly on the atritude taken up by my newspaper, and from what
he said, both then and at the second interview, I determined to carry
vut my plan ang forward the letters to His Majesty myscl,

I went through them very carcfully, but T adinit [ kept back all
those that were too hastily or hotly worded, and whick, I am glad {o
say, I still have in my possession, especiaﬂy as many of those who
wrote them have since altered their opimions, and are to-day stavnch
upholders of the enlents.

So that King Edward might, perhaps, remember wha his corre-
spondent was, 1 wrote, in my letter, * Your Majesty may perhaps
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recall me as the man whom Your Majesty said * would not let you live
past gixty-nine,’ ** and so the letters were sent off.

Nearly a month passed. [ heard nothing; but mcanwhile the
American Rezister and Anglo-Colongal World continued its articles and
publishied the most important and favourable letters we had received,
and special copies of these issues were sent to almost every man of
note in, the political warld in I'rance and England. Many of the
leading French newspapers commented on the enterprise of the
American Repister, and quite a large number quoted the published
letters and articles in their own columns.

One afterncon ] received 2 message requesting me to call at the
British Embassy, and {roin Sir Edmund’s own hands I reczved the
lotters returned from the King, " with his thanks for the trouble I
had gone to in the matter.,” Sir Edmond added : * In the next few
days yon will' hear that arrangements are being made for His Majesty's
vistt to Paris.”™

It would be superfluous for me to make any comment on “ the
viait '" 1tself, for almost every writer and newspaper m the world has
passed judgment on its far-reaching effect.

I must, however, disagroe wath the " glowmg deseriptions ™ given
by so many of the “ warm reception ** accorded (0 His Majesty when
his carrizgge (rst drove through the streets of Paris, on May 1st,
1503

gIEwas anything, in fact, but a warm, or even a lnkewarm, reception,
It iz true that the Avenue du Bois de Boulogne and the Champs-
Elysées were crowded with people, but they were for the most part a
very silent crowd ; very few even raised their hats,

Everyone knew that Fresident Loubet and the authorities were m
the greatest apprchension lest at any moment a counter-detnonstration
should take place. Every precaution that could be taken for the
King's safety was taken, and the police arrangements in the ex-
perienced hands of Monsieur Lépine were perfection itself. Still, all
tlis could not arcise the enthisiasm of the people-—a people who
rather imagined that * the visit '" was just “ ancther proof how France
had been s3old into the mesh of * perfidious Albien.' ¥

THE LADEKCEING OF THE " ENTENTE CORDIALE " NEWSPAPER

About a month hefore * the wisit,”” as it became callad In Paris,
I thought I wauld follow up the success of the letters previously
mentioned by starting another newspaper whose title would be more
in accordance with political interests, and with this view I founded
a paper called the Eniende Cordrale, or, as its sub-heading announced
it, " A Jourual in the Interest of International Peace.”

For this purpose T engaged comrespondents in the principal capitals
of Europe and several editors capable of carrying out its
All went well until the evening before we went to press with the firat
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pumber, when an episode took place which was perhape in itself an
pmen of the difficulties that beset the path of these who, in a warld
of strife, allow themselvcs to dresim of peace,

This incident, although amusing enough pow to look back opon,
yet, at the moment it oceurred, almost prevented the birth of the
journal and nearly altered my own ideas on the feasibility of the
enterprise.

Qn account of the errors made in the English part of the paper by
oqr French compositors, we were compelled at the last moment to
make the first issue of the publication through cur London offices, and
go I rushed over from Paris the night before hoping to find everything
in readiness for the press.

My principal editor was an Englishman who had lived the greater
part of his life on the Continent, and who was thoroughly conversant
with several forcign langnages. With his majestic white beard he
looked in himself a perfect model for a Statuz of Pexce, but at heart
he was an incarnation of a thorough British bulldeg who showed his
fighting blood in a second i England’s dignity or rightecusness was
ever called in question.

Another editor was a Frenchman whao, although in the end one of
the greatest defenders of the Eufenie Cordiale, yet at that time was
still *a little sore over Fashoda,” and alwawvs ready to bring the
question up at the most inoppertune moment,

The editorial staff in Londor was complcted by ap Irishman who
bad been a war correspondent for the past thirty years.

The Inshiman, T peed hardly add, was the ' powder mapazine ™ of
the ship.

His faults may have been many, but be was cne of the most brilliant
writers it has ever been my lot to meet. No subject was amiss to his
rapid pen. International law lo the history of an Egyptian mummy
~3all came the same to him if an article was reguired at the last
moment, provided that one did not question a certain geperous
allowance of alcohol that * was necessary,”’ he said, *' in order that
his brain might see things in their proper light.”

In soch 2 combination his Inish sense of homonr was, however,
a somewhat serious drawback. In fact, he thooght * International
Peace * such a huge joke {hat he nearly split his sides with langhter
the fost vme he saw our ambitious seb-title,

On S tidet | guestion, a8 T jomped ont of my ok, even at the
street door the sounds of discord and strife already reached my ears.
** What's the matter ? ' T said to the porter. With a significant grin
he replied: *'It's the first night of the Peace journal upstairs, sir :
thagt;i E]-‘LJ.I h / ol

ite enoegh for me, 1 thonght, as at the moment there came an
appalling crash of glass, and the Frenchman came tearing
gtairs like a m&dma%. : down the

In the editorizl rcom it lunkedasifacyclﬂnehadpaidampr}u
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visit—-proof sheets were fHying In every conceivable direction, my
venerable editor had a nose so damaged that it spouted blood like a
watcr-cart, while my cx-war correspondent logked as if “ he had juat
returned from the front.”

1 never knew exactly what happened——for I never asked. ' A good
beginning,” was all the Inshman said as he seized a pen and began to
dash off his special article, ™ England,”” at the other end of the table,
tried to look dignified; while a diligent office bay gathered up the
proofs and solemnly laid them before me.

Not a word was said, but for the few hours that followed I must
confess 1o two men ever worked harder in their lives, with the result
that some of the finest articles on the virtues of peace were produoced
that were perhaps ever written on the subject.

The next day the Ewsferde Cordiale appeared on the bookstalls, and
I found that vwe had the hanour of giving the King a new titlethat
of " Edward the Peacemaker.” The frst time he was ever called by
this name was in &e columns of the firsé issue of s journal.

in less than two months the Ewndende Cordiale was selling well in all
purts of the world, and letters of congratulation poured in from the
most upexpected guarters. Nearly cvery monurch in Eurgpe wrote
to acknowledge copies, and from far-distant Japan the Mikado sent
the axpression of his hest wishes for its soccess,

Fmancially there was, however, nothing I ever vndertook that
ended in snch a balance on the wrong side. Printed on the bast paper,
well illustrated, and toe well edited, its cost of production every month
overwhelmed its income, so that after running this paper for a lhittle
over a year 1 was glad to stop my experiment in ** the interests of
peace “'—and pocket a very heavy loss fur my paing,

And the inconsistency of it all! While all nations praised peace
they all actively prepared for war. A certain millionaire, who got the
greater part of his fortune from the manufacture of cannon and
armout-plate for hattleships, gave large donations to build a Palace
of ** Peace,” but no one ever thonght of supporting a journal dedicated
to its propaganda. Diplomatists were the very last who ever paid
thefr subscriptions, and when they did—it was with a request that
their picture might be published in the next issue,

In the end T came to the conclusion my Irish ex-wart correspondent’s
joke had not been far wrong, and that in the great game of politics
the superb ideal of International Peace is a dream only to be indulged
in—by the very vich—qr the very fonlish,

Before I conclude my humbla remarks on thiz question of Inter-
national Peace, I feel I must add=—even at the risk of displegsing those
of my veaders who clampur for the curtalling of the Wavy of toe
United Stutes and of Britmm—ont v s theee great navies alous

whith to-day appear to have the peace of the entire world in their
keeping,
Itptil;gnnly those who like myself havs lived for many years beneath
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the flags of other nations, who can realize what such a power for
Peace really means. In a menave of war there is only one question
asked : " What will England do ? " or, * What will the United States
do? " and it ie on the anewer to that vital question that so much
depends,

Among the many letters 1 received praising my paper, the Enlenie
Cordiale, the one that I prize most was from Buckingham Palace from
King Edward VII. .

When the Coronation of His Majesty was postponed in June 1go2
owing to his serious and severe illness, (Oueen Alexandra sent an
equerry to fetch me to come and see her at Buckingham Palace,

Addressing me in my professional name, she said in the simplest
manner possible, ©° Cheiro,” you so impressed His Majesty many
years ago that he wonld not die before his byth year, in is now
serious coidlition [ have sent for you to instil inte his mind that his
life is good for many years yet, As His Majesty is now only in his
b1st year, you must impress on him that his present gloonty fears are
not justified and that his Coronation, which vou predicted for Avgust
1002, will talee place as stated by yon.”’

" Your Majesty, I will do my best,”” I answered.

Very quietly we entered the invalid's room.

The King, looking very pale and wealk, was half sitting up m bed
Pmpped up by pillows.

The Queen gave a sign for the nurse to leave and motioned me to
a l:]1a1r by the side of the bed.

King Edward recagnized me at once ; in fact, the impression T got
was that he knew the Oreen had sent for me.

On a table by the side of the bed lay a sheet of paper, the same
identical paper an which he had jotted down my words at that first
interview he had with tne at Lady Paget’s home ; the date 6g was
underlined by 2 heavy pencil-mark,

He nodded and pave me a smile of welcome.

In a very weak voice he s2id, " I am very, very ill. Do you still
beleve I will reach my 64th year 7 ™

Almpst impulsively 1 blurted out, " Your Majesty nead have no
fear. I know vou will live till then, I am posiively certain of it."”

My very asyurance seemed to do him geod. Quite 2 bright smile
passed over lus face as he said :

“ Thank you. I hope vou are right., T have many things to do
before I pass away.”

Then i was, [ put forth all the will-power I could cominand. Look-
ing hin straight in the eyes, I said, “ Your Majesty will remember
that I worked out many years ago that your Corenation as King of
England would take place in August 1gez., We are now -:ml:,r at the
end of June ; this illness is only femporary, please believe me.’

“1 am almost forced to do s0,”" ke nodded. ** Every other date
yon gave me turned out correctly. 1 jotted them down on that paper,
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Tell me what date, then, in Angust would be the best one to fix for
the Coronation.”

“ One of your number of nines, sir,” I replied. “ T would suggest
Auvgust gth. The number g is your strongest * fadic * number. You
were born on November gth. From time immemorial in occult studies,
Navember has been considered the House of the Nine, or the House
of Mars sezgatine ; that is why your name will go down fo posterity
as Edward the Peacemaker. The month of August 18 called the Royal
House of Leo the Lion ; therefore August gth would be the best date
that you could decide on."

Fearing of tiring the Royal invalid, I rose to go.

The King smiled and said, * Thank you for your visit. You have
made me feel better.”

Cell it hypnotism or anything one pleasash;‘?uaen Alexandra sent
me a message the next day that my words cheered up the King
so much that he had skept well that night and showed signa of rapid
improvement, and that orders bad been giver for the Coronstion to
be fixed for August gth—the date 1 had named.

The next occasion on which I met King Edward was at the reception
given hmm at the British Embassy in Paris at the time of “ the visit.”

I was formally presented to him by the Ambassadar, Sir Edmund
Monson, among other members of the British Colony. The presentation
was naturally made under my own name, but with that wonderful
memory for places and names which characterized His late Majesty,
ke immediately addressed me as * Cheiro,” to the great -astonishment
of Sir Edmund, who it is quite probable did not know me under my
oM g guerre,

‘The last ocrasion on which I met King Edward was just a few
months before his death. He was joining the royal train at Victaria
Station to make his nsval journey to the South of France to
the winter in Londuan. I happened to be going abroad also and was
standing on the platform as he passed. 1 did not for one moment
believe that he would notice me, but he stopped and, smiling broadly,
said, " Well, ‘ Cheiro," ['m still alive, as you see, but I have not reached
that 69 number yet,”

A few weeks later he entered that fatal year, By the end of
November telegrams were already coming from Biarritz saying that
the King's health was causing anxiety, and his own doctor was
despatched from London,

In a few months His Majesty returmed to Buockingham Palace and
the public heard with consternation towards the middle of April of
his serious illness that was soon to prove fatal.

On Friday, May Gth, zqzo, in his 6gth year, the first time that the
** fadic ” numbers of 6 and 9 came together in his Life, King Edward VII
was ‘' pathered to his forefathers.”



CHAPTER VII

THE REASON " TH® LAW "™ BID NOT INTERFERE WITH ME. HOW 1
CONYERTED E£IR GRORGE LEWIS

URING my first season in London, some of the newspapers

began printing many articles abont me] eome were ex-

tremely flattering, but some were erqually hostile and again

called attentiom to the old Act of DI'arliament, making oui that my

profession was illegal, and calling on the authonties to have me
suppressed.

{Juestions about me were also asked in the House of Commons, and

a.t last une Monday morning, I received the visit of a Palice Inspector,

but firmly told me that no steps would be taken if on the

fullnmng g&turday 1 closed my consulting-reoms. He very con-

siderately left with me a copy of the Act of Parliament which read as
foliows

“ Any person or persons fonnd gmilty of practising Palmistry,
Astrology, Witcheraft, or all such works of the devil, is hereby
deemed a rogue and vagabond to be sentenced to lose all his
goods-.and possessions, to stand for one year in the Pillory, and
to be expelled from the country, or to be imprisoned for life.”

The Act in question had been made in the time of Heary V111,
probably berause the *' much married monarch © did nof wish that
his many wives should beve sny chance o find ont there aohappy
fate by such aids as Astrology or Palmistry.

After the passing of snch an Act, it is to he hoped that Henry Y111
slept in peace, knowing that Anne Bolevn or Catherine Howard would
rcmain in ignorance that * the axe "’ was waiting for their beads.

History also states that the King blamed Astrology for the rebellton
of the Doke of Buckingham, but whether it was caused by wives or
rebeliions, in any case this intelligent Act {?) came into Deing.

Under his daughter Elizabeth it fcll into abeyance, due, perhaps.
1o her behef in the famous old Astrologer and Palmist, Tir. Jobn Dee,
and her many wvisits to consult him at Mortlake. In any case history
tells ws that her " good Dr. Dee ™ acted for over twenty yeats as the
Chieerz"s Advisor, Counsellor and Friend, and who kmows if the greatness
of England to-day does not owe more than anyone may imagine to
* Oueen Bess” acting on the advice given her from Palmistry and
Astrology of which studies old John Dee was a master of at that time ?

In the Life of Dr. fokwn Dee, published recently by Constable & Co.,
London, it is disclosed that thJs famous Palmlsl: and Astrologer was
alsa celebrated for his scientific attainments which were of no mean
order. “* When (ueen Elizabeth desired that a statement of her
claimy {0 Greenland and other countries discovered by English
explorers should be made, she turned to Dir. Dee, who ably fulfilled
the task. He also made a map of the Polar regions for the (Jueen,”

Such was the savani under whose tuition Quean Elizabeth studied

=a
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Astrofogy and Palmistry, and “ upon whose powers of divination she
relied when troubled by Xepler’s Comet.”

Under George TIT, whose name is handed down to posterity for the
Toss of America, the old Act was revived, and as times may change
and people may change but Acts of Parliament never, 3o does this law
remain in foree in England to the present day.

1 had naturally no desire to bring duwn on my head the threatened
consequences iovolved, so I gave orders to my secretary to book no
appointments beyond the end of that week, as on Saturday at six
o'clock [ intended to see my last client,

I never worked harder or did betfer than during that week, and at
six o'clpek on Saturday, as far as my plans were concerned, I had
finished my career as *' Cheiro.”

Fate, however, which had plaved zuch an eventful part in bringing
into my life actions over which I had no control, had evidently planned
atherwise. I hewrd e lady’s woice at the door entreating my secretary
to arrange au interview then and there, and so the lady entered.

At the end of the interview, leaning back in her chair, she said ;
“ 1 have aiways been a believer in this study of hands. T shall have
some very interesting people cowming to my honse to-might. What
will be yaur fee to come and demanstrate your work 7 7

' lr-.::-th.mg. Madam,” I =aid, " absolutely nothing ; since six o'clock
to-day, * Cheiro ° has ceased to exist, but 1f vou will allow me I wilt
give you my services with plea.sure, as 1 only want to convince
intclligent pecple that there are some who carTy on this study who are
neither charlatans nor impoestors.”

" Thank you,"” she suid ; * you shall have your opportwity perhaps
to-night. Here is my -:.arcl, * Mrs, Walter Palmer, Brook Street. 1
will expect you at g.30.

The guoests tripped np the stairs langhing and talking. The first
person they insisted on roy seeing was an elderly gentlermnan whom
they addressed as " the docfor,”” " The doctor,” without opening his
lips, submitted fairly gracefully to “ the operation,” and in a few
moments I had sketched gut the mzin points of his career, the years
in which he had made such and such clanges, etc. He became
interested, the laughing ceased, and finally when I stopped he said :
" Well, T have been vour greatest scepiic and have argned all the
evening against such a thing being possible, but I don't care Wl‘lﬂthﬂ
you have told me these things by my hands or by my hoots, you Have
certainly hit on dates and things that are aceurate, but how vou have
done it I do oot know.™

“5till," I said, ™ if you are a doctor this science is all wrong, for
you are 1o more fit to be a doctor than the man in the moorn.”

“ Well, sir,” he said, ** what profession by * my lines * shouid I then
have followed ¢ ™
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* Qnly one,” T answered, © that of a barrister, or better stilt perhaps,
a criminal lawyer.”

Pulling out his card, my visitor said, " I confess 1 think yor really
degserve 1o kmow who I am.” On the rard ho handed me T read the
well-known name of

Mr. GEORGE LEwis!

After that, onc guest after the other passed through the ordeal,
Mr. Herbert Gladstone, Sir Henry Irving, his son Lawrenca Irving,
and dozens of others, until finally, a2t nearly three o'clock a.m.,
Mrs. Palmer said [ must be too tired to do more, and she invited me
te call the next day and talk over what she said was “ her triumph
as well as mine. "

The next day (Sunday) sha said : " Yoo cannat posgibly think of
giving up this work,” and then I told her of the newspaper articles
whick had been sent to me, of the Act of Parliament prohibiting it, ete.

In her enthusiastic way she said : " You made such a success last
night with George Lewis. I will run round and ask him hie opinics.
Wait here till I come back.”

I waited, and when she returned she said : ™ George Lewis says you
are working on such a totally different foundation fromn what this old
Act was intended to apply to, that you do not come nnder it. You are
to send his card 1o Scotland Yard and {ell them to address any further
communications to him,"

T obeyed these instructions, The next morning I resumed my
professicnal life, and never again at any time did I hear of any inter-
ference or talk of this Act of Parliament being applied in my case.

1 Afterwards Sir George Lewis, head of the lamons Iaw lizm o Lewis and Lewis.



CHAFPTER VIII

KING 1FOTOLD OF BELGIUM HELPS ME WITE AW " IRISH STEW." THE
INFLITENCE OF GABY DESLYS OVER TWD EINGS

ISTORY has by now lined up faithiully the foibles and the
H fpllies, the shrewdness and the calculating cleverness in finance
and diplomacy of Leopold II, King of the Belgians,

I had the honour of reading his hand and revealing to him his
length of years, It wus an interesting experience, for King Leopold
was a complex man as well as a varsatile monarch.

During the run of the Paris Exhibition, I was invited one day to
an important lonch given in hooour of Senator Thomas Walsh, of
‘Washington, coe of the American Comunissioners to Paris at that
moment.

This luncheon was giver in the handsome beilding called the United
States Paovilion, and was attended by the principal Americans in
Paris, togethor with many notable French people, whe had contributed
towurds moking the exhibition the success it undoubtedly was,

Mr., Walsh was an enorroonsly wealthy mining man of the State
of Montana, whose liberality had done much to make the American
section extremely popolar with all classes,

After several spe had been made by the American Ambassador,
(reneral Horace Porter, the Commissioner General, the President of
the American Chamber of Commerce, and others, the Chairman, for
some reasen [ have never understood, called on me also for a specch.

As T rose to reply, King Leopold, who was a personal friend of
Mr. Walsh, entered with his ade-de-camp, Count d'Cutremont, and
stood at the deoor. I cannot remember one word of what I said; all
I kmow is, that, at the end I was loudly upplandcd, and the Eing sent
word that he would like me to be presented to him.

King Leopold congratulated me on making what he was pleased {0
term ™ an excellent imprompiu speech,” aod added that “ one of the
things he most cnvied was the power of gpecch.” The same week,
[ apain met him at a Jarge receplion given by Mr. Walsh ; on this
occasion, athough there were some hondreds of people present, 1is
Majesty with his hawk-like eyes spotted me at the other side of the
roem, and crossing over, held out s hand, at the sames time saying :
"1 have been ftold that you follow a wvery strange and interesting
profession. I would like to have your address and perhaps in one of
my leisure moments I may want to avail myself of it."

I heard later that many people were amazed at his condescension
in talking to me, and I know I suffered in conseguence from the
jealousy it aronsed.

Two days later, 1 was sitting down to an carly lunch, when my
Brvant sanounced that an sidently peoiieman who had greak
resemblance to the King ol Belgium, wes in the salon, waiting to

SEE me,
Through the dining-room door, to my amazement, [ saw that my
53
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visitor was indeed none other than King Leopold, and hastily santering,
I apologized for the sroell of lunch that pervaded the apartment.

He stood up, hie great height towering vver me. Very gravely be
said : " Monsienr ° Cheiro,” T want you to do me a favour, I am sure
I smell Irish stew ; it is a dish I always relish, so do me the faveur of
asking me {0 help you wrth it.”

“ But—Yoor Majesty——"" 1 stammered.

“ There are no "buts " when I want anything,” be laughed, ™ so
don’t let us allow the dish to get cold—believe me, there is nothing
I would like better.”

Fortunately, the stew was really a good one, far my * French cook
happened to be an Irish woman, united ih marriage to a chef at the
Café de Parie, and Irish stew was fo ber a kind of sacred memory of
all that was best in her Motherland,

In 2 few minutes, we sat down to the table and my illustrions visifor
did full justice to my Irish dish.

I found His Majesty of Belgium was enormously interested in the
United States, and a5 I had travelled ali over it, many were the
questions he asked me about its marvellous development and also
about the diffsrent Americans T had had the good fortune to meet
whie there,

After a vup of coffec and some cigarettes, we adjourned to my
eonsulting room, and I explained ' the lines ” in his long and highly
mtelligent-looking hands.

He became apparently interested in what 1 told him ; a good hour
had afready passed, the clock on my table struck four o'clock. He
started up abraptly, * I cannot stay longer,” he said, * but I want
to bear more. When can you come to me at Laeken Palace ? To-day
is Thursday—I leave to-morrow for Brussels; can you come on
Saturday at six in the evening ?

With kings, to hear is to obey. Full up though 1 waz with enpage-
ments, I decided to cancel them at once. The mugnetic personality
of this monatch, at the time the mest-talked-of King in Europe,
gn;pped me with infense fascination,

* Good,” he said, after I bad mapped out my movements, ** T shal?
expect you at six. Tuke this e placed a card in my hand—
" present this {0 the officer of the guard at the Palace and you will be
admitted without question.”

With this ha strode out of the Toom. ,

I made a fast jowrney from Paris, and arvived im the Belpian capital

in arnple time to keep my appointment. 1 found Laeken a fine-looking
palace, otgnaly an Al chdkean very twach modermized, and sus-
rounded by beautidul woods. I made my way to the main entrance,
was stopped by the guard, handed over to an officer, and quickly
found that the card given me by the King was an Opem Sgeams, On
the stroke of six, I was seated in a small room, plainly fnenished, and
not unlike an ordinary hotel sitting-room.
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Suddenty one of the inner doors opened and His Majesty appeared.
He was dressed very sinply, in a morning suit and sm-::-ﬁng his etarnal

i#ar. He bade me come into his study and quickly made me fesl
quite at home. For some minutes the conversation turned upon the
British Royal Family, One remark I can repeat, as it was so shrewd :
 When King Edward gets his ' head * in foreign aflairs, he will be a
big surprise. He is « barn diplomat.” He also made some penetrating
remarks upon the character of the Duke of York, now King George V.
I was amazed ta see how closely the Belgian King had studied varions
Rovyalties,

1 had expected to be called upon fo give His Majesty anather
demonstration of my art of reading hands, but tc my surprise, he
suddenly said :

" You are hungry ; you must have something to eat.”

1 protested that T required nothing.

'"Nonsense,” he replied, getting up and touching o bell. " Yon
gave me an excellent © Irish stew’ i your house, you shall now have
one in mine.” As he said this—and I must confess I thought roy eara
deceived me—he laughed his peculiar sardomic croak, and repeated
again in commanding tones that had a touch of foreign intonation :
“ T will show yan how to malke one, it is my favourite dish.”

I certainly was not prepared for the gastronomic exhibition that
followed, and incideptally [ may reveal that I stumbled wpon one of
the most curious Roysal hobbies. ¥or in response to the ring, a servant
appeared,

“* Kitchen | " was the curt word, and the servant wanished. This
servant, by the way, was an ex-guardsman, a Scotsman, who had been
for some years in the service of King Leopold.

“ Come with me,"” said the King, rubbing his hands.

1 followed him into a small kitchen, wonderfully fitted up with
every device for cookery, and entirely dominated by electricity.

On the side of the electric range a copper pot was gently simmering ;
going up to it His Majestvy took off the lid and sniffed the =avoury
srell with evident satisfaction,

It was while he was earnestly engrossed with the task of watching
the stew, that I was amused--I hope the expression is not disrespectful
—to learn that the King of the Belgiens oftcn cooked his own supper,

" T'm s tired of the elabomte dishes cooked by the chef,” he told
me, “ and have no intention of digging my grave with my teeth. To
this end, some time ago, I thought ont the idea of doing some cooldng
myseli. I have found it veal fun, and 1 am going to say that nobody
can ook better Irieh ster thom L can)’

1 remained silent, when suddenly he addad

“Is it true, ‘ Cheiro,” that King Edward is a great gourmet ! It
is so gossiped in European courts, and when he came 10 Brussels a3
Prince of Wales, my chefs vied with cach other in preparing wonderful
dishes. But most of them were passed by.”
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I was able to assure His Majesty that so far as I had heard, King
Edward was extremely simple in his taste, and 1 répeated the anecdote
concerning the occasion when, as Prince of Wales, he was asked to
dinner by Lord Randolph Churchill and consented on conditions
* Churchill, yon must give me liver and bacon.” The King of the
Belgians langhed heartily at this,

With such light conversation, the time went on until the stew was
ready. His Majesty poured it gut into two dishes and there and then
sat down, His Majesty opposite to me at 2 small table én fhe Rilchen.
T can honestly say that it was the most perfect Itish staw I have aver
tasted. It waz a emrious introduction to a séance with Rovalty.

Afterwards we retwrned to the smoking-room again—ior such [
found #t was—and after he had pressed me to have something to
drink, he began :

" Now, * Cheiro,” T want you to continue {he examination of my
hands from where you left off the other day. T have heard fram
several sources of yonr remarkabla skill in predictions of death-days,
and important dates in life. I want yon to tell me of any stnkmg
events that you see, and anything that portends in the near future,”

As he uttered these words, the King's manner became very scrious |
I felt that be realized that the shadow of “ The End " was creeping
over his long reign, apd that he half dreaded, yet longed, to peer into
the “ Future.”

With this he 1aid his strong, masterfnl hands apon a small cushion,
and remained absolutely silent while I again made a carefut examina-
tion of the clearly marked linesin his hand. Sixty-two years of crowdad
life eemed indexed on the right palm ; wlule on the left I saw graved
the bereditary pointers that told theu: own tale of the inherited noture,
the weak and stmng points that are just as visible on the palm of
Itayalty as on any other hand.

Born son of a king known as the * beloved Uncle of Queen Victoria ™
{Lecpold I), he inberited to the full the peculiarities of the Saxe-
Coburg-Seafeld dynasty ; proud, obstinate, strong m love and in hate.
I must confess that as I stodied the maze of lines that confronted me,
1 became fascinated with my subject, until at last ¥ involuntarily
exclaimed ;

* A wonderful hand! It holds what it grasps | "’

" No flattery,” replied the King sternly.

™ 8ir,” [ said, * if your hand was that of a peasent I should say the
E E -.l ]

I explained to him the peculiar significance of the Line of Head
3o clearly marked acress the cenire of the palm. It showed not only
remarkable intelligence, but, above all, the power of goguisition. It
need hardly be explained that the King's conduct of the Belgian
Congo exploitation has been acknowledged to be a masterpiece of high

" Bat tell me” he aaid, * my physical condition.”



CONFESSIONS: MEMOIRS OF A MODERN EEER &Y

As briefly as I was able, I explained that the indications peinted
to remarkable lung development, a soumd nervous system, while the
heart and circulation were excellent. 1 may state that it is beyond
dispute that upon the palm of the hand is graved a chart of health,
which is closely described in the many books I have written on this
study.

" E’Iﬁtﬂ sound then, * Cheiro’ ? * he questtoned, fixing his immerious
eyes npon my face. 1 paused, for I saw written there one fatal defect
which 1 lmew must ¢aon bring the Royal frame down to the dust of
dissolution.

“ Not quite,” I said diplomatically ; * you will, I fear, before long
develop some serious trouble in connection with the digestive system
and internal organs.”

* That is your revenge for being made to eat Irish stew in o Royal
palace,” he laughed. “ You are wrong, ‘ Cheiro,” I can eat anything.”

I let it pass and went on to other matters. When, twa years later,
on December 17th, 1500, death called for the King at his palace, the
officizal bulletin gave the cause of dissclution as @ complefe breakdowen
of the digestive organs, and tnlestingl pbslruction.

I passed gver the matfer of lis various love affairs, and the dark
cloud that had settled over his domestic affairs. Few monarchs have
been more cursed in their matrimonial life than Leopold 11, His
Ausirian wife was estranged from him ; his hair, the Doke of Hainaut,
died of consumption ; his daughter Stephanie was involved in the
tragedy of Meverling whereby her husband committed suicide ; whilst
in his later days, cnly one of his children, the Princess Clementina,
wotld come near him.,

" What are my years ? "

This was the next question shot cut in his commanding voice, I
knew that the birth date of His Majesty was April gth, 1835, and I
bad already made the calculations necessary for diviping the pre-
dominating position of the planets when he came into the world. The
prevailing influences were favourable for success in business under-
takings, but decidedly unfavaourable for matters of affections, Accord-
ing to my computation, the figure g was the key numeral in the life
of His Majesty of Belgium, It would take up too mmuch space to show
how astoundingly this figure dominated his whole existence, just as &
and § were the overruling figures of King Edward.

I was certain that xgog was King Leopold’s “ fatal year,” and
probably at the end of the year, as the planetary conditions would
then be unfavaurable to him. I asked him point-blank if he wished
me 1o give an apinion.

" Yes,” he said, “ why not #

I then said ;

“1 should predict 1909 as being a year of grestest import to your
physical health, and the utmost care shonid be taken all through that
particular year,
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I may here observe that while I believe a man's Fate is, as the
Eastern saying puts it, * bound invisibly about his forchead when he
enters this Vale of Tears," yet it is possible by knowledge to avoid the
ill-effects of unfavourable aspects of the plapets. Thus I warned
W. T. Stead years before his death by drawning, that a certain month
in a certain vear was highly dangerous to him should he be travelling
by water. He laughed and said: “ Don't you know, * Chero,” that
I am to die at the hands of a London mob ? ¥ This was a fixed idea
of his, and I have often wondered whether he remembered ray pre-
diction, in that sclemn moment when he saw Death appreach him on
the sinking Tilame,

Lcopold brushed aside my prediction concerning rgog ; for he was
nervously sensitive upon the subject of his health.

In Deceraber 1909, on the 1oth of the month, I happened to be
turhing up my notes on this interview at Lasken, and cbserved to a
friend in London: ' I should not be surprisad if there is naws of the
drath of a Continental monarch before long, and 1 believe it will be
the King of the Belgians,’” At the tune there was no hint that Leopold
was failing ; in fact, the official newspaper reports gave his healt
excellent. Bat om the r5th came the news that he was aillimg ; on the
I#th he died suddenly. The post-nortem revealed the cause of death
to be intestinal trouble.

1 cannot reveal gll the conversation that followed. It has been said
that Leopold was a harsh father and a hard taskmaster to his Congo
warkers. Hut ] may chronicle that he found abiding happiness in his
companionship with the Baroness Vanghan—some Tecompense after
the extraordinarily anhappy scenes that made up his married life, and
culminated 1n his goammels with most of his family.

After an Interview lasting nearly two bours, we were intermptﬁd
by the appearance of a short, stont, remarkably handsome lad dy
wham I was introduced. This was Baroness Vaughan, Leopold w
said to have gone thromgh a marmage ceremony with this lady some
time before ; but as the ceremnony was net T&cagmz&d by the Belgian
Parliament, shse was not rega:rded LT i;:ru.cen it is not correct, however,
to call the match a morganatic marriage. She wasa very great comnfort
to the monarch in his declining days, and was with him to the last.

As the King evidently did not wish the Baroness to remain, she very
tactiully Ieft the room, and His Majesty went on to discuss with me
my system of nnmbers and lucky and uniucky days.!

He disclesed that he was a shrewd speculatar on the Stock Exchange,
and wanted to know what his * lacky days “ were, [ explained to
him exactly which would be the most favourable times for matters
eonnected with money, and he carefully noted down all I told him.

I left His Majesty of the Belgians feeling that I had been in the

presence of o very temartkable man, one who possessed gualifications
that, would have mode him successtul in many walks of hie if hie had

* Thie gystem is described Inlly in ¢ Cheirg's Eook of Numberi.
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not been born beneath the pwrple. He had a clear brain, great T
of concentration, inflexible will amounting to hardness, and rea?c:;?i‘;:a
of diplomacy. Agsinst this mast be sct his predilection for the far
sex, which caused his frequent wvisits to Paris in his later days to
amount to a scandal. In this connection I cannot forbear touching
upon a rather interesting visit I had from a lady whose name is gfill
remembered with affection,

I was in my apartment at Paris one morning when I received a
vicit from a heavily veiled woman, On examining her hands, 1 saw
certain lines that are unnsual in denoting influence of remarlzble men
of the bighest rank. )

As T have explained befors, a kind of clairvoyant piciure often
appeared in tny brain during my consaltations,

“ Madame, there must be considerable perplexity in yomr mind at
the present time, for you have excited interest in the hearts of fwa
men, both much older than yourself, and who have the means 1o
gratify therr wishes."” T hesitated, and she said in a singularly sweet
volce :

" Da not shirk, * Cheiro,’ from telling me everything,’

" These two men hoth wear a crown, but up to now, you have
repelled them both.™

She removed her bands from the cushion and pot them up to hker
velled face, as thovgh teo control ber thoughts, Then she said in a low
voice |

“My name 153 Gaby Deslys, You know all about me by rapute "
at this tirne she was making a t{riumphant soccess at the Folies
Rergéres in Paris—" I bave had invitations to sepper from both Xing
Carlos af Portugal and King Leopold of Belginm. I do not wish to
seemn discourtecus, or refuse what is practically a command, but [
gg tr1'1|n't‘ know what to do ; up to now, as you say, [ have kept free from

The more I studied the palms of this talented dancer, the greater
was the sense of bewilderrnent 1 experienced. For here was one of
those radiant creatures of sunlight, born to delight thousands, yet as
surely doomed to sadness and premature death. Al those who knew
this enchanting woman intimatcly, know that she was singularly
unselfish and anxious to bhelp everyone who was in trouble, But
death beckoned her away at the zemth of her career,

I saw, too, that here was pre of those women destined to canse the
lormation of events of far-reaching importance. Tt is no secret that
the open rivalry between Carlos of Portogal and Leopald of Belgium,
as to which could shower the greatest attention upon Gaby Deslys
when she rose to triumphant fame, wag most untevourably commented
upon in the Presy of both couniries. The ussassination of Carlos and
his heir marked the culmination of this revulsion of respect for the
House of Braganza., Gaby Deslys was ana of those lovely but ™ fatal ™
women, born to set in motion many currents leading to trouble.
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The extygordinary mystery concerning her birth and who she really
was, has never been cleared up.

Hundreds of thousands of people tha world over have seen her on
the stage. Her photograph has been published in every continent,
vet no obe has come forward with any definite proof of where she was
born.

After her death rose up like mushrooms from almost every
counity claiming that they were reIatwes of the celebrated beauty,
but as she had left a fortune of 2ome hundreds of thonsands, it may
have been the canse of such universal interest. These claims, however,
were never proved and have only increased the myvstery,

Gaby herself always avoided the subject by merely saying therc was
a mystery about her birth and that when the right momext came she
would herself disclose who she was—&ul that moement never came.

During the last War when she was playing in London and when
everyone was rore or less " suspect,” a waman in very had circum-
stances turned up claiming to be her mother, but instead of being
welcomed as under the circumstances one might cxpect, she was
denounced by Gaby as an inpostor and ordered to leave her hotel,

This woman retaliated by saying she was a mative of Hungary and
that Gaby had been bomn in that country. If this bad been true, the
famons beanoty would have been roined and probably interned as an
enemy alien. Scotland Yard investigated the story, but decided
there was nothing in it, and Gabvy's public career went on B3
before.,

On her return to Paris, in view of the persistent rumours set afloat
by many war-maddened persons, Gaby suddenly produced what she
cailed '’ her real mother.” This woman, who called herself Madame
Caire, actually produced a birth certificate to prove that she had a
girl born in Marseilles at almost a date that nught have gtted in with
Gaby's age. She told a story of how out of her small savings made
from sethng papers and magazines, she had edocated and trained her
brilliant child,

With the advance of the German Army on Paris, no one had time
to investigate the story and Gaby was accepted as French.

This woman remained in Gaby's sumptucus apartment for some
fime, but when the War ended, a clerk of the Burean of Records at
Marscilles declared that the certificate of birth belonged o ancther
mother and child. From this out it is said that the certificate had
become mislaid and notking more was heard about it.

A third equally unknown woman put in an appearance one
in the star’s dressing-room i one of the Paris theatres and
her as her daughter. Gaby fainted when she saw her, whatever
happened no ome knows; the woman digappeared and was never
heard of again,

One of the mothers tumned up just atter the War and told news-
paper interviewers that Gaby's rael name was Fraulein Navratel,
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and that she had been bern in Hungary, bot as she brought forward
no proofs to suppart her statement, this sensation died out.

Later still, threc sisters tumned up in Paris from Portogol, claiming
that Gaby was born in their house and had been kidnapped by gipsies.
Thay told the story of a motor-car stopping one night at their cottage,
a handsome, splendidly dressed woman entering, depositing a large
sum of gold on the table before them and saying: “ I am your little
sister.”

Later, they said they recognized from the pictures published in the
papers that the heautiful Gaby Deslys was the person who had visited
them.,

Anather so-called mother and a sister turned up from Egvpt. Their
story was that Gabhy was born in Caire, that her father was a Turk
that it was a sister who was bom in Marseilles, and that the zeal
mother had given her birth certificate fo Madwme Cuire for v con-
sideration.

Later still, " a sister ©" arrived from the Argentine; her principal
procf consisted of a photo of the beantifnl dancer aeross which was
written :

“ To Lucia, from her little lost Sister, Gaby.”

Handwriting cxperis bave agreed that this inscription mrst have
een written, together with the address on the packet, by the famous
star. The postmark was frem Paris and the date coincided with a
time when she was filling one of her engagements in that city.

Another romour that after her death spread over the Continent
was, mstead of being of humble birth, it was the exact apposite, that
her mother was a Hoyal personage, and that (zaby knew well who she
was, but preferred to protect hor mother's name ernd se camried the
secret with her to the grave.

The only thing 1 ¢an say is that she had exquisitely refined,
aristocratic-looking hands, Heredity holds good in the breeding of
human beings as it does in the breeding of horses—perhaps after all
the last mystery story may ba the true one in the end



CHAFIER IX

INTERVIEWS WITH THE CZAR OF RIOSEIA. HOW I FORETOLD TS FATE.
I MEET RASPUTIN AND PREDICT HI3 DEATH '

OME few years ago a London paper meniioned that * when

the Czar was in England, he frequently consuvlied the famous

geer, ' Cheiro,” and it was from him be heard that war wounid
be fatal to him and kis immediate family ; hence his famous Peace
Reseript

I mlrit now add a little mare that may be interesting to my readers
in this connection. I related many times in Press interviews how the
late King Edward VII, when Prince of Wales, in his library at Marl-
boroegk House, got me from six o'clock ontil cight one cvening,
to work cut for him the birth dates of quite 2 number of persons
without giving me any clues to their positions in life,

About a vear later, a gentleman callad on me one afterncon and
producing a shect of paper covered with my own writing, asked me to
explain my reasons for saying that “ whoever the man is that these
nombers and birth date reprezent, will be hannted all his Jife by the
horrors of war and bloodshed ; that he will do hig utmost to prevent
them, but his Destiny was so intimateiv associated with such things,
that his name will be bound up with some of the most fac-rcaching
and blondiest wars in history, and that in the end, about 1917, he will
lose all he loves most by swotd or strife Iin one form or another, and
ke himself will meet a violent death,

My visitor did not tell me he was the person the paper referred to,
but he tock copious notes of my explanations and at the end of the
interview paid the n=ual fee for my time and leff. A few weeks later
a Russian lady called, and among other things told me that the Czar
had called on me latcly and that I had profonndly upset him by my
predictions.

* ¥You have made a peace convert of our Czar,” she said, “*s0 I dn
not think we will find his name asgociated with war i any shape or
form.”

In 1904, when I was in S1. Petersburg on an important business
matter, I again met this lady. She was dressed in deep mourning for
her only son killed in the Husso-Japanese YWar, and I shall never
forget how, in bidding good-bye, she said, “ But there will never be
another war in which Russia will be engaged, at Jeast not as long as
ver Emperor hves.”

A few days later, while in 5t. Ietersburg, I was asked to work ot
the figures for one of the most prominent Kussian Ministers, Monsieur
Isvolsky, and an intimate friend of the Czar. In this forecast for him
of the following vears I wimte: " During 1914-I917 you will be
called ypon te play a role in connection with another Russian war
which will be ten times more important than the last, In this, the
most terrible war that Hussia has ever been engaged in, you will again
play a very responsible part, but I do not think yoao will be fated to see

bz
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the end of it. You, yourself, will lose everything by this coming war
and will die in poverty in a strange land.”

A week later, I was taken ouf by this Minister to see the Crar's
Summer Palace at Peterhof. He first drove me through the wonderful
gardens surrcunding it. Below ms lay the private yacht with steam
up and ready at a moment's notice if the Czar had reason to escape
from the county.

"* What a terrible way for the Czar to live,” I exclaimed.

“ Yes,' His Excellency replied, ‘' bat this is Russia. You did net
notice perhaps that this car we have driven in has not an atom of wood
in its structuore, §f {5 aif steel and bomd-proof.”

Just then we passed the famous waterfall of the golden steps, sheets
of crystal water flowing over wide steps of beaten gold,. What a land
of contrasts, 1 thought.

As wic drove near the Palace, my friend the Minister said ; T will
now tefl you that I have brought you out to dine with the Czar to-night.
I do not know if the Czarina will be present, but if she is, I want you
to avoid alf subjects tooching on otcultism. She may very likely
recognize you, as she has all your books sent her from London ; but
remember, I shall depend on you to change the subject as quickly as
possible should she talk about predictions, or her dread of the future,
or anything of that kind, With the Czar, however, it is quite another
matter ; 1 have told him of your gleomy predictions for me, he has
asked me to bring you, and after dinner he wili probably take you
with him into his private study.”

“ But, Your Excellency,” I said, * how can T possibly dine with the
Imperial Family like this—a blue serge soit witl be impossible.”™

“On the contrary,” he langhed, " it will be quite all right. We
will dine in a private apartment with probably one servant to serve
u3. I am in a bloe serge suit myzelf, and it would not surprise me if
His Imperial Majesty, the Czar of All the Russias, will not be in blee
serge also, as it is by Lis own request we are coming in this informal
manner." .

At this moment the motor stopped at the door of the Paiace, and
an officer of the Imperial Guard met us. After passing through one
long corridor after another, we were shown into a beautiful room that
looked like a library. At first I thought we were elone, but no.  There,
seated in an easy chair by the window, was the Czar of All the Ruysias,
looking for all the world like an crdinary English gentleman—and
reading Tke Times, too, from London.

I stood still s if riveted to the floor. I could not make a mistake—
before me was decidedly the same man who had visited me in my
consulting-rooms ip Londnn many years before. He came forward
with his hand out. I bowed, but he took my hand all the same. Wa
walked over to the window and looked out over the gardens and down
to the beantiful yacht moored onderneath. There was nothing worth
recerding in the conversation that followed ; the three of us smoked
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Hussian cigaveites, one after the other, and as the clock struck eight,
a door opened and dinner was anncunced. At that moment the
Czarins eniered. She simply bowed to the Minister who was with
me, then to me, and we went in to dinner,

His Excellency had been right. It was indeed a private dinner and
without any ceremony whatever. Her Majesty wore a kdnd of semi-
evening dress, buf with no jewels, except one magnificent diamond
at her throat, There was nothing extraordinary sbout the dinner ;
the zadcouskies were numberless, the sturgeon was excellent, but the
rest was likke what one would expect at any gentleman’s house.

I had na dificelty in aveiding questions an occultissn from Her
Majesty—she hardly spoke, In fact she did not seem to notice me,
She appeared very distraught, spoke of Alexis a few times to the Cezar,
and the moment dinner was finished she bowed to us in a very stately
way and left the room,

When we had finished our coffee and cigarettes, His Majesty said
some words In Russian to the Minister—it was the only time I had
heard Huossian spoken all the evening, for the conversaton had been
entirely in English and Freoch, and mostly in English.

As we leit the dining-room His Excellency whispered, “ Go with
His Majesty, T will come back for you later.”

I did what T was told and socn found myself in a rather odd-shaped
room alone with the Czar, This room was, I expect, his own private
study, as it Jed into a very handsome bedroom which I could see
through the door, and from it the Czar later came vut with a large
leather case in his hands. Taking a small key from the end of his
thain, he opened the case, and to my amazement laid on the table
by my side the identical sheet of paper with my own writing and
numbers on it which I had jotted down in King Edward’s library,
and had seen once again in my consulting-roems in the hands of the
man now siktting opposite to me.

The Czar saw my look of surprise.  Pushing across the table at which
we were seated a very large box of cigarettes—the bex looked made
of solid gold with the Imperial Arms of Russia set in jewels—he said
glowly and impressively: ™ I showed you this paper once beifore,
Do you temember 7 ¥

I gasped with astonishment., Yes, I did indeed remember. And
I knew the words on the paper were the terribie words of impending
fate.

" Do pou recoguize your writing ¢ * he asked.

“ Yes, Your Majesty,” I answered, " but may I ask how that paper
came mio your posgession ! ”’

" King Edward gave it to me, and you confirmed what it containsd
when I called on you in London some years ago, although you t&rtamly
t}ilﬂ not know who your wvisitor was, Your written

svalsky agaim bears out what is given on this sheet of papes, Tu-m@:k

thm?:iatwn other lives 1 wantgﬁtnutuwn:km"
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I gave the Czar my word of honour that Y would not reveal what
between vs that evening in his study in the Sumimer Paloce of
Peterhof. Sufficient to say that he knew—ithat he was a fated menarch.
At his request, I worked out before his eyes the charfs of two other
lives he asked about; both showed the same thing, that 1917 way
“ overwhelmed by dark and sinister Influences that pointed to ° The
End.’ "1 1 was amazed at the ealm way in which be heard my
conclosions ; in the eimplest way he said .

r * Cheira,” it has given me the deepest pleasure to have this con-
versaticn with you. I admire the way you stand by the conclusions
vou have arrived at.”

He rose, we went ocut and joined Isvolslky on the terrace. Benaath
us on the summer sea, the Imperial vacht lay like a painted toy, by
my side stood His [mperial Majesty, the Czar of All the Rugsas, the
Anvirtted Head of the Church and the " Little Father " of his people,
and yet even then there were ontward and visible signs that 21l wasg
not right with the bheart of Russia,

A short time later I was awakened one moming in my hotel to be
told by a police officer that on that day from cine ¢’clock until midday,
no one wonld be allowed to look cut of any windows having a view
on the Nevsky Urospect. His Majesty the Czar was about to pass to
dedicate the church buikt over the spot where his predecessor had
heen assassinated,

N F'FEI‘_'," window was closed and the slatted woodem shutters
olted.

I could not resist the temptation when in the distance I heard the
procession corning nearer and nearer. I crept across the floor on my
bkands and knees, to where vne of the slats did not ft closely. What
a sight it was—from that third-floor window. The Czar's carriage
surrounded by the Imperial Guard swept past rapidly, the long Nevsky
was lined by troops so close together that they were shoulder to
shonlder like two walls of armed men ; but, was it possible to believe
one's eyes—each soldier had Lis riflc pointed at the windows of the
Lwnses aleng the route, with orders to five if any persen disabeyed the
order and looked gut—and yet we hear that “ the Little Father was
loved by his pecople.”

On another occasion, a few months later, when the first snow of
winter made the streets almost impassable, I met a procession of
somwe {ifty men with a few women handeuffed together being driven
to a stafion to be entralned for Siheria. They had been arrested at
their work, some were in shirt-slesves, some in their overalls, but just
as they were, they were being marched throngh the streets with e

eter af 18 ao% below zero.

As if it were g funeral that was passing, my droshky driver held his

* March 1odh, 197, the Roseian Tarolniion.
Barch 15th, 1915, Abdicatcn of the Czar,
July 16th, 1018, the Canr and Imperipl Family masacrmd.
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fur cap in his hand and made the Sign of the Cross—involuntarily
I did the same,

Nevertheless, the gay and gorgeous life of the Coart of Petersburg
pulsed merrily an. Thare were balls, dances, dinner parties, and
assemblies ; there was hardly an evening but I was whisked off to
some lordly mansion to meet beantiful Russian women, highly placed
soldiers and naval officers, diplomatic fipures, and those who then
emphatically made up the mmling class,

One day there came to my hotel one of those travelling monks so
often met with in Russia ; this man was a close friend of the Monk
Heliodor, who with Hermogen, Bishop of Saratov, had great power
in all ecclesiastical matters.

Heliodor himself was s cultured, gentle mystic, whoe was desply
learned in occult matters, The Monk, who called on me, said that
Heliodor had exercised eonsiderable influence over the Czar, and wag
profoundly interested in the study of the Kabalistic System of Num.
bers, together with Astrology. Several times he came in to have a
talk with me, and o one occasion he brought the ill-fated Stolypin
ta see me.

The black-bearded burly statesman, who tricd to rule Russia with
% rod of iron, at first pretended to be indiffcrent when 1 suggested I
would cxamine his bands. Ile became interested when I showed him
the " broken Line of Life  that was marked clear and distinct on his
right hband, 1 foresaw a violent death. He laughed at my fears, he
told me he was guarded night and dey by the agents of the Ochrans,
or secret police, yet it 13 o matter of history that he was shot down
through the treachery of one of the secret police whom he employed

One day the Monk came to me.

“* Cheiro,” ” he said, "' I want to bring to you a colleague of mine
who seems to have extraordinary occult powers. For reasons of my
own, I want you to read s hands, even if he should appear to pose
as a sceptic.”

Later on that afterncon in Jancary 14905, the Mook opened my
sit{ing-room door, and behind him strode a figure that could not fail
to make s powerful impression upon me. Ilahited as 3 kind of peasant
monk, corresponding to the old-tine wandering friars in England, he
walked with long strides across the carpeted floor, halted in front of
me, and speaking & few words in very bad French, then rapidly in
Russian, which Hefidor translated, scornfully said something to the

?a:t that he did not believe in hagd-reading—ént ke believed iw
ale,

This was my first view of the now notorious Gregory Rasputin,
who at the time was at the head of an axtraordinary sect known as

! Tn August 1906, 2 bomb was exploded at his vilka, which was praciically destroyed.

juriog one of his doughtern, Baotall atempta to kil Mm futile nntil
LI E Wah oot in o theatre in Wiell on September 1ok, before e ey ol Yo

1 ) Twmity, named ] ' ; i
""“‘“ﬂﬁﬂ m 1:.?: Yeu Biordha Boprov. Stolypn died of his wounds
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the Khaysty, at ficst composed of poor peoples, but now spreading its
influence into Court circles. This sect held the sirange doctrine that
in order to obtain perfect forgiveness they rmust commit sin.  Rasputin
had net long come back from Jerusalem where he had made a pil-
grimage ; he had struck up a friendship with Helioder, and through
his Court influence had :i)rmd begun that amazing course which
culminated ip his viclent death and contributed so largely to the
downfzll of the House of Romanofi.

There was no mistaking the fact that my visitor wax an unusoal
man. His height was not noticeable owing to hizs broad-shonldered,
powarfully built figure, glad in a heavy brown cassock ; round his
waist was a girdle which the Manktﬂldm:hesmdhehndhruught
from holy Muunt Athos,

His features were large and coarse, his eyes brilliant, his mouth
mobile and the lips full and red. He wore ar overgrown light brown
beard, partly reddish, and his head was covered with a tangled mass
of unkempt hair. On hiw forehead was a dark patch-like scar of an
old wonnd. His voice was deep, authoritative, and sonorons,

He allowed me, after some demur, to examine his hands. They
were thick and coarse and very dirty ; the lines were strongly marked.
The Fate Line showed unnsual vicissitudes, the Line of Life appeared
cut throngh sminonsly, halt-way down the hand.

While T was looking at his left and right hands, he soddeniy reared ;

“1 know the Future~vyou do not; my Future is to redeem the
People, and save the Empercr from himself.”

[ hardly knew what to reply to this arrogant statement, but at
length 1 said quietly :

““Would you care for me to tell you anything abeut the Future ? "'
He smiled scornfully.

"I shaill laugh at whatever it is. 1 am called tn be the Saviour of
Kussia, Fate is in my keeping. I am the maker of Destiny.”

1 wondered for the moment whether the man was mad. My pro-
fession had brought me fn contact with not a2 few crazy individuals,
vet his cyves were clear enough. Besides, I was in * Holy Russia,”
where all sorts of mystical creatures were then at large. But I must
confess that what I saw in the hand before me was baffling in its
extraordinary message.

““Yua have before you,” I began, “a future that is filled with
wanders | Yoo have been raised from the lowest {a assotiate with the
highest, from the utmost poverty you will command wealth, yon are
destined to wield enormous power over cthers—iuf # will be & power
Jor evil—do you want to hear more 7

While I bad been speaking, he had listened attentively.

) YEE, yes ! " he said impatiently ; then correcting himself, he added

“ 'But of course, 1 Enew all thisbejfore 4 1 am a prophet, and o greater
ﬂnathan}'ﬂu Ihinwaﬂthmg&'*
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“ But what of the Future ? *' asked the Monk, who was listening
with rapt attentton.

I remained silent. Dare T reveal the tertible vision of blood that
ssemad ta have formed before ray mind. As [ stadied the hands of
the boastful man seated before me, I seemed to see him gliding from the
Cabinet of the Emperor, with an evil smile upon hus dark face, mginuat-
ing himself into the deepest confidences of the Empress who knelt
reverently before him, and hailed him as ™ Holy Father,” and at last
vielding up his life mid a scene of terrible ferocity.

“ Well, what is it, Seer 7 ** asked Raxputin, in a tamnting voice.

"I foresee for you a violent snd within a palace. You will be
menaced by peison, by knife, and by bullet. Finally 1 see the icy
watery of the Neva closing above you,”

There was silence for a few seconds. My words had evidently made
an impression upon the Monk, because before this T had sketched out
his early home life—how he had married a woman much better off
than himself.?

I told him that he had two daoghters and one son, and that the
latter would turn against him—which came true shortly aiter 1 made
the prediction.

Moreover, T told him that he had turned against his wife, and had
allied himself with a woman who was destined to work great harm,
At thig he had smiled cunningly, and uttered his famons formula that
afterwards became the watchword of his sect :

“ A particle of the divine is incarnated in me! Only through me
can they hope to find salvation. The manner of their salvation is
this : They must be united with me, fiody and soul ! The virtue that

out from me is the destruction of sin.”

As he uttered these astounding words, he drew himself up to the
full height of his powerful figure, folded his arms upon his massive
chest, and his great haunting eves scemed fo All with almost super-
natural fire.

‘When I had finished speaking of the terrible picture that had formed
in my mind, our eyes met across the table at which we sat. Those

plerang eyes wanted to strike terrar into my soul. For some reason
which I cannot explain, I felt no fear whatever. I returnad his gaze
withont flinching, The Monk passing behind me, slipped the large
silver Cross he always carried, between us ; he expecied some tragedy
to happen and wanted to protect me.

The sight of the Cross broke the spell.  Raspotin sprang to his feet,
giving vent to a torrent of words I could not understand ; his com-
panion rapidly translating them, he roared :

* Who are you who can predict the end of Rasputin | Rasputin can
never die. ¥nife, nor buyllet, nor poison can harm him.”

Then drawing himsed 1o his full height, he said slowly and
Impreasively :

1 QlgaYChaningof,
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‘'T am the Saviour of my psople. I am the Protector of the Czar.
I am greater than the Caar.”

With that he left the room, while the Monk maldng the Sign of the
Cross slipped out after hm,

Whether I made an enemy of this extraordinary man or not, T
cannet say,

I do not lmow whether he saw in me a rival to his occnlt powars or
not, but later on I underwent an experience that showed that he would
have cansed me injury if he could.

The following year 1 was back in St, Petersburg in connection with
a very large financial operation. Retwrning one day to my hotel, I
found that some of my most inportant papers had been stolen.

1 went at once to my friend, Monsieur Isvolsky, at the Foreign
Office and protested. He Hstened, smiled his enigmatical smile, and
said : '

™ Take my card to the Chief of Police and explain the loss of your

pers to him."”

I must confess 1 was astounded at the deadly swiftness of the
movements of the Russian police when animated by the highest

wers, Within twenty minutes I was shown into the presence of the

ief. By the time I returned to my hotel, the police were already
at each enirance to prevent anyone leaving. Within an hour my
papers were restared; a secret agent of Rasputin joined a Siberian
chain-gang that night, and never again was I subjected to any
molestation.

When I first met Rasputin, [ could not help but realize—although
I had no idea who my visitor was—that T was in the presence of
oiie of those extraordinary men who are born into the world as
instruments of Fate. There was no guestion about bis averpowering
will-power and magnetism, but it was what I might call *" animal
magnetism.” By his luminous compelling eves he attempted from
the first moment to hypnotize me as ke had done so many hundreds
of others, It was only my long experience of such things that saved
me. Instead of looking into his eyes, I concentrated my attention
on a paint between bis eyebrows, with the resnlt that he could have
NG POWer over me,

But what defence could the gentle Czar or the religious emotional
Czarina have against such a man?  Absolutely none.

. ‘They were as helpless as a blrd fascinated by a snake into whaose
Jaws it was ahout to fafl.

About this time I was introduced to one of the mystery women of
the Imperial Court, one who was largely responsible for the intro-
duction of Rasputin to the notice of the Czar.

Many rumonrs have been afloat in Eurape as to the identity of the
wornan often spoken of as * Madame X, who was for some years
famons 28 2 medium in St. Petersburg. Her real name was Madama
Cratjen Sgod, a Swedish woman who married a German officer, who
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afterwards was a prominent assistunt under Herr Stdnmers, the chief
of the great Spy Burean in the Wilhelmstrasse, Berlin.

This woman bad undoubtedly remarkable occult gifts. 'When King

Edwurd visited the Czar at Reval, Madame Sund was bronght into the
tircle of notables alter dinner and was invited to read the future of
those present. The Czar himself told me on that evening when I
dined with him at Peterhof how mmpressed he had been by what she
had said. One statement that lled him with especial sorrow ; It was
she who told him that " the little Cearevich would nnt live to
I'EIE'II."
Madame Sung, for some time before the coming of Rasputin, occupied
a very extraordinary position in the Court, and was daily consulted by
the Emperor and Empress. Most of the Grand Dukes hated ber, for
she worked against their influence ; 1wice she narrowly escaped death
by poison.

By sume means she became acguainted with Rasputin, who
immediately exercised over her a fatal inflnance that set in motion a
whole train of significant events. Knowing how the mind of the
Impetial pair had been influenced by her prediction, Rasputin prevailed
npon Madame Sund to go to the Empress and to tcll her thai she was
rustaken ; that she had been converted by a wonderful saintly Father
who could work miracles, and who had the power to save the life of the
Czarevich.

The Empress sent for Rasputin, He came, arrogant, dirty and
impressive, striding into the presence and crying in his beli-lika voice :
“ Repent, ye who wear purple ; repcnt, ye whe are clothed in garments
of goid and silver.”

The Empress was so impressed that she fell upon her knees, and the
Court entourage witnessed the amazing spectacle of the Consort of the
Empercr of Eussla kneeling before a dirty peasant.

Rasputin told her positively that he alone could restors her son fo
health. After that, the Imperial pair were as ¢lay in the hands of the
so-called Monk, and when the Imperial child fell il shortly afterwards,
and was apparently at the point of death, Rasputin dismissed lsl the
physicians and announced that ** faith alone wonld prevail.”

It was one of the doctors who described the scene to me: ™ I was
In attendance with other Court physicians grouped around the bed
of the heir to the throne, who was gasping for breath, Suddenly
Raspetin strode in, made no sign that be saw the Czarina, but
thouted :

‘' Away, unbelievers | Away | This is the work of faith 1’

‘" The startled physicians drew back as the Empress came forward,
and kneeling before Rasputin cried: " My Father—save my cinld 1’
—*Tusn out these dogs,’ cried the Monk, sweaping his fiery glances
round their vutreged faces. At alook fromthe Empress nearly all the
doctors left the apariment, even Imperial etiguette hardly restraining
them from shrugging their shoulders with disgust.
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' Then, like Llisha the Prophet who raised the widow's son, Raspatin
bowed his great form over the fevered little Czarevich. He sireiched
himsell i the form of a cross upon the Hope of Imperial Russia
Those present stood petrified with amazement. The Empress, het
hair falling about her shoulders, kneclt at the foot of the bed, her breast
heaving, her maternal tears falling like rain.

" Then the miracle happened.

“ The physicians had said that natural slcep alope would seve the
child. Rasputin rose and stood befors the Empress.

" “ Behold thy son |’ he cried, his voice boonung through the great
a ent. The Czarevich was sleeping peaccfully, his httle hands
relaxed upon the gorgeouns coverlef, the fiery fush of fE‘i'-E:]" dying to
a rose-pink npon his cheeks,

‘* That mdght the news flew through the capital, and spread through
Russia that Rasputin was responsible for a miracle—that the heir had
been dead, and that he had raised him up.

“In a burst of gratitude, the Czar presemied Rasputin with a
million roubles ; the Czarina lpaded him with gifts, but even more,
his influence was fixed ; nothing coold shake it. Omnce in power, he
threw off Madame Sund. She dicd sfter a short mysterious iliness,
and Rasputin pronounced her epitaph. * She bad finished, my waork
has commenced.” -



CHAPTER X

TEE REAL ETORY OF BASPOTIN, HIS INFLUENCE OVER THE CZARINA.
THE TRUE CAUSE OF RUSSIA'S DOWNFALL

T will not be out of placs, I think, if I relata in as brief 2 way as

ible, the real story of Rasputin, I have gathered my facts

reliahle sovrces. As this man waﬁ decidedly one Dflthe

moit extraordinary personalities and one whe was instrumental in

brhaful;ilig about the fall of the great Romanoff dynasty, the warld is
entitled to know as much about him as possible.

Rasputin, or to give him his real name, Gregory Effimovitch, was
born in the little village of Petrovskoie in Siberia, on July %#th, r87a,

His father was = notorious horse thief and the worst drunkard in
the place, He was nickmamed “ Rasputin,"” which means, in Russian,
“corrupt.,” His son inherited this nickname, and actonding to the
police records, well merited this disttactive title. Dr. Litchernoff,
who was caflled in to treat him for smallpox, gave the fellowing acconnt
of hiz patient :

" He was,” he said, “ a fine, dark child, with surh an ardent ex-
pression In the eves that even I felt strangely affected by it.  He was
thickset and strongly built and soon became the terror of the district.
I remember hew Father Alexis, the priest of Petrovskole, used to
%w ten kopecks every week fo keep him away from church on

# g

At fourteen years of age he robbed an old man of his savings after
nearly murdering him. For this he received twenty strokes of a whip
in the prescoce of all the inhabitants in the village in the market-place.
The extraordinary thing was that {lis public flogging roused in
bim one of those fits of religious fervour so associated with him in
later years, and was the commencement of his fanaticism.

From this out he began to visit chhaches and monasteries in the
neighbourhood, and was often io be seen on his knees on the roadside
lashing his body with thistles and reciting long incamprehensible
Pprayers.

This religious fervour was as suddenly brought to an end as it had
begun by an assaulf he made on an old beggar woman. After the
police enquiry that was held over thiy effair, he ubandoned religion
and {hrew himzelf whele-heartedly into thieving and drink.,  According

to e official regisier of Petvovdudie, e was akwnt s Yook arTesed

for horse-stealing,
In aﬁitt tf his reputation, he had the good fortune to marry in 13¢5,
when te was twenty-three years old, a charming innocent giri named

Dlgammﬂgﬂﬂ, whﬂbruught himaza ﬂﬂ"ﬂl"r}' “a Pair of horses, 3 cart,

three thousand raubles, and a few acres of land.” ’

Three chiidren were the result of this strangs vnion, dapghters,

Mariska 11;1 Zenin, and in 1899 2 son whom het::?ﬂed.

ﬂumghtinhhemiddlanfthewiuter, Fﬁbl‘l:lary 5th, 7003, he was

3
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foroed as a carrier to drive a2 priest to the seminary of Teoumene,
which event completely changed his career and led to the remarkable
adventures that followad.

En roufe the priest, who was nmamed Zaborovsky, persuzded him
to abandon his drunken habits and go and make a penitence at the
monastery of Verkhotourie, He zemained here for some weeks ; on
his return to his bome, he declared that St. Michael had appeared to
him and had commanded him to build a great church to the name of
the Archangal,

From this moment he was a changed man. He went from villaga
to village, and from monastery to monastery, collecting money for the
future church and sc earmed the name of a “ Staretz,” or holy man.

On his return te the little village of Petrovskoie, he refnsed to live
with his wife and children, but lived by himself in a small cottage
sarronnded by sacred icons he had collected in his travels and number-
less wax candles that had come into his possession.

From all sides people came to hear his words, the words of a prophet,
they said, who had onice heen a demon.

Men, as well as women, begged to be allowed to kizs the hem of his
raiment, and in return for gifts of money they were allowed such a
privilege,

It was during this stage of his career that he conceived his extra-
ordinary doctrine of ** Sin for Salvation,” which of all religious revivals
that perhaps the world has ever seen, had in the end the most faz-
reaching Tesults.

Across the dreary wastes of Siberia the slogan, * Sia for Salvation,”
gpread like a battle-cry, and the name of ™ the holy Rasputin ™" echoed
for and wide.

While on a pilgrimage to Kazan, in April Iyo4, Rasputin met for the
first lime a wealthy widow named Lydia Bachmakow, who became
another ring in his ladder of ambition.

This lady had just passed the dangerous age of forty, when her
husband was considerate enough to die and leave her his fortune. Sha
thanked Grod for the end of what she called ** her conjugzal martyrdom ™
and threw herself into every form of religious fanaticism.,

With the most passionate devotion, she journeyed from
to monastery, squandering her money whetever she went, and zab~

mitting herself 10 fhe severest penance that could be tmposed.
In gpiie of all her plety, charity, and devotion, she had not found

the satisfaction she sought and was about to abandon al religious
persuasion, when at this psychological crisis Rasputin entered her life.
“ Sin for Salvation,” he whispered, " and the Gates of Heaven are

yours to enter.”

Lydia Bachmakow had never dreamt of such a wonderful creed ; she
ad tried every othet-—she would now try it. She declared this doctrine
must have bean made expressly for her benefit, so withogt reserve,

she placed herseli and her money in the hands of * the holy Rasputin.”
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Like the vsua! run of comverts, she commenced to have ™ vigions,"
the most important being that the days of pilgrimage by foot wete
ended, 50 she carried Rasﬂltin off in one of the most magnificent
mictor-cars that money could buy in Russia.

The new pilgrimage startad at Kazan; helped by the splendour of
the millionaire widow, every door was thrown open fer ' the chosen
of the Lord.” Even Rasputin's bad manners were furned into 8 blags-
ing ; it showed, his followers sad, that a ** holy men ”° wus above the
petty details of convention and becanse he disdained forks and ate
with his fingers, he was declared to be ' the apostle of simplickty.”

It was here af Kazan that Rasputin came in contact with Sturtner,
who wasg at that moment Inspector General at the Ministry of the
Interior, and in a position io be of great use {o Kasputin.

Raspugtin arrived at St. Potersburg, as it was then called, on the
evening of December 5th, tge4. (I was then living at the Hétel de
I'Europe, and within about a month of Rasputitt’s arrfval I met him,
as I have related in the pravicus chapter.)

Madame PBachmakow rented a magnificent apartment in the best
part of the Nevsky Prospect and when it was suitably furmished with
every lnxury, she installed * the holy father,” us she now began ta call
him

As an advance agent the millionaire widow was without an equal ;
she had already sent veports on miracles worked by Rasputin to
Bishop Hermogene, John of Cronstadt, the monk Heliodor, and the
prifcipal newspapers. _ ) i

In less than a few weeks, his apartment m the Mevsky Prospect was
besicged by members of the highest anistocracy of 5t. Petersburg.
In a police report dated Apri} 12th, 1903, it is noted :

* Crowds assemble at Rasputin’s place, people have to wait two or
ihree days belore being able to appraach the ' Monk * (he never was
a monk or had holy crders of any kind). He works miracles when it
pleases him to da so. He has been seen to take a handful of earth and
by simply breathing upon it, to turn it into a magnificent rose iree
covered with fiowers,™

‘The writer of this report counted more than fonr hundred women
before Rasputin's house in a single aiternoon.  As a rle, the report
pioceeded, ' he teceives onky the young and pretty ones, because, he

5ave, the oters have fewer sins o be torgiven.”

“ Raspulin yoskes considerable swus of money, He has no fixed
price inhr] himultaﬁum. huﬁl]:. secretary, 8 man called Striapchefi,
never introduces anyone to him without first receivi
hmﬁdmm]l yon ving at least one

" Those who give more gt special attention, A eartain Madame
Hufilflﬁ& {I;:Eer-‘:d a thﬂmaﬂd }'ﬂuhé&s ta be received. These amounts
&re @ be put on one side for the ehurch in honour of S5t. Mi
that Rasputin has promised at Petrovakoie.”™ St Michael

1 Aboat £10 in English monay,
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If 2 policéd report could say so much one may easily imagine the
teports that waere circulated in ordinary society.

There are two versiong of the way in which Rasputin reached the
Palace, Ome gives the credit to Madame Sund, as I have already
related—the other relates that the Czarina sent her confidential
companion, Anna Vyronbova, to consult hitm. Which account is the
true one does not greatly matter.

Rasputin, there is no donbt, converted this rather ordinary woman.
Hiz wonderful doctrine of *' Sin for Salvation " made an instant
appeal to her senses.

He very quickly made an smdemle with her. He threw over the
millionaire widow, Madame Bachmakow, and gave Anna Vyronbova
the title of “ Sister-in-Chiel ' as a rewand for her promise 10 open the
gates of the Czur’s Pulace and establish him in the favour of the
Czarina.

It was Anna who taught him {o give up the name RKasputin and
take the name “ Novy,” meaning innovator—as she explained the
name Rasputin was not pleasing to the Imperial cars.

Shortly after her first visit Anna made the arrangement that he
could come to the Palace whenever he pleased.

About this time the widow, Madamc Bechmalkow, received an
order from the police to leave St. Petersburg at once.

From this moment Rasputin's influence over the Czarina and the
Court was established.

In 1508, for some unexplained reason, except that of vanity, he
spent the summer months at his old village of Petravskaie.

He was at first received by the simple peasants as a pod whe had
returned to save them, but the twelve young and begutiful “ sisters ”
who actompanied him caused a scandal that reached the ears of the
(zarina, who recalled him to St. Petersburg.

Many stories at this time became circulated about his drunken
orgies, s0 much so that the Archhishop commanded him to present
himself before an ecclesiasticul tribunal composed of a bishop, two
canons, and three important officials of the Civil Courts,

Mear the conclusion of this investigation, at the moment when a
nnanimons verdict was aboul to be pronounced agamst him, Anna
Vyronbova calied on the judges and informed them that it was the
cxpress wiah and comnmand of the Czarina that '* the holy man ™

should be found ** Not Guilty.™
Rasputin was acquitted on the spot, the Tribunal saying that they
ﬁt&dhis own staternent that the charges brought against him were
" The day after the mock verdict the Czarima sent for him to come
ta the palace of Tsarskoie-Sela. As he entered her presence, she
bawed fo kiss his hands and begged forgiveness for the annayance lig
encmies had caused, ]
The Czar asked if he could show him some special favour.
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Ragputin thought for & moment and gr requested that the
friend of his thBamah , the gardener, mggthmadeBishnpﬂf
Tobolsk— within two da this was done.

Rasputin's next step was tn be appointed * Spiritual Adviser " to
the young Princesses and the Czarevich, but after the bizshop incident
anything equally grotesque could ondy be expected,

The day after the attempt on his Life hy the young girl, Kheone
{rousseva, who on June HEth 1 shot him in the stomach, the Caar
sent a special telegran to ﬂm govemnr of Tobolsk conmmanding him
to see that nothing shonld be Ieft undone * to save the life of one of
the best friends of the Crown 1 7

A momth later the Great War broke cut. Rasputic wes zbsent
recovering from his wound. The Czarina wrote te the Innovator, as
she always called him, as follows :

“1 am kappy, my beloved master, to be able to inform you
that * Niky " has realized the importance of your dear presence
at Tsarskoie-Selo, Come back quickly, as my poar heart sufiers
to know you are so far eway end 1 feel lost 2f [ cannot hold your
hznds in mine and find, in your eyes, the light of my soul.

“1 hope this time our troubles are at an end and that we shall
never be separated again, As for me, I shall thank God if He
allowsz me to die with yon and gain—in your comnpany—the
heavenly paradise for which you have so prepared me.

“ 1 am not the only one wishing for your return, Anna is alsp
dying of impatience.

" Take pity on two women who adore youw and can no longer
live without your.

“QGive me, in your thonghts, yoor most ardent blessing, in
anticipation of being able to give it to me in person, my whole
being in {ouch with yours.

“ ¥our daughter who chenishes you, N

Rasputin returned and his influence at the Palace was greater than
ever, He now determined to turn it to good account. Although he had
received na:h serris from both the Czar and Czarina—on wne occasion
His Imperial Majesty gave him a diamond valued at thirty thousand
ronbles that had been given to kimat his eoronation—he determined to
take advantage of the War to increase his wealth, Large orders for
munitiong by his influence were passed to those who paid him for his
trouble, one order alone bringing him 360,000 roubles.

Judging by extracts from the diary of Anns Vyronbova which came
into the hands of officials after the revolution, there is no doubt that
from April 1915 Raspitin used his influence over the Czarina to make
peace with Germany at any price.  'What his reward was to be has
never been discloged, but had he lived, no doubt it wonld have been
very considerable,
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About this time, Count Tolstoi, the Grand Master of Cersmonies
in charge of the crown jewels at the Hermitage, made the amazing
discovery that the real stones had heen abstracted and pasie put in
their place. The blue diamonds that edged the seddle of Alexander I,
the priceless garnets of Cathering the (reat, the matchless pearls of
the Crown of Ivan the Terrible, all these and others equally valuable
had been stolen and replaced by worthless imitations.

The Czar was furious with rage when this news was first broken to
him, vet the next day he wrote in his own handwriting to Count
Tolstoi : “ Do net continne the inquiry about the Hemmitage, et
it remain a profound secret.”

The only comment I make about thiz is that a woman pamed
Cecilia Werner, an Awcstrian and intimate friend of Rasputin, was
furpished with a diplomatic passport whith enabled her to travel
every faw months ta Stockholm without having the inconvenience of
having her trunks opened.

As [ am not writing a life of Rasputin, I muost pass over many
episodes of his career and come to the dramatic end that [ had so clearly
indicated when I first made his acquaintance at the Hatel de PEurope
in the Nevsky Prospect.

I heard the details of his horrihle death from ame of those who
assisted at it, and as many versions have been made public, it may
interest mny raa.:iers to have, what [ have every reason to believe is,
the true one,

I have dealt with Rasputin's career at some length, on account of
the remarksble role he played on Russia’s lurid stage, leading up to
the fall of the curtain on the great and all-powerful Romanoff dynasty.

It is vy firm beiief that if this man had not come into the Czarina’s
life, the revolution would never have occurred, and the lives of many
millions of people wauld have escaped the horror and destruction that
fell on them like an avalanche of disaster.

That strange word " if ” is, howewver, the pivot on which 30 many
hves turn, that it becomes the Key of Destiny in all languages, to
unlock the future for good or evil.

If—Judas Tscarivt had not been born, the tragedy of Calvary
would not have hap

if—Rasputin ha.‘fe not ﬁmssed the Russian stage, how different
things might have been.

Speculation Is useless—nations risa and fallwwmen and women are
but threads on the loom of Fate—the weaving of the pattern lies in
the hands of Design, before which one can only bow the head and
murmur : “° Thy Will be done on earth as 5f €5 218 Heaven,”

Like Napoleon, the ex-Kaiser, or the late Nicholas of Russia,
Rasputin was but a servant of Destiny; as soch, he obeyed those
nnknown forces of Lifa that make themsealves manifast in all, whether
born in poverty or under the graatness of a throne. ;

Rasputin was born a peasant, the very lowest kind at that, so
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ignoract that he could scarcely read or write—wyet this man became
a power that destroyed e dynasty, wrecked a civilization, and caused
more ruin and upheaval than any other man of the age.

In the short periad of twelve years from that night of Fehruary sth,
1003, when the words of a4 young priest changed the current of his Hie,
Rasputin strede boldly across the Russlan stage, until he reached the
climax of his career in 1gr3. ln that brief period, be had turned a
gardener mte a bishop, emassed wealth, built a chorch to the honaur
of St. Michael, and brought an Emperor and Empress to his feet.

In 1915, he brought about the dismissal of the Grand Duke Nicholas,
as Commander-in-Chief of the Acny. By his influence a man named
Khvestov succeeded Prince Tcherbatoff as Minister of the Interior,
and Sturmer became Prime Minister.

By 1915, Rasputin, masquerading under a monk's robe, was the
nndisputed Master of Russia.

If he had heen a clever man, he mipht have kept his position, but
that *“ if * T hava alraady spoken about, was switching over the points
of doorn on the railroad of Fate.

Vanity, his besetting sin, blinded his eyes, drink and boastfulness
did the rest.

One night in a restaurant in Petrograd, surrounded by some of the

wns he had placed in power, exhilarated by champagne and flattery,
EL 5 SOREYcus voice rang out in ¢riticism of ev&r].rthmg Russian.

People sitting at nearby tables were horrified, others langhed, some
encouraged the wild-eyed man to go still futther.

Looking round like a mad bull, he may have noticed at 2 table not
far away, the Grend Duke Dimityi, first cousin to the Czar, the Prince
Youssoupofl, and three other guests.

1 don’t care a daran for ali the Grand Dukes in Russia,’” Ragputin
roared, * nor for the Holy Synod, or all the Generals of the Army."

The Grand Duke Dimitri rose to his feet—he was about to accept
the challenge, there and then—when a member of the Duma entered
the restanrent and passed between the two {ables.

Turning towards Rasputin this man, the well-known Pourichkievitch,
sueered : “ Care for nothing, vile impostor. Your reign of terror is
nearing its end. Blind yourself with drink am:l orgies, before long
some man witl rise to rid Ruossia of

To the amazement of the other diners, Raspatin made no answer—
turning deadly pale, he got np and left 1he restaurant with the members
af ns party.

Prince Youssoupoff crossed to the table of the new arrival and held
out his hand.

" Thank vou, Pourichiievitch,” he said, ™ you have expressed the
wish that a maan may be found to rid our country of this infamous
impostar. 1 offer mryself ax that man."”

he Grand Dke Dimitni joined the party. ' Count on me aka,”
he said. ** We have &l put up with this moujik to the breaking-point.
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Let us pledge ourselves hera to-night, to redesm Russia by ridding her
of the presence of this monster.”
In the comer of thiz restaurant, in the heart of Petrograd, & sclemn

cath was taken. Fate bad forsaken her favonnte—the doom of
utin was seated.

It took some months ta prepare the stage for the last act.

On December x5th, rg1h, by the Russian calendar, all was ready.
The principal actors bad alrsady arrived, the Gand ke Dimitr,
Prince Youssoupoff, Pourichkdevitch, another man, ané the beautiful
Karali, the dancer whom Rasputin had for a long time pestered with
his attentions. The scene was set in Prince Youssoupofi's palace in
the Moskaia,

Karali was to be the indecement for Raspulin to come to supper.
The other conspirators were to keep in the background until their
presence bacame necessary.

The bells of 5t. Izaac's Cathedral struck elewvert.

An automobile stopped at the privats entrance to the house in the
Ofizerskaia, _

Raspatin got out, he dismissed his motor, he looked up and down
the deserted street, he hesitaled some time before he rang the bell.

A presentiment of ranger, perbaps, passed through his mind—the
thﬂutihl_i‘[: of the beautiful Karali avercame all prudence—he pressed
the .

The door was opened by the Prince himself,

“ 1 have allowed the servants to be away to-night,” he said. 1
promised you to take every precaution that your romance would never
be known. Come in and wait for her, I pm sure she will not be late."

Together they enteved the dining-room ; an appetizing supper was
set aut on the table.

Two exquisitely carved decanters held the famons red Crimean wine
from the Youssonpoff estate ; one placed at Rasputin’s chair contained
canough ¢vanide of potassium to kill any &ix men, while ch a solid gold
plate on his right, were some zakouskies, also irezted with the same
poison,

Rasputin would aecither eat nor drink.

" Time enough,” he said, * when Karali comes. My brain must be
kept cool i T am to taste the most exquisite morsel of womanhood
that 1 have aver seen. What can I do for you, Prince, in retyrn ?
Name any honour you wish to have and I promise yau the Czar will
$ign the decree before to-morrow night.”

" Let us drink to to-morrow then,” the Prince laughed, " it would
take more winc than is in that bottle for such a man as you to fail to
do justice to a preity woman,”

. The flattery did its work ; Rasputin flled his glass and finished it
In one gulp. He then took anocther ; turning his attention to the
zakouskies he cleared the plate in a few minutes,

And yet nothing happened.
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The Prince got nervous, beads of perspiration glistened across his
forehead. -

“ Have a cigarette,” be said, as he pushed his jewelled case across
the table.

 No,"” the monk said, " some women object to the smell of tobacco ;
I cleaned my teeth for the first time in my life to-day.”

* Karali wonld be flattered if she knew that,” the Prince smiled.

If at that moment Rasputin had looked round be would have saen
in the shadow of the staircase going to the next fioar, the gleaming
eyes of Karali and her clenched hands.

Behind her a little higher up, stood the other men, one of them with
a revolver in his kand.

*“Don't care much for your famous Crimean wine,” Rasputin
sneered, ** it seems to me to have a, bitter taste.”

“ You are not accustomed to 3ts fiavour,” the Prince answered, ™ it
is famed as a tonie and gives strength ; finish the decanter and let
s have some more.”

Rasputin emptied the bottle—and vel nothing happened !

‘The Prince could hardly hide his nervonsness; in order to regain
his seli- iont, he made an excusc and went up the staircase to
where the others were waiting,

He really went up to get his revolver—on his retwrn be found
Rasputin pacing up and down the floor.

“I don't feel well,” he zaid, ** those zakouskies have upset me,
1 won't wait for Karali, when she comes tell her she can go to the devil,
she is the first woman that Rasputin has ever waited for,” and he
reached for his fur coat.

“Dorn't be impatient,” the Prince said, *' she will arrive any moment
now, but while waiting come and see this wonderful bit of carving and
which, i yon like, you can take away with yaa to-night.”

In was never known to refuse a present.

He took it in his hands, it was an exquisite ivory crucifix, he bent
over a light fo examine it closely.

At that moment Prince Youssonpoli passed his revolver from his
left to his right hand and fired straight at the monk’s heart,

Rasputin, with a grean, fell in a huddled mass on the floor.

The Grand Duke Dimitri went to get his automobile—it was decided
they would take Rasputin’s body and throw it into the Neva.

They went as far as the streset door, they were overfjoyed at the
success of their plan.

* Kessia, Holy Russia 1s at [ast free,” they said.

** Listen,” someone said—a nweise crine from the dining-room,

No ! it could not be possible,

Rasputin, with his monk's robe open—with blood streaming from
him, was clatching at the bhack of » chair in the centre of the room.

Belore they could recover their senses he had already waiked out
into the garden in an effort to gain the private emtrance.
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Blood marked every step he took in the snow,

He reached the door, his hand was alresdy on the catch.

Pourichkievitch and Youssoupoif fired together,

utin feli witheout a word.

The body was taken in the motor to the Petrovsky Bridge.

With a great effort they raised it to the top of the balnstrade.

Horror of horrors—the monk was still alive—with his right hand
he clutched the epzulette on the shounlder of one of the officers and
tore 1t Irom the nniform.,

Fate could not, however, be cheated at such a moment. Four strong
men with grim faces pushed him over, the body rebounded on the stone
buttress below, crashed on a block of ice and rolled over into the
swirling icy waters of the Neva,



CHAPTER XI

STRANGE EXPERIENCES IN RUSSIA. ' THE ANGEL OF THE REVOLUTION."
THE CZAR'S EFFORTS FOR A WORLD-WIDE PEACE. 1 AM FORCED
TO WITNEES AN EXECUTION IN THE FORTRESS OF 5T. PETER AND
ST. PALL

COULD tell of many wonderful experiences 1 had in “ Haly
I Russia,” and they would fili a voleme, I have been whirled off

in a droshky drawn by six fiery harzes, driven by a demon driver
wrapped in furs, thropgh the moonlit night, travelling thromgh a
scerningly endless forest, the black trecs standing up in sharp contrast
to the snowy track. The ching ! ching ! ling ! of the bells wpon the
horses mingled with the distant woof ! woof | of the wolf pack, bomne
to my ears by the melancholy winter wind. Buti suddenly, when 1
felt that the journey would never end, the white road ran sharply in
a dizzy curve throngh giant sentinel trees—a noble avenue, two miles
long. At the end, lights twinkled from myriads of windows; great
deors rolled back; a gorgeous majordomo received me with six
footmmen at rigid altention behind hitm, TFhues i stale, [ came oot
of the cold winter night into the blazing splendonr of the salen of the
Princass Kienia Yvesky.

Her party included the cream of Russian socicty ; somc had come
in their droskkizs and sieighs for many miles through the vast forests
that stretch for leagmes round this chitean. It was hard to believe,
looking round at the luxury, the toilettes of the ladies, the perfect
arganization of the house, that it was miles from cverywhere, and that
wolves bayed almost up to the chiteau gates. But—it was Russia.

Alas ! I revealaed the fats of the Princess that night. A shout of
incradulity greeted my predicticns :

" Widowhood—Poverty—Death.”  They langhed—" How ridic-
wlous.”” Among the victims of Bolshevik terrorism was the accomplished
Prince ¥vesky, while his beantifol wife died of privation, afier escaping
to Finland with a few iewels sewn up in her petticoat,

1 will include in this part of my revelations a strange tale that sheds
a light on Russia, when she was staggering downwards into the abyss
of revolubion.

I was visited in my hotel by an aristocratic Russian gentleman, who
gpole rankly.

“* Cheiro,” I bave heard of you from my chief, M. Isvoisky. Do
me the honour Lo be frank with me.”

I exatnined his shapely hand with attention. 1szaw there a wonderful
capacity for organization and business ahility, courage and faithiulness
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and 2 vigient deah for hirmselt and two oiher persons closely ;‘;J:mmte&.

th: spoke tﬁrst of kiy past lile, and skeiched cut the circomstances of

I had finished, he said :
" " Cheixe," you have been wondetfully accurate. So muich so that
B2
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1 dread to have the veil kfted from the Future, But I must, It hangs
over me with 8 menacing aspect that fills me with a sense of depression.
T am determined to know all.”

I lnoked at his hands—they quickly told me what was the matter,

“ Yaut have a loved one who is in trouble,” T began.

He started violently and his face became deadly pale.

I went on @ * She has come into this trouble through helping someone
else, Thzs other person is a near relative—I should suppose her brother.
He has been indiscreet and has been arrested. HBis mister—if it 1s his
sister-~has now fallen under the suspicion of the Government.”

“ ' Cheiro,” " he whispered, and seemed to guze fearfally roumd the
apartment, ¥ you—you are marvelfous. My fiancée has been arrested
by the secret police, simply becanse she expressed the hope that her
brother weuld be treated fairly and allowed a trial. e was a student
at Tobolsk, a hot-headed boy, and he spoke injudiciously about

‘Liberty and Equality ‘—he is in a dungeon in the fortress of the
capital of the province, I know—for I am in the department of Justice
—that there will be no trial, but an expulsion to Siberia. Now his
sister is being drawm in. Good God ! Is my beloved to be sacrificed
as well 7 7

I comfcrted him as best I could. The working out of Fate bore
hardly upon these three people. The woman, maddened by the fate
of her brother, who was slashed to demth by the nagaika, or Fhow,
wiclded by a Cossack guand, thyew herself heart and soul into the
revolutionary movernent. She was liberated at first owing to the
strenuous efforts of her lover, who risked his reputation with his
superiors in order to do so. Knowm as *° The Angeal of the Revolution,”™
she planned the assaseination of the Czarevich, and was implicated
in the mysterious attempt that partially succeeded when the Heir to
the Throne was upen the Impenal yacht, cruwising in the Baltic.

Frantic with fear that even therg the chuld was not sale—for
although official reporis were suppressed, it i koown that a woman
gained access to the yacht in the guise of a trusted nurse—the Empress
demanded that the full force of the fury of the {overnment should
be let loose against all suspects,

“ The Angel ** was arrested, exiled to Siberia, and died in those
frozen solitudes. Her lover blew out his brains in an ¢legant faf in
St Petersburg.

One fragmentary tragedy of mighty Russia, when she was tottering
dizzily to the brink |

In view of the Czar's effort for a world peare in the years gone by,
it may be intetesting tor wy Teaders o gPance over the iollowing

partlr:ulaﬁ. of the Jamous Hegue Conference of 18g5.

It may be that the Czar was impressed with my prediction when
he visited me in London in 18094, and endeavoured to alrer his destiny
by making the efiort for peace whmhhnmdafewyemiater i is
often that the emallest things give rise to the greatest results.
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On January 11th, 31859, the Czar sent round letters to the leading
Powers, inviting themn to meet at 2 Peace Conference at the Hapgue.
Twenty-six -::fn%#m agreed to mest.

The Conference resolved itself into three committees. The first one
dealt with the method of limiting armaments and the use of needlessly
destructive engines in warfare ; the second with the extension of the
principles agreed to at Geneva in 1864, and at Brussels ten years later ;
while the third handled the question of international diplomacy and
arhitration.

The First Cammittee’s objsct was achieved, Russia gaining her point
that explosive bullets and agphyxiating shells shoold be prohibited,
an interdict being laid for five years on the empleyment of balloons
to discharge explosives.

The Second Committec proclammed neutral all vessels equipped
solely to save human kife.

The Third Comnmittes discussed the Runssian proposal to establish a
permanent Court of Arbitration for the settling of international disputes.

In spite of severe cppesition from Germany, the following principles
were approved by the Conference ;

That one or several Powers should have the right of offering mediation
in impending conflicts ; its exercises should not be regarded as an
“onfriendly act.”

A permanent Court of Arbitration was established at the Hague,
composed of judges, selected from a list on which every state was
represented, and this body formed an International Council,

A protocol embodying the decisions was signed by the representatives
of sixteen states, and subsequently executed by sixteen more, including
{>reat Britain, Gemany, Austria-Hungary, China, Japan, and Ttaly,

As though by the irony of Fate, some of the most terrible wars
EBroke out shortly after this Conference. I could pot help remarking,
when talking to 2 very distinguished pacifist one day, that when the
foundatfions of the Haguc Palace of Peace were laid, we had the Boer
War ; when the building was erected, the Russo-Japanese War ; and
when it was ready for its furmiture, the Great War.

Yet what can one expect when one remembers that the £300,000
that Mr. Carnegie gave to lay the foundations of this Palace of Peace
came chiefily from the mannfacture of cannon and implements of war !

Russia recalis many memories to my mind, some pathefic, others
humorous, and not a few on the verge of the seosational. It is of one in
the lasi-named category that 1 have rnost vivid recollection.

Several times after my imterview wth the Czar in the Peterhot
Palace T pald visits to Russia,

Omn my arrival in Petrograd for the third time, I was invited to dinner
gt the house of 2 lady who had great influence in Court crcles,! It
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 deferivined to walk 1o mry hotel for the sake of getting some exercise.
! Princess Golitiren, Lady-in-waiting o the Crarina.
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The driver of a solitary droshky standing near the house importuned
me as ] passed, but I shook my head negatively and set off at a brisk
pace taowards the Nevsky.

Quite casually, I observed that the man was following me at soms
yards distance ; I thought nothing of this, as 1 knew how persistent
these drivers were in their endeavours to zecnre a fare.

Abruptly the weather changed. Spots of rain fell and [ realized
that uniess I availed myself of the sheler the droskky offered 1 skould
receive a drenching,

Accordingly, I signalled to the driver, anmounced my hotel, and
jumped in, Almeost at the same instant a man stepped from the
shadow of a house, and in perfect French said : * Pardon me, Monsieur,
but may I share your drosiky 2 [ am alse making for your hotel, and
it 15 going to be very wet.”

i consented, of course, and the stranger seated himself beside me.
We set off at & furious pace towards the Nevsky, and I was observing
what wonderful horses the Russians had, when I noticed that we turned
down g side-street towards oneof those long bridges that span the Neva,

" The fellow is going wrong,” T langhad. * Teall him in Russlan the
address of our hotel.”

' o, Monsieur,” my companicn replied, ' the fellow is not wrong !
You will not see wour hotel to-night.”

Despitc the menacing nature of the words, is tone was polte,
alimost casual,

" What do you mean ? *' T demanded.

“ Guly this,'”” he replied, still in that pleasant hut sipmificant tone.
Gripping my arm with his left hand, he showad me a pglimpse of the
revolver held in his right.

After a long drive, we turned into the courtyard of a house standing
alone on the very outskirts of the city.

We descended from the dreshky, and, still holding my arm in 2 firm
grip, my companion cntered the house and conducted me into a heavily
shuttered room in which four men of the artisan cliss were filling
small brass cases that looked ominensly like bombs, or hand-grenades.
‘Through a door at the end of this room, we gained acress to another
and smaller apartment. There seated at a table, head in hands and
the very picture of abject despair, was a woman.

“ Ah, Monsieur, she i3 broken-hearted,” said my companton.

" But what has happened ? * ¥ asked in wonderment.

This atmosphere of mystery was stifling me. ' Can I do anything
to belp her 2 ™

A3 though galvanized to lifc by an electric current, the woman
statted up at my words, The next moment she was on her knees at
my feet, her tangled black hair thrown back, reveaking a face beautiful
yet drawm with s sgony that was palnbal to witness.

Y Indeed you can 1" she moaned i Frenck, * That is why I mads

them bring you."
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In calmer tones the woman told me of her life. She was 2 revolution-
ary. Her people had slways been rebels and had soffered for their
beliefs. She had seen, first her grandfather, then her brothers, knouted
to death, while her husband had been executed soon after their
marriage.

‘" But it is of my son I wish to speak,"” she cried. “' K is for him
I beseech your help |

‘“ Is he a revointionary, too ¢ I asked, bewildered at the turn the
night’s adventure had taken.

'"No, Monsieur,” she sobbed. ™ On the contrary, he was, alas|
bors withowt the spink of revenpe”’

I could not fathom this strange statement. Buot all was reveated
to me as she proceeded to tell me how this son she adored had pleaded
with her to give up the revolutionary cauwse ; how, instead, she had

gone on b]mﬁi year after year. Men and wornen hud looked to her
as their leader they had suffered cxile or died for the cause, yet she
had gone omn, determined to give up her life if that were necessary.
After ¥ Bloody Sunday,” when the police could not find her, they had
taken her son ; his family record was against him, and he was at that
moment in the fortress of St. Peter and St. Paul under sentence of
death.

“ But what can I do in all this tragedy ? " T asked. “ I, a stranger
here—wwhat good can I do? ™

Again the woman lifted her head,

" Yes, you can indeed help, that is why [ made them bring you to
me. The lady you dined with to-night could plead with the Czarina
that my only boy toay be spared She, too, has an only som; she
knows what 1t 1s to love,”

I bad grasped by now the terrible difficulties of the situation. They
told me that the sentence of death would be carried out in two days—
surely not much time in which to work, and even then, could there be
any hope of success ¢

I was in despair. T attempted fo reason with the grief-bowed
mother, but at the first words the tears stopped, the sobs ceased—
a terrible light came intc her eyes, and, crdermg the man 1o open the
door, she pointed to where the four figures were silently filling the
bosbs in the outer room.

“ If my son dies,”’ she hissed, ™ the Czarina and her son will dic too !

Full of emetion, I could only repest my promise to try to help,
“ 1 will try to-pight,” T added.

With a sob that wnumg my heart, the half-mad mother knelt dovmn
and kissed roy feet. Without a word, the man and I went to the door,
and in another moment the droshky was tearing back towards the city.

Although it was extremely late, my friend the Princess received me
at once. I told her exactly what I had heard and seen, and she
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At four the following morning, the Princess sent for me.

** T have not been suceessfnl,” she said, " but I have at least obtaioed
one slight eoncession. The boy is to be shot at six o'clock to-morrow
morning, but I have been promised that his body will be placed in a
coffin and piven aver to his relatives. Further, you and that man
who brought you will be allowed to witness the execution and can
take the coffin away with you at once afterwards,"

“ There may be some hope,” she added, “ that I shall be able to
arrange something between this and six o'clock to-morrow morning,
but don't ask me any questions now.”

With a heart like Jead, I returned to my hotel and found my com-
panion: of the previous night waiting for me. He knew from my face
that my news was net reazsuring, but he did not say much and quietly
apreed that he would meet me at the gates of the foriress of 5t Peter
and St, Paul at 5.30 in the morming, and that he would bave a hrarse
there waiting to curry away the body.

I do not think T ever passed a more wretched night. The dawn at
last came, heavy, foreboding, and as the clock struck 5.30, T kept my
appointment at the gates of the prison fortress.

We found the lad wonderfully calm and resigned to his deom. He
gave me a gold cross which be had always wormm, to hand to his mether,
and, sayumg good-bye, we left bim to the care of a prrest who had just
arrived.

The firing-squad were already in position as we returned 1o the yard,
and while the men waited for their officer, they kaned nonchalantly
on their rifles as if the terrible scene were but part of the ordinary
routine of their daily life,

The officer came, the men stood to attention, and at the word of
comunany] loaded their rifles, A bell was mng, the condemped man
marched into the yard, cscorted by two jailers and preceded by the
priest, mumbling words that no one seemed to hear.

When all was ready, the officer walked up to the boy and said
someathing. The ¢ondemrtied 1ad seemed to bew his head. A moment
later three sharp commands rang out; the rifies answered with a
vollay, and the boy’s body fell forward m a hnddied heap into the
cofhn at his feet.

1 was spellbound with horror. Mechanically T saw the warders
straighten out the body, screw down the lid of the coffin, and throw,
rather thap lift it inlc the hearse.

Then I feli myself heing helped inta a droshiy at the prison gates,
the cther man with me, and without speaking a word, we followed the
hearse 10 that sams lonely house where we had been so shortly before.

Men carried in the coffin and placed it on the benck in the centre
of the room-—the sarme bench where I had seen the bombs being filled.

A wild, haggard-looking woman staggered out from the inner room
and oxdered the men {0 unserew the lid,

The bd wes Bited |, tespectinfly the men stood back. The woman,
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with e tenderness almest divine, bent down and lifted the head gently
against her breast. There were no sabs from ber heart, yet silent tears
rolled down the cheeks of tha men present.

I felt T could not stand there a moment longer. 1 turned towards
the door, but as I did so, I heard & scream that seemed to freeze the
bloed in my veins.

I rusked forward. The mother was clasping her boy in her arms,
as if waking out of a dreatn, his eyes opened and were locking straight
into hers,

“ Maya, Maya," he s2id in Russian, " Don't be frightened! I am
not dead,”

In a few mimrtes the seerning miracle was explained.

The Princess had kept her word. She had influenced the officer
in charge of the firing-party to have the soldiers served with blank
cartridges. He kad, in his turmn, fold the boy to fall ferward as thongh
dead when the shots rang out, and the youth had inveluntarily added
realism to the deception by fainting at the fateful moment.

I need nof dwell on the joyous scenc that took plave n that sombre
house. It affected me deeply, and T was glad when I was able to
make my departure—not, however, before 1 had been overwhelmed
with sincere expressions of a mother’s gratitude.

1t was that very boy who three yvears later saved my own life in an
experience which I will relate later,



CHAPTER XII

THE GREAT CATHEDEAL OF RIEFF. THE HOLY PICTIURE OH HUMAN
SKIN 15 LOWERED FDR ME TO EIES

T was about three years later when I ggain visited Russia, this
time chiefly directing my attention towards the south.

I got off the train at Kieff and stopped for a week to thoroughly
enjoy this remarkable city—the one-time capital of what was known
as “ Little Russia.”

Sitnated as it is on the crest of a hill overlooking the Steppes and
the Dricper, which sweeps in almost a circle round its feet, there are not
many ctties which occupy a more commanding pesition. I know few
sights more impressive than when looking down from the public
gardens on the crest of the hill, ana looks across thoea endless plains
below, where they seem in the far distance to join the sky. In the
rays of the setting sun, one sees the great river like a path of gold
flowing from the horizon where sky and earth have met and sweeping
onward in majestic curves past this fairy city of the heights.

Set like great jewels in emerald foliage, the churches rise with their
glittering domes ; hugher still and dominating all, stands the Grand
Llagva, or Great Cathedral, hoiding as it were the last gleams of
light in its polden dome and shedding them back to the city at its
feet like some glittering blessing from the Giver of Good.

And what a cathedral that Grand Llarva is-—what a monument on
the pathway of Rchgwon ; can one wonder that pilgrims wend their
way ta see 1t once before they die, {rom the farthest stretches of the
great Rnssian Empire ?

Esquimaux from the White Sea, a thousand mules to the north,
have taken years to tramp that distanoe, just to live a few days in the
shadow of its arms, to die perhaps with hunger on their homeward
tnarch.

From the borders of China in the east; from the hot plains of
Turkestan in the sonth, they come yesr after year.

Al bring presents o the great shrine, jewels that have no price, gold
the purest that can be fonnd, carpets of silk that lifetimes were spent
in weaving, everything that one can imagine or that homage can give.

And some again come with nothing, only rags that cover slin and
bone—weury and worn out they creep into the great courtyard, glad
to pet a crust of bread from the black-robed monks and happy o
#ven see the incense that every few hours rises upwards towards the
dome.

I kad come with a letter of introduction to the Grand Patriarch
from my fricnd, the Minister of Foreign Affairs, Monsiewmr Isvolsky,
and coynter-signed by the Czar himself, The Grand Patriarch was a
marvellots-looking old man in his robes of black and gold, and a beard
white as snow that almost reached his feet.

He gave me a4 monk as o guide to show me the wonders of the place
and his patriarchal blessing which T often feit T needed when gazing

Bg
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af the treasuras in the waults below. Through catacombs cut out of
the solid rock by human hands we wandered, past the mummifed
heads of the hundred monks who had in far-off ages built the cathedral
and who when their work was finished carved out their own tombs cae
by one in the heart of the solid rock below.,

Wonderful, wonderful, is all one feels able to say as finaliy the tour
is ended and one comes upward into the light and inta the heart of the
great cathedral itself,

I was indeed a favoured person. What did it matter what my own
religion might be, or for the matter of that, what could any other
religion matter in such a place.

I was indeed a favoured person end yet I was going to be favoured
still further.

As we stood in the centre of the chancel, opposite the gates of solid
rold that separate the public from the high altar, my guide, the monk,
drew my attention to a small painting of the head of the Mother of
Christ that hung suspended on fwo chains of pold directly above the
altar. Looking upwards 1 saw the painting which was not more
perhaps than twenty-four inches square, but set in an cnormous {rame
of guld in which thowsands of diumonds secrmed to sparkle. While
looking at it, he told me the following curious story :

" That picture,” he said, * was painted by a monk about the year
AD, 4o0; it is made on human skin taken from the breasts of those
monks who started the foundations of the ¢athedral

“ When the Saracens gverran Asia, they invaded Russia and
conquered it as far north as Kieff They sacked the then cathedral,
and, finding this painting hanging over the altar, they took it and
threw it into the Dmieper ; thcy raveged the entire country, bat later
were peaten back again towards the south,

" When the monks relorned to their cathedral they commenced to
rebuiid it, but their greatest sorrow was the loss of this picture that
they prized moere than all the jewels and precious things that had been
stolen. The day, hawever, when the cathedral wake restored and the
first Mass held—cn that same day, the piciure was discovered floating
on the sorface of the Dmieper exactly opposite the church as if the
rurrent of ibe river had never in all that time been able to carry it
away. [t was found to be undamaged in the slightest degree and was
brought back and hung by chains of gold over the altar i the same

ition where it s to-day.

“ From then on, it became the custom in Xieff and for a hundred
miles ronnd, that every rich person who died within that circumference
had to leave to the picture one solitary diamond, g the best and
whitest thal money could by, The frame has bad to be enlarged many
times and it oow contains so many tbousands of diamonds that to-day
it has perbaps a depth of several feet. It is only lowered to be kissed
by exceptionally favonred persons; the last person it was lowered for
was the German Kaiser when he visited Kieff as Crown Prince.
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‘“ It will be lowered agmin to-day,” the monk added, “ for I have
nstructions that you are to be the favoured person to be allowed to
press your lips to what 19 considered here a3 the moest venerated object
of all cur freasures.”

It was useless my expostulating that [ was far too humble an indi-
vidual for such an honour. I was led up to the altar, the gold chains
weTe loosened, and the picture slowly descended to where I knelt,
When the ceremony wss over | locked cutwards to the chancel. To
may amazement [ saw the monk and I were not the only participants
in such a strange cercmony—the entire cathedral was flled, and the

courtyard beyond, witk pilgrims lying flat on their faces 1 mute
devotion and awe.



CHAPTER XIII

TIFLIS AND THY WONDERFUL KASPECK MOUNTAIN, I AM GIVEN A
CONCERRION WORTH A FDRTUNE, BUT AM MADE PRISCNEE IBY
BANDITS ON TEE RODUTE OF GEORGIA

EAVING Kieff, I went by aatomcbile by the once great national
vroad to Jitomir. This wide, magnificent route was made for
military purposes and is almost a straight line across the

country for a distance of about forty-five miles between the two towns.
As this part of the country is very badly served by the railway, the
traffic is carried on by the most nldJashmnEd dz'l nees that one
coiild paossibly imagine. To see these add—shaped vehicles drawn
by siz or seven horses Jumbering along would make one believe one
was suddenly transported back to the heart of the Middle A%'l:s.

The Zemstvo of Kieff had offered me a concession to replace these
diigences by & service of auto-ompibuses, but as I found a German
firm bad already been in negotigtion for the same service, and as their
tender was g ridiculonsly low one, T did not entertain the business.
The German motors proved to be too light for that terrible road, and
within two years travellers were glag to go back to their old-fashioned
conveyances and the German company came to grief.

This is just another of the many instances of German enterprise in
Russia. A few yrars before the War one ¢ould find them in almest all
Russian factaries, and il 1w War had not come on, in a2 short time
Blussia would, at least commercially, have become not rauch more than
a kind of German province.

From Jitomir I went on to Baku, the city of petrol on the Caspian
Sea. A city of ol wells and huge refineries, where even the very water
one drank seemed to taste of petroleum.

After crossing the Caspian and getting a glimpse of the old-world
Oriental civilization m lurkestan, then on to Mount Ararat where
I was shown a supposed piece of Noah’s Ark, I was glad to retrace my
footsteps and make my way to Tiflis, the capital of the Caucasus and
the principul town m Southern Ruseia.? Here I presented a letter of
introcloction from His Excellency Monsieur Isvolsky in Detrograd to
Count Vorontzoff-Daskoff, the Viceroy, who received me in a most
courteous and charming manner, T carned with me {rom the Minister
of Ways and Communications, a signed Government concession to
place motor omnibuses for both the pest angd passengers on the famous
military reute of Georgia to serve the towns of Vadikaffquas and
fTﬂ:ﬂJs This concession had been represented ta me to be worth a

rhune.

I wanted, however, to see one of the greatest sights of Natore that
perhaps the eyves of man can behold, 1 wanted to cross the Alps of
Russia to sec the famous Kaspack with its peaks of perpetual snow,
many thousands of feet higher than Moent Blane, and at the same time
inspect the famous route of Georgia for myzelf.

1 The Clity of Tiflis Was fonnded by Vakbtang, King of Georgia, in the fith centnry.

g2
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It was a strange sensation to swelter in the streets of THlis and look
upwards to those glistening heights of the Kaspeck that rose like white
s.te s into the very heart of Heaven.

ne day [ told the Viceroy, whose guest T was, that T was planning
to see fc:r myself the route of Georglia across the Cancasus from Tiflis
to Vadikafiquas, He laughed and said, " If T gave you an escort of
my best Cossacks, 1 doubt if you would ever get half-way.”

Ferhans seeing my look of incredulity, he added, ™ It is true it is
our great military road from north {0 south constructed by FPeter the
(reat, but since the past few years it is so mmfested with bandits that
it would iake as long as the late Japanese War to clear them out, and
it might cost us as much in lives and money.”

In spite of all warnings, the love of adventure called me on, and

occasionally a peasant caravan that made the journey, appar-
ently without mishayp, I finally made np my mind to try,

! had made the acquaintance of a Georgian prince, who in a wonderful
uniform of a Cossack ofhicer, with revolvers in his belt and a row of
cartnidges ell round his body, locked so fierce that 1 confided i him
my plan. [ course, he langhed at danger, he was a Georgian, he said,
and Georgians had no fear. His race had fought for centuries the
troops of every Czar who had reigned since Peter the Great ; besides,
he added, his own brother was Chief of the Bandits, so we need have
no fear,

For a paltry present of a few hundred roubles he would be glad to
accompany me, and so one morning as the sun rose we started.

We took a carriage with four splendid Cossack horses, a lot of
provisions, together with winter clothing and furs which would be
necessary when we reached the snow.

I bought the latest pattcrn Browning revolver, and feeling very
brave away we started.

Far cut on the famous route of Georgia, our carrage wound in and
out among the mountains, climbing higher and still higher till the towm
of Tifiis beneath locked like a pack of cards that some pigmy had
played witk at making houses.

No painter’s brush, no poet’s pen could depict such savage and
grandiose scenery. At one moment we swung round at the edge of a
precipice, at another we passed through walls of piant rocks that
guarded the road with the shadows of night ; on past firs ard pines
and forests of oak that bad reared their heads for ages;: on again till
the peaks of the Kaspeck seemed toppling over upan us.

At last we siopped, we had reached the edge of the ice, a place
where the forest had ceased to grow, where the birds had ceased to sing,
where silence reigned upon her throne, where edicts of Czars or men
had never reached.

1 still tried to lock brave, but I did not feel it. My companion no
longer looked the fierce Cossack of the town, but rathor Like some toy
I had bought in a child's bazaar.
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{Our korses were dead beat and they bad to rest, our toen too were

and they had to eat. We opened our provistons, we spread

them on the upturned face of a massive granite rock, We filled aur

we had brought with us 2 bottle of French thampagne, it

sparkled in the sun, but, like oerselves, it looked out of place ic soch
surroundings.

For hours we had not seen a hyman beimg, not a single bandit—as
if such worms could live in such a scene !

We clinked aur glasses, we had raised them to cur lips, when from
behind our shoulders two huge hands appeared, took them ount of our
fingers and with a laugh ermnptied them into two big herce-looking
mauths,

Thers was no dream abowt it, we wore swreounded by bandits,
there was not even o shot fired, not 4 word Lad been said.

My Genorgian prince expostulated, argued, raved in Georgian,
Russian, and every other language he knew, in vain ha cited his bandit
brother. They RArst ate our provisions, drank our champagne, and
with charming consideration gave us two chunks of dry bread for
ourselves. Then vur horses were led away, we were pushed into the
centre of the group and marched for aboat an hour across the side of
the mountain. At last we reached what they called their fortress—
a natural stranghold where Nature had piled up encrmous masses of
rock on the edpe of a2 precipice, while on the oather sides it was sur-
rounded with an equally inaccessikble and impassable sea of ice.

In the centre of this rock-bound enclosure was & large hat made of
logs, in whick a good wood fire blazed brightly and around the chimney
were some rough benches which my companion and my=zelf were very
glad to appropriatie to our own immediate use.

Cups of very good chi {tea) were handed round by a deaf and dumb
vouth who appeared to be 2 kind of general servant, and then most
of our captors picked op their rifles and weni cut, leaving us to
ourselves,

My companicn, who of course understood everything that was said,
told me in French that from their conversation he had learped that
they were planning to hold me for ransom, but the amount would
not be decided on until their principal Chief would come back the
following day.

He had also gathered that this Chief was from the north of Russia
and although very young and ondy with them for a little over two years,
had in that time became the leader of nearly all bandits in that part
of the Caucasns, and, further, had enormous influence with the
tevelutionaries 1 St. Pefersburg.

" We are in a bad fix indeed,” he added, ** and if a ransom for you
& not easthy wrranged, God only kaows what may hwp_ge

* Bk sorey 1 cen vend word to fhe Viesroy)' | saggested, * e
send and cbiain cur freedom "

My friend smiled. “ You don't realize where wou ore,” he said.
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“In the first place no message could ever raach him, and if it did, it
tnight taks years to find 18 here.”

" But they don't seem to waicrh us clozely,” I replied, " fhere
dne:idnut appear fo be a soul about, let us go cut and have a lock
round,"”

Outside the hut there was no one to be seen, we could wander where
we liked. We climbed the edge of the rocks ; on two sides there was
a precipica with a wall of anbroken rock that looked straight down
as far as our eyes could see, and on the other cide there was a wide
plain of unbroken ice and snow whose edge seemed to lose itself in
great glaciers that appeared to rise withont end up to the highest
peelks of the Kaspeck itself.

We next worked our way round to the entrance by which we had
been brought in. It was very simple—a wide cleft in a sheer wall of
Black rack and one man with a mifle that commanded the winding
path by which we had enterad.

" But our drivers,” I said, ™ they were allowed to escape. By
to-morrow, they will have reached Tiflis and will have given the

“ They may reach Tiflis,” my companion answered, “ but even if
they do, they will not dare say onc word. Yoo forget you had to pay
them in advance bufore they would start, as likely as not they are
friends of the bandits ; besides, in the Caucasus people da not go about
belping the police or Government with information, and even if they
did, it would not be af much nse.’’

We returned to the hut; a savoury smell of cooking made us feel
degsperately hungry. Ower the fire was swinging a hoge pot that the
deaf and dumb youth occasionally stirred ; with greedy eyes we hoth
watched it and began to long for our bandit hosts to return,

At last they came. They were i excellent spirits. A foolish
merchant from Moscow had attempted to reach Tiflis by “ their
road, with the result that several thousand pieces of gold, a handsome
watch and one of Faberger's jewelled cigareite cases had become
their property. Like children they played with the gold, they handed
me cigaveties from the merchant's case, and finally they iovited us
{0 their wooden table and we all sat round {for dinnet,

The stew was excellent, it was a close cousin to ' Irish stew,”" only
of venison instead of meat, but I never ate anything in my life that
tacted better, especially washed down as it was by a couple of glasses
of old vodka which they poured out like water from a curious-shaped
stone jar. In the end they drank so much that one by one they roiled
off to sleep upon the ﬂﬂﬂl‘ and if we had not known of a rma.n and a
rifie pested at the entrance to the stronghold, 1 feel snre we wonld have
been templed to make an efort to escape.

Morning carne atYast | onehy one they woke up. The youth brought

in several jugs of hot cofier and chi {tea}, vodka was also served round,
the gold which was still lying about the table was picked up and put
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in a chest, and [ was actually offered the rest of the cigarettes out of
the robbed merchant’s case.

To my amazement nearly every member of the band washed and
tidied himsclf wp. One man struck s maguificent osprey into the
front of his turban and filling their belts with cartridges they picked
up their rifles and went cut.

* They have gone to meet the Chief,” my compeanion said. We
went and sat down by the firte and with mixed feelings of dread and
anxiety, waited for the arrival of the man who was to decide our fate.

In about an hour we heard their footsteps returning. They entered
the hut—one man a little in advatce of the rest.

My companion rose, gave & military salete, and stood at attention.
I heard a lat of voices, but as they spuke in Georgian I conld not
understand z word that was said, but as the Chief walked to the
nuiddle of the room I also turned ronnd, stoed up, and faced him.

¥ had burely noticed his tall, skight form, the conirast he made to
the men around him, his steel grey-blue eyes that in a flash of memory
I feit T had seen somewhere before—when v one hound he had clasped
me 1o both arms, and I heard him say in French, '" My God, to imagine
we should meet hike this! ”

For a second I did not recognize who he was, but the wonderful had
happenerl ; those same eyes I had seen facing rifles in a prison in
Petrograd ; he was the man whose life T hacd saved three years before.

In a few words ke fold me what had taken place. His mother had
been killed in the end by the police. The spirit of revenge which sbe
thought he bhad not inherited kad come fo iife n his vesns ad her denth,
he had become an outlaw against all society, and the money he gained
as & bandit was to help the revolntionaries in the north. " Al men
are bandits,”” he said bitterly, '" until they become suceessful ; if they
have luck coough to rob countries, they become kings.*

A few hours later we were on cur way back to Tiflis. My bandit
friend accompanied us to the very ontskirts of the town.

" Good-bye,” be said, and kissed me on both cheeks.



CHAPTER XIV

HOW [ MET LORD KITCHENER. THE DNLY IMPRESISION OF HIS HAND

THAT WAS EVER OEBTAINED. HOW I PREDICTED HIS EXNACT
DATE OF DEATH

N July 21st, 1Bo4, T had the homour of meeting Lord Kitchener
and obtaining the autographed impression of his right hand,
which accompanies this chapter.

The day I had this inferview, the late Lord Kitchener, or, as he was
then, Major-General Kitchener, was at the War Office. To take this
impression I had te employ the paper lying on his table, and, strange
as it may appear to those who read symbals, the imprint of the War
Office may be seen at the top of the second finger—the finger known
for ages as that of Fate—in itself perhaps a premonition that he would
cne day be the guiding hand in that great department in the most
ternble war that up to now has threatened the Destiny of Britain.

As I related in one of my recent books,? Lord Kitchener was at the
mament of my interview {18q4} Sirdar of the Egyptian Army and had
returned te England to tender his resignation on atcoumt of scme
hostile criticism over ™ The Abbas affair.” His strong-willed action
was & few weeks later completely vindicated. He wasmadea K.CM.G.
and returned t{o Egypt with more power than before and not long
afterwards brought the Egyptian Camnpaign to a successful close,

It seems only yesterday to me, that most memorable morning at
the War Office, when after sending in my card T was in a few minutes
ushered into his room.

He recelved me most cordially, ™ Well,"”" bhe said, " 50 you want
to have a look at my hand apain ¢ ™

“ Again ? ' I said in astonishment,

" ¥es,"” he rephed. “ Years ago I went te see you like so many
others and I can only say you were most singularly accurate in every-
thing you told me.”

“ I am so glad,” I stammered, “ for I hardly dared come and ask
you 1o let me have an impression of yonr hand as I had no idea you
believed in such studies.”

“ Lock here "—he turned and pointed to a small blue vase about
three inches high that was standing on his table—"" can you tell me
anything about that ? ™

Utterly taken aback, { tock the vase in my hands, looked it all aver,
and then put it down, saying, “ | am sorry, but [ don’t know one vase
from another. I have never had the inclination to study such things.”

" Just s0,” he langhed. " You have answered yourself. I have
never studied hands and you have. If a man makes a lifelong study
of a thing, I expect him to know more about it than anyone elge—
sa now you know why I went to see you many years ago.”

This little incident had put me completely at my ease and in a few
moments this great man, before whom so many trembled, was quietly

1 Palimistry for A, Patnam and Son.
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leaning back in his chair asking roe the meating of the lines in his own
clearly macked palms, also those of some famous men, such as Glad-
stone, Stanley, and others, the impressions of whose hands T had
brougivt with me.

fle was then forty-four years of zge, and I remember well how 1
explained the sl higher positions and responsibilities that his path
of Destiny mupped out before him,

The heaviest and greatest of all would, I told him, be nndertaken
in his sixty-fourth year (rqr4), but how little either of us thought that
in that year the most terrible war that England has ever engaged in
would have broken out.

Believing a3 I do in the Law of Periodicity playing as great a rvle
in the lives of individuals as it does in nations, it is significant for those
who make a study of such things to notice, that the same " fadic ™
numbers-—or, as they are ako called, " Numbers of Fate "—that
governed Lord Kitchener's career when he was planning out the
Egyptian Campaign, by which he made his greatest name, and which
resulted in the victories of Atbarz and Omduerman in 1856, 1897, and
1808 —produce the sume final digit number {or 1914, 1915, and 19716,

These years added together frum left to right give the following
oumbers :

18g6—24—6. Opening of Egyptian campaign,

1897—25—7. Atbara and Omdnrman.

18GB—26—S8. Rest from Labour—ITonoured by Nation.

I0I4—15—b. Opening of the Great War.

1015—3if—7. Creation of Britain's Army of 4,000,000,

1916—17—8. Rest from Lebow and death—Honoured by Nation.

" Tell me what you like," be said, that morning of July 21st, 1894,

' as long as the end is some distance of.” And yet, when I pmnted
out te him that the 6 and 7 and the 8 were the most important nombers
af his life, as quickly as the late King Edward worked out from my
figures that 69 was likely to be the end of his life, and joked with me
and others about it afterwards—so Kitchener, with perhaps the same
mysterious flash of inteition, ran his pencil down the figores 1 had just
worked oui to the date of 1916 which was indicated as ** Rest from
Labour.” ‘" That then is perhaps ‘ The End," ' he said.

“ Strange, isn’t it ¢ "' he Jaughed. " But is there any indication of
the kind cf death it is likely tobe? ™

“¥Yes,”” T said. " There are certainly indications, but not at ali
perhaps the kind of * end ' that one wonld be likely to imagine would
happen to you.™ ,

1 then showed him in as few words as possible, that having been

born on June 18th, 18%0, he was in the First Horse of Air, in the Sign
of Gemini, entering into the First House of Water, the Sign of Cancey,
also House of the Moon and detriment of Satom. Taking these
indications, topether with the kabalistic interpretation of the num-
bers governing his life, the jatal year would be his 66th year,
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abont June, and the death would be by water, probably cansed
by storm {Air) or disaster at sea {Water), with the attendant chance

o1 some form of capture by an enemy and an exjie from which he wonid
ICVET TBCOVET.

‘“ Thanks,' he laughed. *' I prefer the first proposition,”

‘"Yet,”” he added, " I must admit that what you tell me about
danger at spa makes a serions impreseion on ray mind and T want yon
to note down among your queer theoties, but do not say anything
about it unless if some day vou hear of my being drowned—that 1
made myself a good swimmer and I believe I am a fairly good one—
for no other reason but that when I first wvisited you as quite an
unknown man many years ago, you lold me that water would be my
greatest danger. You have now confirmed what you told me then
and have even given me the likely date of the danger.

“ Good-bye,” he said, ' T won't forget, and as of course you believe
in thought transference and that sort of thing, who Imows if I won't
gend you some sign, if it should happen that water claims me at the
last.”

That he did rcmember is, I think, established by an Exchange
Telegraph Company's message on June tgth, 1615, mentioning that
“ when Lord Kitchener came to the British Front, he met at Thinkirk
Commandant de Balancourt, to whom he mentioned that a * Jack
Johnson * had dropped net far from him. " That did not alarm me,’
said the Field-Marshal, * decause I know I shall dic a sea’ ™

[ must now allude to a strange occurrence on the night of the disaster
and yct one that, had it not happened, I doubt very much if 1 wosld
ever have feit {he desire to write this chapter.

Many persons will, of conrse, call what T am about to relate " a
strange coincidence,” but ta others it may be just ancther illastration
of one of the many mysteries that make op the sum-totzl of what one
calls "' the unexplored side of life.”

The occurrence 1 am about 1o relate does not rely on myself for its
testimony, for I wrote an arficle on this subject for the Strand Magazine
and showed the editor the written testimony and confumation of the
persons who were present with me when 1t occtrred,

Almost at eight o'clck on Monday evening, June s5th, 1616, the
hour when the disaster to the Hampshire happened, I was sitting in
a long music-room in my house in the country with some friends,
when during 2 pause in general conversation about the War, we were
startled by a crash of somathing falling in ithe north end of e room,
Going to the place where the noise was heard, we saw a large oak
shield en which the arms of Britain were peinted lying on the floor—
broken talc haloes.

FPickang it up, I noticed thal the shield had been broken
thet part representative of England and Treland, and showing it to
my friends 1 could not help saying,  This is evidently an omen that
some terrible blow has at this moment been dealt to England, 1 feel
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that some naval disaster has taken place in which Ireland or at least
the name of Ireland is in some way corcerned.”

But how little did we think that at that very minute the ilustrious
Irishman, Lord Kitchener, was perhaps standing on the quarter-deck
of the Hampshire facing his death at sea.

A few seconds later the clock struck aight,

1 have often ssked myself simce—did Lord Kitchener remember and
keep his prorise ?

Returning to the accompanving ithstration of Lord Kitchener's
hand, low down in the palm one can hardly help but notice that the
Line of Life (encircling the ball of the thumb) has a line shooting out
through it crossing the two main lines of the hand—(tha Line of Iate
gomng up to the first and second fingers and the Line of Success going
up to the third)—the kline shooting across from the Life Line is called
the Line of Voyage or Travel, and it is a sirange fact thet it is on this
hand seen dregking the Line of Fate and Line of Success at the very
period where all my books on this subject show to be abont the 66th
vear of age.

We have been told by Him, whose words all Christendom venerates
and believes, that " not even a sparrow can fall to the ground, but
that the Father knoweth it Considering all these things, perhaps
then it is not too much to believe that in the case of Lord Xitchener
“the appomted time " had come. The work of the life liad been
accomplished, and the year of 1916 was even at his birth writfen in
the Book of Destiny as the year of the finzl * rest from labour.”

The following appeared in a London paper a few weeks after the
publication of the account of my experience with Lord Kitchener in

some of the English pericdicals,

KITCHENER A VICTIM O A WOMAN'S REVENGLH ?
Strange Cuestion to “ Cheire ” in Mystery Letter
BoMp 1w WARSHIP SToORY

“ ¥ wonder if by chance you told him (Kitchener) he wenld be the
victim of revenge ?

This strange question was put to " Cheiro ” in the course of a letter
he received from a Boer woman who shrouds her identity under the
signature "' Johanna."

The writer of this remarkable letter states :

“1 was fascinated at your foretelling his fate by drowmng. I
wonder what else you said—if by chance vou told him he would be

the victim of revenge ¥
“ As you are perhaps the only man swho may have puessed the

truth, or part of the truth, from what you saw in Kitchaner's hard,
I am going to give vou the real facts.”

Then, in strange foreign handwriting, and using the German script
lettering, the writer proceeds dramatically :
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* Twenty-five vears ago I was a happy woman, martied, and my
_ was ten years of age. 'We lived with my parents and my threc
brothers in a fine homestead farm in the Transvaal.

* We were Boers and loved our home and worked hard. I will be
brief as to what happened. War came to our unhappy people. Our
humestead became cur fortress.

“ Kitchener gave the arder to burn us out. Our brave men wers
shot Defore our ayes as rebels, My mother, my little son and myself
were unprisoned in a2 dreadful concentration camp where the horrors
drove my poor old mother insane and my little boy wasted nearly ta
a skeleton,

“ In that plague and disease-stricken camp hell, I swore to revenge
my beloved ones; and so it was that when T found moyself free I
devoted all my mind, body and seul to be revenged on the man wha
gave the order to kill aif fhat 1 keld dear in this world.

* ¥ planted the flame of hatc in my son’s soul and fanned that fame
tﬂ.] his hatred of the man who had killed his father was as fierce as
miie.

" Alas [ oy son had developed consumption, caught in that horribie
camp, the hike of which cannet be described.

“ Enavgh to say that T and my son in the end got our chance of
revenge. When the last war came on we were living in Scotland
wiere my son had employment in loading ships at Scapa Flow., An
mnfernal machine wus taken on board the Hampshire in the disgunise
of stores. All the world knows the rest.

“ A few months ago my dear son coughed himself to death and I
am alone, an old woman. 1 am going back to my country o end my
days and am glud to have confcssed this to you.

“"An eye for an eye !’ 1 have done no murder. I have kad ey
revenge.— Johanna ™

The letter is dated October rgth, and, as ithe postage stamp shows,
was posted at 7.45 p.m. on that date at Tilbury,!

. 1 Tilbary containg the great doclia on the Thames from whizh a0 many South Africen
liners leave.



CHAPTER XV,

I AM RECETVED BY HIS HOLINESS FOPE LEO II1. CONVERSATION OM
THE SUBJECT OF " FADIC NUMBERS. Hi5 HOLINESS PRESENTS
ME T0 CARDINAL SARTO, FATIED IO FOLLOW HIM oON “ THE
THRGNE OF ST. PETER ™

F all the remarkable experences in mmy professional career,

perhaps the most remarkable was my interview with His

Holiness Pope Lec XIII. It remeins in my memeory an
unforgettable experience ; many people have pressed me to tell the
full story of that visit to the Vatican, and the hour's conversation 1
had with His Holiness.

Even the circumstances that led to the interview being granted
were quite ont of the ordmary ; althongh to penetrate into the Vatican's
mysterious interior had long been the dream of my life, 1 could sce
no prospect of the wish being granted. Still, T chung to the impression
that it would some day he accomplished ; until at last, in an unloaked-
for fashion, events so shaped themselves that the dream became reality.

It came about in this way. I had the honour of knowing Irince
Marco Colomna from almost the commencement of my career as
“ Cheirg,” and I had had the good fortune of being extremely accurate
in predictions concerning him and the many persons he sent to me,

Here I may mention that the Colonna family is one of the most
ancient and honounred in Italy, While associated with the Court, they
have for penerations heen more particularly identified with the service
of the Popes. No history of the I'opes of the YVatican could be complete
without telling the story of the Colonna familyv—who devoted their
fortunes and swords ta supporting the occupant of the Papal Throne.

During my sezson in Pars, onc afternoon the Prince dropped in to
see me, and we fell to discassing occult matters in general. He tokd
me of the marvellons library of the Vatican-—the world’s greatest
callection of boolks, some of which, sa to speak, it was almest nnlawful
for a man o peer into, so great was the mysterious knewledge contained
in them:. He spoke with reverence of the sammted Life led by Pope
Leo XILI mn the Papsl Palace, surrounded by lus curdinals and
attendants, wlile the precuicts are guarded night and day by the famous
Papal Guard.

As T lstened, [ felt a renewed desire that I might be admitted to
this Palace of the Popes, gonarded so jealously. On the spur of the
moment, as pecple say—although 1 would prefer to record that these
“ gpurs O are impulses governed by Fate—1 said {0 the Prince :

“For vears 1 have longed 1o have the privilege of seeing the
Vatican ! **

He Ipoked thoughtful for a moment, and then said quietly :

" * Cheiro," why not 7"

Embaldened by this, I proceeded :

“ ¥Yes, but that is not all. 1 have for long cherished an audacious
desire to see and converse with the Pope himself, It may be but a



COQNFESEBEIONE! MEMCIRE OF A MCOCDERN SEER I43]

mard dream, but naw that you have come to see me, and I have heard
your conversation, it makes ma wonder whether it would be possible.”™

It was then that the Prince Colonna told me that he was going back
tc Rome, and prged that T should net fail to call wpon him if I visited
the Italian capital.

“ Then,"” he added, “ I have no doubt your wish could be granted.”

At the time I was so busy that I saw no prospect of getting away
even for the briefest holiday. But a few days later a doctor friend
calfed to see me.

" ¥You must forgive me,” he said, ** for seemning officious, but you
are seriously overworking; your mervous systemn cannot stand the
gtrain without some rest, if you do not toke even a fow weeks off,
there will be a collapse.”

It is, of course, obvious that the work of concentrating upon clients
day after day must be extraordinarily exacting. Many an evening
I found myself too wommn ont to seek amusement beyond music. Like
a flashk it came to me that the doctor was right, and that I ought to
ease up, whatever the difficulty of putting off pressing clients might
be. Just then I received a letter from an old friend who was living
i Kome, aslang me if T could come over and be his guest lor a few
weelks,

In a moment, the sequence of events shapad themselves before my
mind. My longing for years to visit the Vatican—Prince Colonna’s
kind invitation to see him in Rome—the doctor’s orders—and now
this cordial request that 1 should come ic the ltalian capital. [ saqw
in 4 Fate. 1 determined to go and wired that night that 1 would come.

On arriving in Rome, I sent o message to the palace residence of
Prince Colonna, mentioning that I had arrived. He immediately sent
a message by a servant that he would like to see me the following day.

When I met him, he said ;

" My dear ‘' Cheiro,” to-morrow eight hundred pilgrims are to be
received by Ilis Holiness, and he will be fired out. But leave it to
me, and [ will do the best [ can. 1In the meantime enjoy yourself by
seeing the sights of our ancient city.”

Later, he {old me that he bad arranged for the interview to take
place in two days' time.

On the appointed day he called at my hotel and drove me to the
vast Palace prison, as it used ta be, of ihe Popes of Rome, and what
a wonderful place it is. Housed within its precincts is the world's
largest collection of Greek and Roman sculptures ; there is an Egyptian
musewn ; a marvellous picture gallery, with a collection of great
masterpieces without an equul in the world, while in the Lateran
Palace are indescribable treasures of gold and silver objects, jewels,
and vestments encrusted with precious stones. Much of this was
related tome by the Prince as we drove aleng, and paturally heightened
my anticipation,

My interview was to be strictly ‘' informal "——which meant that I
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was to be presented specially to His Holiness. The Prince iold me
that the Pope desired to hear something from me on the question of
nembers dominating human life.

The only ceremnonial part of the wisit was our reception by the
splendidly aitired cfficers of the Papal Guard, while we waited for the
arrival of 2 Cardinal to condnet us to the inner apartments.,

We passed through what seemhed endless corridors, each dim with
mystery and antiquity, wrapped in a brooding silence that impressed
me with a sense of awe. At length we traversed a yumite of rooms
overlooking the noble gardens of the Vatican.

There, seated in a massive chair drawn up in one of the window-

. sat His Holiness Pope Leo XITI. We halted some paces away,
while the Cardinal who was with us went forward and announced our
arrival.

Leo X111, the two hondred and ffty-seventh successor of St. Peter,
was admittedly one of the most remarkable occupants of the Yatican.
At this time {zgov), ke was very aged, but his long life had beer packed
with exciting events beforc he came, in 1848, to succeed Pius 1X.

As Cardinal Pecci, Leo XIII was for some time Roman Catholic
Archhishop of Belgium, and was presented by King Leopold [ to (ueen
Victaria and the Prince Consort. This, it may be remembered, gave
great offence to the extreme Protestant party in England,

The day after his election as Pope, Leo XIII crossed the Tiber in
disgnise to his former residence in the Falconieri I'alace, to collect his
papers, and then returned to the Vatican, {0 commence what was a
virtual imprisonment in the vast Palace of the FPopes. Ee died in
1903 shortly after he had celebrated ns jubilee.  Such was the venerable

onage to whom I was about to be pre&mted.

He Iooked exquisitely frail and spiritnal. He first spoke rapidly
in [talian to Prince Colonna, and 1 was then bidden o apptoach. He
made a sign to one of the cardinals and to my surprige a low chair was
pushed towards me, and the cardinal said it was the wish of His
Holiness that 1 should use it. [ felt negvous at first, yet there was no
reason te be so. The Pupe spoke very softly in French, but soon his
voice berame quite animated.

“ Prince Colonna has told me about yon,” be said. “ 1 am interested
in meeting a man who has met the yemarkahle people youn have, But
maore particularly I should like to hear sumething from your Yps about
your sitrange theary of the coincidence of numbers in human life,
Kow please proceed, but speak slowly, and as distinctly as possible.”

1 then proceeded to show how certain nombers dominated the lives
of individnals, explaining that the occult symbolism associated with
them had come down to us from the most ancient times,

1 gave an example in the chief events in 1he life of St. Louis of
France and that of King Lounis XVI, showing that whenever the
interval sumber of 536-which was fhe number of years between ithe
dirth of one and the other—was added to the known events in the life
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of 5t. Louis, an exactly similar ncenrrence took place in the career of
King Louis XVI. This extraordinary series of dates was as follows :—

Si. Loats, Lowis XVI,
Eirth of St. Louis,
April z3rd IZI%,
Add interval 539  Birth of Louis XVI,
— Avgust z3rd
1754 754
Birth of Isahel, sister of
St. Louis 1225
Add interval 539  Birth of Elizabeth, sister
S— of Lows XVI
1764 1764
Death of Louis VIII, father
of St. Louis 1225
Add interval 433  Death of the fathcr of
—_— Louis XVI
1705 1765
Mineority of 5t. Louis com-
TMeEnCes 1226
Add interval 530  Minority of Louis XVI
—_— COIMMENCTS
1765 1765
Marriage of 5f. Louis 12331
Add interval 530
——  Marriage of Louis XVI
15770 370
Majority of St. Louis
(King) 1235 , _
Add interval 539  Accession of Lows AVI
— (King)
1374 1774
5t. Louis concludes a peace
with Henry IT1 1243
Add interval 334 Louis XVI toncludes a
S peace with George 111
1782 1782
An Eastern Prince sends an
Ambassador to St. Louis
desiring to become a
Christian I249 An Eastern Prince sends an
Add interval 539 Ambassador to Lonis XV]
—_ for the same purpose

1788 788
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Captivity of St. Louis 1250

Add interval 539
——  Captivity of Louis XV}
1789 r78g
5t. Louis abandoned T250
Add interval 30
—— Louiz XV1 abandoned
1730 I739
Beginnirg of Pastoral
under Jacob IZED
Add interval 539  Beginning of the Jacobins
e in France
1789 1789
Death of Isabel d’Angou-
1mwe 1Z50
Add interval 535  Birth of Isabel d’'Angou-
— l&me in France
1789 789
Death of Cueen Blanche,
mother of 5t. Louis 1253
Add interval 53  End of the " White Lily
—_— of France "
1702 1792
St. Louls desires to retire
and become u facobin 1254
Add interval 530  Louis XV quits life at the
—— hands of the Jacobins
1795 1793

St. Louis returns o
Madeleine en Provence 12584 2 Louis XVI interred in the
Add interval 530 cemetery of the Madeleine
—_— in Paris
I793 1703

This, 1 believe, is ¢one of the most c¢arions examples of history
repeating itself at a fixed interval ; further, the addition of the interval
nombet 539 reduecing it to the single digit gives the aumber 8, and the
addition of the number of letters in the pame L.OUILS XVI gives
also an 8.

This cumber in Kabalistic Symbolism is called Justice,

His Holiness followsed my exposition with the closest attention,
nodding his head slowly and occasionally asking a question. When
I finally paused, he sa.nfr

“ You must meet Cardinal Sarte.

* Cardinal Sarto has also made a deep sindy of mich things, He
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helieves there i5 & curious coincidence in numbers in the events of his
own life.”

At the conclusion of this deeply interesting and wonderful interview,
I was takep to Cardinal Guiseppe Sarto, who held the position of
Patriarch of Venice. He was at the moment in Rome. One afternoon
he sent for me and in the kindest possible way showed me over some
of the treasures of the famous li'l:rrar}r of the Vztn:an

There, in ona of the recesses of the windows, we fell inta an animated
discourse on numbers and their significance, and I soon found that
this was an absorbing subject witk Cardinal Sarte.

The Cardinal, without mmeniioning what he considered was his
dominating number, asked me if E would work it out, to see if it
coincided with hic own method. [ willingly assented., He gave me
particulars of his birth, June znd, 1835, at 5t. Riese, Ttaly, and he said
{hat if I wished during my stay in Rame, he would arrange for me io
look through the books and manuscripts on occultism and numbers
in the Vatican library. That is how I was ahle to avail myseif of the
inestimable privilege of wandering at will amid this storehounse of
buman wisdom.

Ir due course I presented the Cardine] with the result of my labour.
He was pleased to (ind that my number system agreed with his end
that the number § was the dominant ene in his career.

Readers may be interested to know that " nine " roled his life  a
very rematkable fashion :

For ninc years he was at school at Riese.
For ning years a siudent at Padua,

For nine years a curate at Tombolo,

For nine years a priest at Salzano.

For nine years a canan at Treviso.

For nine years a bishop at Mantna,

For nine years a cardinal-patriarch of Venice,

I knew from my siudy of his nombers, that an even more wonderful
hife was shorlly opening cut before him. In due conrse he was elected
Pope Pius X, in succession ta Leo XIH, He died in his Both year

on Angust 21st, 1914,



CHAPTER XVYI

AN EXTRADRDINARY INTERVIEW WITH EING HUMDERT OF ITALY., HIS
ONLY QUESTION, " WHENM SRALL IDIE? ™

HATD met many times in Pans, Prince Borghase. One evening
I he gave a dinner in my honour and invited the Princess Demidoft

and her two daughters, Vera and Olga, beautiful and talented
givls, who with thewr mother, the Princess, were murdered in their
chitean in the middle of Runssia <uring the Revolation.

Shortly after my interview with Pope Leo XIII, I was dining
with him in Rome when he startled me with the following

ation :

“* Cheiro,” I have been commanded to bring you to mect King
Humbert in the Quirinal Palare.” He hesitaied and then added:
“Ihappened to mention to His Majesty your oncanny gift for

- the future, and Le was very interested. He is senstive,
ﬂthIan.fSt rarbidly so0, as to his length of days—I will leave it at

A few days later he called for me at my hotel and drove me to the
Quirinal—a wast but by no imeans imposing palace. King Humbert
received me very simply, in a siall room that he used for the homely
purpuse of s smoking lounge. Throwing himself inte a big easy chair
and lighting a cigarette, he guickly put me at my ease,

While T was telling him some events of the Pust, he interropted and
asked bluntly :

" But tell me, * Cheiro,” when shall T die ? 7

Having read before I wont to Italy of the activities of the anarchists
in the chief Italian cities, T had for my own curiceity worked out the
significance of the Fadic Numbers and astrologically the events in
relation to King Humbert's life,

Keeping these things in my mind, I asked the King to let me examine
his right bangd. The narrow escape he had from ussassination in 1897,
when the miscreant Passavante attempted to kitl him, was clearly
mdicated.

I was conscious thet King Humbert was a brave man——that he
wanted to know the iruih, Mmuse of his responsible pogition, and
therefore I would be right in telling him ali T could.

As I stood examining his hands with their characteristic marks,
I saw as in a tablesu the sword of Fate sugpended over his head.
The few months that lay between him and the fatal day stood
ont clearly before my occolt consciousness. I dared to tell him
all.

" Your Majesty,” 1 said slowly, “ you have already escaped the
attack of the assassin, and you may escape again. But I mnust tell
you that three months from now el the signs point to the end of

life.”

He turned pale, withdrew his hand, leaned back in the chair for a
few seconds, and then shrupged his shoulders.

108
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" 'Well, then, if it is Fate—che sard sard /'

Then he relapsed 1nto silence. There was oo sonnd but the ticking
of a great clock. It seemed almost as if the moments of Time were
running swiftly away for His Ma]esty of Ltaly.

I must mention here that three months later His Majesty was
asraseinated by the anarchist Bresci, at Monza, on July 2qth, tgoo,
I was in Pans at the time, and the striking confirmation of my pre-
diction, which got into the Continental Press, led to my momentous
uchlt:mew with the late Shah of Persia, which [ will relate in & coming

pter

On the eveng of the day that I visited King Hombert, I dined again
with Prince Borghase: he was very eager fo know the result of my
meeting with his King. - 1 told him of my prediction of danger, if not
death, throwgh the machination of anarchists. He was much moved,
and revealed how for years King Humbert had been dogged every
day of his life by the haunting fear of assassination, that cn one ogcasion
& sudden movement on the purt of = man in & crowd had brought on
those nervous twitchings of the King's face that disfigured him to the
end of his days,

We discossed the fascinating gaestiom: Can Tate be averted ?
Later, with the encouragement of the I'rince, 1 worked ont a horoscopic
chart of all the crowned heads of Europe, and this, together with my
system. of Fadic Numbers, proved of exireme interest, In the case
of King Edward, the attempt vpon his lifc by Sipido at Brussels,
wlu.n hie was Heir Appareat, was most clearly indicated. The unlmppy
Czar of Russia might be said to be the sport of malignant Fate, As
all the worid knows, he had the inspiration that led to the
Conference and certainly dreamt of world-wide Peace. Yet his
country fell a prey to anarchy, while he himself was foredoomed to a
viclent end.

One may certainly say that Nicholas of Hussia could have
averted Fate. There was a time when he might have escaped
from Russiz; indeed the Empress implored him to get away
to England, and a scheme was formed, but ke a man in
a dream, he oould come to no decision until his abdication
was followed by sarrest and the final blocd-red trapedy of
Elkatrinberg.

Among others, I worked cut the life-chart of that fated Prince
Rudolph of Austria, whose tragic end in the chiteau of Meyerling
remains a Mystery of the Purple.

Rudolph was fatally unlucky in love, for his marriage with the
Princess Stephanie, daughter of Leopold of Belgium, was s ghastly
fajlure ; winle his passionate love romance with Mary Vetsera ended
in death for both of them.

The Great Napoleon originally wrote his name as Napoleon Buona-~
parte. Later on in his life he changed it t0 Napoleon Bonaparte.
This change had a curious significance, when worked cut by the
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Hebrew, or Cheldean alphabet which is clearly cxplained in my Boosk
of Numbers.1
Napolson equals in Fadic Numbers a 5

Buonaparte also equals 5

The munber of 8 iz comsidered a magical mumber, and was carried
by the sncient Greeks as a sopascot when they went into battle. The
two numbers of 5, which if added produce 10, are equally important
and strangely significant in this case.

When Napoleon altered the spelling of his name to Bonaparte, it
altered the wibration of this word to an 8, which represcnts revelution,
anarchy, waywardness, conflict with human justice, and on the lower
plane, a tragic ending to the life.

Although a great man, Napoleon was on the lower plane of existence
—as can be seen if one looks up how the mumber 8 (Saturn) and the
9 (Mars) dominated the chief events of his career. As Napoleon
Bonaparte, the two names total the nomber 13, which number, in
occult symbelism which accompanies the Fadic system of letters and
nummhers, bears the curions picture of a skeleton with a scythe, mowing
down men ; it is also a symbel of * power, which, if wrongly used,
will bring destruction upan itself."

This was 20 borne out by Napeleon's career that further comment
is needless.

In the case of Napoleon ITI, the compound number became 44,
which, in my Fadic system, " is a nombey of the gravest warning for
the futore; 1t foreshadows disasters bromght about by association
with others, and bad advice '‘—exactly what happened to Napoleon L1L
who went down to perity as the * man who lost France.”

The addition of the separate fignres of important dates often appears
te bring out subsequent dates of equal importance.

‘The following is 2 sirilcng illustration from French history :

Revolution in France and fall of Robespierre
took place in 1764
The numbers of this date if added together give 21

1815
The fall of Napoleon 1815
1814 added, gives 15
Fall of Charles X and revolution in France 1830
1830 added, gives Iz

1 Cheira's Book af Nwmbers, Herbert fenlking, Ttd., Lendeon.



-
—
-1
i~
[
=
L
-
]
2
=
—
I

NING

e p-
ATE

i

THI







CONFEESIONS. MEMOIRS OF A MODERNK SEER IIX

Death of King Leuis Philippe 1842
1842 added, gives 15
End of Crimean War 1857
1357 added, gives 2T
The famous Treaty of Berlin 1878
1878 udded, gives 24
Danger of war with England aver Fashoda 1902
1Goz2 added, gives 12
The Great War IQI4
1914 added, gives I3

1529

A date which was evidently of considerable importance in French
history.
It is a somewhat remarkable coincidence that z similar series of

fateful dates governs the present history of Great Britain, The details
are as Tollows ¢

Battle of Waterloa 1815
1815 added, gives 15
Ascension of William [V 1820
1830 added, gives 12
Seinde War 1842
1842 added, gives 15
Indian Mutiny 1857
1857 added, gives 2T
Afghan War 1878

1878 added, gives 24
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Exnd of Boer War Igoz
1902 added, gives 12
European War 1914
1914 added, gives 15

I929

The fall of the Conservative Government and the overwhelming
triumph of the Labour Party, one of the most drastic changes in the
history of the British Empire, took place in 1620,



CHAPTER XVII

FOW 1 MET MUZATFER-ED-DIN, THE SHAH OF PERSIA, AND WHY HE
GAVE MR THE DECORATION OF “ THE 1I0N AND THE BEUN "

ME of my most disconcerting encounters with crowned heads
was my first command appearance £0 come bafore the Shah
of Persia, Muzaffer-ed-Tim.

How [ came to meet the Persian ruler makes an interesting story.
While working ont the " fatal years " of various crowned heads, 1
noted that the danger period for King Humbert of Iialy coincided
with one for Muzaffer-ed-Din, the Shah of Persia,

I had openly made the statement that if my system of prediction
proved correct in the case of King Humbcrt, that one might expect
about the samc date an attempt on the Jife of 1he Shah.

At this time the Shab was a guest of the French Repnblic during
the famous Exhibition of 1go0. By some means my prediction reached
the ears of his Grand Vizier.

[n duc time cane the {ragic announcement of the assassination of
King Humbert, by Bresci, the anarchist, on July zgth. Hardiy had
the Paris papers printed the news before I received a visitor to my
apartment in the rue Clément Marot, a street just off the Avenue des
Champs-Elysies,

Without stating who he was, he introduced himself as a Persian
whe was greatly interested in predictions and occult sobjects in
general.

““I have heard,” he said, “ of your remarkable foretellng of the
death of King Humbert, and it is alko sawd that you have predicted
danger to the Shah of Persia, [Is this coe? ™

I replied that, so far as my work revealed, danger, and wery grave
danger, threatened the Shah. I szaid further that if he knew any of
the suite surrounding the Sheh, I hoped he would warn them, so that
every precaution could be taken, or there mught be a repetition of the
Ttalian tragedy in Paris,

L did not know until afterwards that, npon leaving, my visitor
went straight to Mongieur Lepmne, the Chicd of the Paris police, ard
asked for a double guard of police to watch the residence of the Shah,
and to " shadow ' him whenever he went out. It was, in fact, this
extra guard that saved the Shah's life when it was attempted a few
days later by Salsen the anarchist.

"The day after the attempt, the Persian stranger called upon me again,
aﬁi&':.i'a timmtmgﬂlﬂthjmm‘dz a3 the Grand Vizier. ¥ie had hia

eRROed prints taken, piving e an m‘mmﬁhedmpﬂh::frmm

};lhaii.t Eiéh:.ve before me as I “gd I:e told rr;&ﬁhm 9 Ma.!rtert
n profonndly impr ¥ my ion, and wes mos

grateful for my timely warning. Yorther, he had commanded that
X should ba brought befere him the following evening at five o’cleck.

It was arranged that I should call at the Palais des Souverains,

whars the Shah bad been instailsd by the French Government, and

X 113
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at the appointed hour 1 presented myself before the lordly mansion
where the Kuler of Persia was in tesidence. 1 will confess that I fclt
a liftle trepidation at having to face such an ordeal. However, 1
detcrmined to keep myself well in hand and to endeavouwr to treat him
exactly as thongh he were an ordinary consaltant.

1 was struck forcibly by the silence—the almost unearthly silance—
of the vast mansion when I was admitted, and whilas waiting in a small
antechamber for the momentous interview, The servants, in ersian
national costurme, moved upon wvelvet felt; great rugs and carpets
deadened all sound. Then suddenly the silence was ended by the
most exquisite bird-like song I have ever heard, like a singer in the
Pavadise of the Blest. It was entrancing | When it finished, I realized
that T bad heen holding my breath with sheer delight the whole Eime,

1 learned afterwards that the singer was one of the Persian wives
of the Shah, who bad aconmpanied him on his European tour. It was
her custom fo sing to him every evening in order to ward off the
attacks of melancholy that seized him.

Soon afterwards 1 was received by Amin-es-Sultan, the Grand
Vizier, the man whom I have already mentioned—a wvery remnarkable
personality who was mainly responsible for the rcorgamization of
Persia in 1600, when a British Ioan was floated in London.  The Grand
Vigier gave me & few hints as to my deportment upon being ushered
into ' the Presence,’ and added in excellent French :

“ His Imperial Majasty is somewhat difficult to-day ! Onno account
contradict anything he may say.”

We ascended the splendid staircase, and came out upon & wide land-
ing. Standing before a2 closed door were two Persian officers with
drawn swords,

I found the Shab seated on a small gilt Lonis XVI setice, on a kind
of raised dais. He was dressed in pational costune, and was wearing
a black fez, ornamented wilh ap enonmows while diamond. He was
at this time about forty-seven years of age, vather small in stature,
with sharp features, lomg black moustache, and keen dark eyes. His
expression was remarkably digmified.

Lior some minutes after [ entered, he took no notice of my presence,
I rernained standing rather awkwardly, wondering what I cught to do.
After speaking for a few moments with the Grand Vizicr, he suddenly
abruptly addressed 1ne in French :

The Shah : * Well, Magician, I have heard of you, My people tell
me it was owing to your words that the fool the other day failed in his
purpese.  They say that you are o wizard and can read the Firture.”

“ Cheiro ™ : '" 1 have had some success, Yonr Majesty.”

The Shah: “ In some ways, doobiless. But I have travelled and
learned & great deal. I have my own Wise Men in Teheren and one
of them travels with me,"”

Upon this he indicated a very old Persian who stood at seme
distance. After some further conversation, the Shah stretched out his
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hands and laid them upon a cushion placed apon a small table ; whila
I was studying them I could feel his quizzical eyes boring into my
soml,

They were remarkable hands, and the lines were distinetive of a
mzn who was at once weak and strong in will ; swayed by self, yet
casily fed; crafty yet simple—in short, a bundle of temperamental
copdradictions, I tofd him this as carefully as I could, and he listered
wiilr ihe keenest attention. 1 also explainad the meaning of the
remarkahly strong Line of Destiny ruming up from the wrist to the
base af the second finger,

I felt 1 was making good progress, when suddenly my Imperial
client pulled me up short.

Tugging his long moustache, as if to conceal a smile, he tured to
his Grand Vizier, and said something in Persian. Speaking in French,
the Grand Vizier said :

"¢ Cheirn,” His Imperial Majesty says that all you have told him
might have been read in a book dealing with his Iife, to which you
might have had access. But to make 2 final test of your powers, he
propounds this gquestiom: Tell hun exactly what is happening in
Telwran, his capital, at this moment. Youor statement will be tested
hy a cable sent off ot once.  Speak, * Cheira,” for the Shah commands.™

Bowing datifully, T desired from the Shah some personal ebject
that I might hald in my hand. IHe immediately gave me a silk hand-
kerchief plucked from his breast. Crushing this in my palm, I closad
my eves and concentrated with all my force of will,

For a few seconds—it seemed like an age—I found my mental
canvus 4 hopeless blank It scemed to me that a dry chuckling laugh
issued from the sarcastic lips of (he Ruler of Persia.  Then suddenly—
how, I cannot explain—a picture formed with startling distinciness
before my inward sipht, T did not hesitate any longer. Opening my
eyes and looking the Shah full in the face, T said in French :

" ¥Your Majesty, grave ‘events are bappening in Teheran, yanr
capital, at thiz very hour | The Governor of the city has been thrown
inte gaol by tha mob, on account of serious food riots that have raged
fur scveral days. He is in danger of being a victim of the Tage of the
peaple against the price of bread and wheat,”

The Shab gave a gasp of astonishment and then his face grew a
shade darker.,

Half rising from his satiee, he said londly :

“You know nothing. Yoo are an impostor. What jyou say is
impossible in my kingdom. Gol ™

1 found myscli being ushered out of the room by a mther scarcd-
lnoking Grand Vizier,

1 teiored home Yo Ty eesdlmgroowms with mided emptions.

I felt convinced that my clairvoyant picture hud mimrered the wah,
. yet—supposing that it did not 1 I had done my best and I certaimly
" did not relish being called an impostor when the charge was unjust.



TIO CONFESSIONS: MEMOIRS OF A4 MUODERN SEER

A few days later, a Persian aide-de-camp mmshed into my rooms.
[1e seemed labouring under an urmusual degree of excitement.

" Come at once,” he shouted, and began to drag me towards my
roat and hat. * His Majesty the Shah wants you immediately.” 1
st confess that my heart sank, but not a2 word further could I get
out of the officer,

1 was ushered imto * the Presence,”  As soon as [ entered, the Shah
inclined his head to me gravely, while at the sume time [ noticed that
he held somethimg that looked like 8 tclegram in his hand,

“* Cheiro,’ ™ he said, with ifimite courtesy, © I have done yoo an
injustice. '¥ou are—wonderful |~

Hc Landed the telegram to the Grand Vizier. He explzined to me
that it was in response to one sent the day of my interview, announcing
that serious rivts had been quelled with dificulty, that the Governor
whom the Shah hagd appointed in his absence had overtaxed the people
on their wheat and bread, that revolution had broken out, that the
Governor was in prison, and imploring the help of the Shah in the
diffcult situation.

Congrainlations showered about my ears.

1 treasure among my possessions a decoration bestowed upon me
on this cocasion by the grateful Shah, Muzaffer-od-Din, the Order of
the Liom and Son of Persia.

At this second interview, the Shah desired that I should work out
my system of numbers as relating to his life. Hc gave me his birth
date, March 25th, 1853, and in due course I worked cut a chart of his
years. According to this he ran at times grave danger of assassination.
He had succeeded his father when the latter had fallen a viclim to a
fanatic who had imhibed anarchistic ideas, It was remarkable how
fatal was the figure 2 in the life of the Shali. An attempt to assassinate
him in Paris on the second day of Aegust 19e0 might have succeeded
if my warning to the Grand Vizier had becn ignored ; while on the
second day of the second month (February of 1906}, two bombs exploded
uhder his motar-car while in Teheran. Two persons were killed. On
September 2nd, xgo7, the Shah abdicated under pressure, and retired
to Russia, where he died the same year,
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CHAPTER XVIII
H. M. STANLEY, THE FAMOUS EXPLORER, INTRODUCES ME TQ GLADSTONE

WAS introduced (o Mrs. H. M. Stanley (later Lady Stanley), the
wife of the famous explover, and I was invited to meet Stantey
himself at [uncheon at their house in Richmond Terrace, London.

[ mast say that ¥ rather dreaded this interview, for I had heatd a
good deal of Stanley’s brusque rmanner with people in whom he took
no nterest, and T rather imagined that he should have no interest in
comnon with me,

I was, however, completely mistaken, It is true that all the way
through the luncheon he never opened his Eps; but when the Jadies
had retired and we were loft alome, to my astonishment he put out his
hands for mc to read, and in a few moments we were talking as if we
had been ol friends.

He went back aver the pasl, reviewed it step by step, explained to
me how he had been misjudged by those who had not h from his
own lips of that memorable tramp across ‘‘ Darkest Africa.” He
stemed to live every moment again as he spoke of the anxictics and
respensipilities he had to meet, bot not one word did he say of his
own personal dangers,

It was 2 memorable afterncon for me, but I am glad to say it was
not the only time I had the honour of meeting the man I must always
remember as ** the great Stantey,”

Al a subsequent visit to Richmond Terrace, to my astonishment
he saggestad (hat 1 should meet Gladstone.

* Mrs. Stanley will armange it for you, if you like," he said. Mrs,
Stanley agreed, and sat down at omce and wrote the letier.

By return of post came one of Gladstone’s famons posteards, offering
me an appoinlment for the following day at Hawarden Castle.

It was a hot day in Augmst. Mr. Gladstone had, on the day before,
made, what was, I believe, his last public speech, when he addressed
the Horticultural Society of Chester,

Mrs. Gladstone met me in the hall, and my heart sank as she said
that Mr, Gladstone was so fatigued that she mmtst refuse to kave him
disturbed on any pretext.

[ told her how serry 1 was to hear of Mr, Gladstone's indisposition,
but that T should be canly too happy to come agaip from London at
any time he wished, and I turned o go.

At this moment the ” Grand Old Man ” opened the door of his stondy.
" My dear, is that the gentleman who has an appointment with me at
three o'clack ?

" Yes, but you must not see anyone to-day,"” Mrs, Gladstone replied.

“ But, my dear,'” he pointed out, *' this man has come all the way
from London at my invitation. He is a friend of the Stanleys, and it
will interest me to see him,"

" 8ir," I said, * please dn not consider me. I will come up another
day from London when you are feeling better.”

117
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"1 will see your now,” he answered, and then, with a sad tone in his
voice, he added, © T may never be better than I am to-day.”

We walked into his well-known study, and he motioned me to a
seat by the window. Omne of my own books lay on a table at his side,
and I saw to my surprise that he had evidently determined ta know -
something about my work before he met me. This, I have since heard,
was his invariable custom—the reading up beforehand of any subject
on whick he was about to be interviewed.,

EBut there was a still greater surprise in store, and also an example
of his wonderfitl memory.

** I hawe been told that you are the sen of Count de Hameon," he said.
“ Your father had the same love of higher mathematics that 1 have.
We have corresponded many times on difficult problems—here is one
whick he worked out o few years age, and which has interested me
many times since,”

As he spoke, he unrolled several sheets of paper, covered with
culculations and algebraical figures in wy father’s handwriling.

‘" Is your father still living ¢ ** he asked.

““No, sir,” I enswered ; " he passed away only a short time ago.”

“ And you,” he said, “ bave you inherited the same love of figures
and mathematics ? "

“ Alas, no,” I replied, " my calcnlations only relate to ocoult things,
and they probably will not interest you."

“ We shall see later,” he said. " Neow please let ine hear your
theories about this Study of the Hand of which the Stanleys tell me
;ﬁl are a wmaster. Speak slowly and clearly, so that [ may 'l}i‘.rllﬂw you
i l:.'a.]ll,.“.

The gentleness and kindness of this wonderful man-—this man whe
had so often swayed the desiinies of nations—whose intelligence was
acknowledged even hy his enemies—completely conquered my nervous-
nEE]s. and, astonished at my own confidence, I plunged at once ioto my
subject,

At hrst I rapidly explained the theories associated with the study,
and backed them up with the impressions of hands, showing heredity
and other signs, and then attempted 1o show that man, like everything
¢lse in life, has his number as well as his place in this universe, and
that if this number could be delermined, so could the years that
correspond to this number be equally delernmned, either for his good
or evil as the case might be.

Teking as an illustration the different vibrations in each tone of
music, with e very simpie instrument I had with me, | showed him how
each vibration produced different forrms in Thatter, and that the same
vibration repeated dozens or Imndreds of times, always created «
distinct figure of 4ts emn that never varied in its basic principles, that
these tones or wibrations had their distinet pumber—and so on
through the scale of creation up to man, who, a3 the image of the
universe, vibrated in exarct accordance with the vibrations of those
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planats which, as the instruments of God, called the universe into
being.

I had brought with me my friend, Savary d'Odiardi’s " Thought
Machine,” and placing it on the study table, T asked Mr. Giadstone
to test for himself if every person brought before it did not affect it
in 2 distinetly different manner, according to their will-power, radiating
outward through the atmosphere.

Standing near the instrument, I showed him how far T was able to
will the needla to tum; he then tried it himszelf, and ¢alling some of
the servants into the room, he quetly tested it with one after another.

When we were again alone, T asked him to allow me to take a chart
of the movements of the needle when operated upon by his will, and
may L add that of the thousands of cxamples I have made with this
instrurmnent, Mr. Cladstone's stands oul as the mast remarkable for
will-force and concentration, as shown by the length of time he was
able to make the needle remain at certain points.

Before the cnd of the interview, lie allowed me to take impressions
of his hands for my collection, and further to show his appreciation
of what 1 had explained to him, he autographed and gave me the
photograph which I rcproduce here,

The date on it is August 3rd, ¥oy. Mrs. Gladstone finally broke
the interview by coming in and announcing that it was half-past six.
I felt rather guilty, but as if to save me from ber anger, be said: " My
dear, this has been one of the most interesting afternoons 1 think 1
have ever spent. [ am not fatigued, T am now going to show this young
mat the gardens, for it is e who must be tired.”

Together we walked out over that lawn, so beautifully kept that it
laoked like a piece of green velvel set with {those porpesus crimson
geraminms which he loved so mich

He madc roc tali of Canada and the United States, and said how
much he regretied thal he had never visited 1hose couniries, and ke
went on to speak of the deep interest he took in the rapid progress the
United States had made during those long years over which his
remiarkable memory oould go back.

TFinally, he said good-bye, and as T reached tha gate, T stood for a
momoent and watched his retreating fipive pass on through the gardens,
and disappear among the growing shedows of evening and the dying
glory of the sun,



CHAPTER XIX

A ETRANGE ETORY OF PRE-NATAL INFLUENCE

HE following story may be tonsidered gruesome by those

'who wonld, if they could, drift down Life’s tide ta the sound

of perpetual ismgbter; or who would treat existence as the
joke of some idle god, who will not hold them responsible for their
actions towards 1heir fellows.,

The study of humanity proves, on the contrary, that we are as often
held respongible unto others lor even the most thoughtless acticn,
as we are for what we may consider the most deliberate and well-
thought-out plan that we could have conceived.

That * pre-natal influence ' may toss the rules of society to the
winds is now accepted by many stndents, as the story 1 am about to
relate is in itself a striking example,

{ne morning, the post brought me the following letter ;

Tre VICARAGE,

—~———, ENGLAND.
“ DEAR SR,

. Having read your work in analysing character and disposition

om the study of the hand, [ take the liberty of enclosing yon
the impression of a boy's hand, aged eighteen last June, and 1
shall be indebted to you if yor will take the trouble of giving me
as cxact & description of his character and tondencics as you can,
for I confess that this bay is a puzzie to me as to the career (if
any) that he should be trained for,

As 1 feel I cannot offer any fee that would repay you for your
trouble, perhaps you will be good encogh to regard this case in
the light of a study and let mc have whatever advice you can.

Thanking you in advance,

Taithfully yours,

nr
——r

Although I was literally '* worked to death ™ at that raoment of
my career, ] gave my time for nothing in many cases—in fact, more
than people could possibly imagine. In this case, the impression of
the hoy's hand interested me so much that 1 could not refuse, and so
one night after the world had gone to sleep, I went to work, and
endeavoured to unravel as curious & bit of tangled humanity as had
ever been brought to my notice.

The impression of the left hand showed all the indications {hat 1his
boy, wheever he was, had inherited unuseal brain-power and character
from good ancestors, highly intelligent, rehned and cultivated in every
way ; vet one glance at the right hand showed me in an instant that
every good quality given by heredity had already, even at the age of
eighteen, heen twisted and warped in the most incenceivable manner.

The superior brain-power indicated con the left hand was only
employed by the right in planning and working out any form of crime

1z
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or vice that would interest him. The refinement given by heredity
had already hecome the refinement of cruelty ; affection and the nobler
instincts of nature had been strangled at the very beginning. In
fact, I saw before me nothing but a distorted brain that could net help
but choose a life of crime, and that such a Yife had already commenced,
I was absolutely certain,

As for any sign of a legitimate career, thers was none—such a boy
could only be from his earliest age but a clever thief. Ewven at
eighteen, ke would not hesitate to murder, if it suited his plans, and
the only hope I could hold out was, that at that early age some of his
erimes might already be discovered and that for his own goeod he would
be locked up.

But what could have caused such a change ?  That was the guestion
that puzzled me. With all the signs of heredity so good, what conld
have lannched such z twisted, distorted brain into the world #

As I studied the hand, I became convinced that some pre-natal
influence alone could cause such an abnormal creature.

I finished my study and enclosed it to the Vicar the same night.
I had not long to wuit for an answer At five o'clock the followmg
day, the most enraged man I ever saw in my hife stood before me

Stamping his feet with passion, he demanded how I dared write
such a thing to him ; that the boy was his own son—his anly son—
that he had the most wonderful brain it was possible to imagine—that
his goeer ways were only a sign of genius ; and, lasthly, that my absard
theory of some pre-natal influence was a proof of my own madness,
for his wife was a saint, or as near one 25 a clergyman's wife could
aver expect to be,

He swore he would dencunce me as the greatest impostor that ever
Iived : he would move heaven and carth to dove me out of the
countTy ; and so on he raged, for over half an hour.

There was nothing he said, however, that could make me angry ;
there was something that fold me that 1 had been right in my con-
clusions, and, further, that hefore long that nnfortuznate man would
L= broken down by the ttouble that very son would cause him.

I kept silent, as he dagcribed how piousiy this boy had joined him
in prayer the night before, when the Yicar was asking Cod's help to
find his daughter’'s wedding presents, whick had disappeared.

At last, he lcft me fo go to the pulice and denounce me as an
imposior—but this very act of lus was the means of bringing about
the déncuemnent, and saving the whole family from a still worse
disaster. The police took up the case abont the missing presents, but
after g month, they acknowledged they had not the slighfest clue to
work ¢n, and to all intents and purposes gave up the gearch,

Then il was that the Vicar's anger against me appeared to grow
worse than ever. He pesteved the police with letters until, one day,
&n inspector czlled and questioned me as to the reason for the un-
fortunate man's vindictiveness,
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I explaired whai had happened, and why I had stated in my letter
that my conclusions were that the boy’s hand I had examined was
that of a thief, if not already something worse. Well, to put it as
bricly as pessible, within a short timne the police discovered that, for
at least two years previously in the village near the boy’s home there
had been ntany clever robberies. These robberies were, however, so
skilfully planned out and executed that the police had believed nonc
but a master mind could hayve done them.

But there was still worse to follow, For some weeks past, the Vicar,
his wife and daughter had pot into extremely bad health. Doctors
hiud dﬁ;mt it down io the worry about the missing presents, and one can
hardly tell what might have Lappened i the new man-servant, who
was in reality a detective, had not one night discovered the boy mixing

vder into the flour from which the bread was madc.

In the end, the hoy was sent to o reformatory for a very long term.
When the father was abie to leave his bed, the first thing he did was
to call and sec me, and we remained very good friends up to his death,
which rook place only & short time ago.

{me evening, he told me the following stary -

* I never thought much abount such things as pre-natal influence
until that remark i your letter made me thunk 1 oot as o possible
cause for my poor son’s extraordinary mental distartion. After 2
good deal of guestioning and reasoning, my dear wile told me recently
somcthing that I had not the faintest suspicion of before, namcly, that
for more than seven monihs before the birth of our boy, she had the
most nnaccountable craving te read the history of criminals and
murderers of every description.

" (One book she had read no less than three {imes and, sicange to
say, in it there was the account of a boy of 2 moest respectable family
who was an expert thief before he was hfteen, and who, later, was
executed for posoning every member of his own family.”

When he had finished speaking he tock my hand in his and made me
promise that I wounld one day make this story public. ™ Who knows,””
he said, © the good it may do by warming mwthers of their enormous
responsibility doving the pre-natal periad ?



CHAPTER XX

MORE INTERVIEWS WITH FAMOUS PERSONALITIESE. LORD RANDOLPH
CHURCHILY.. CECIL RHODES. JOSEPH CHAMBERLAIN—MY PREDIC-
TIOES FOR I1IS SON, NOW SIK AUSTEN CHAMBEKRLAIN. LORD
BALFOUR. SIR LIONEL PHITLIPS. TUE BISIOF OF BIEMINGHAM.
THE REV. FATHER RERNARD VAUCHAN. THE DUEKE OF NEWCASTLE.
LORD FIRIE AKD ‘' BOSS ' CROEER OF TAMMANY EALL

I ORD RANDIOLPH CHURCHILIL was extrcmely superslitious
on the matter of the number 13, and atiributed many adwverse
evenis 4o the fact that he was bom on the 73th of a month,

ram:ly February xsth, 184g, He was interested in my explanation

that the idea that r3th was an unfortunate rumbcer was oonsense, and
that it was simply regarded as ili-omened because in Occultisma in
ancient times it had been regarded with wveneration. The early

Christizn fathers had in fact spread the impression that it was evil,

anrl wiig connected with thirteen sitting round the table at the Last

WP,

ust before his lamented death in Londom on Janwary 24th, 18G5,

1 had another brief interview with the then enfeebled statesman, and
bie rerninded me that my theory of numbers had interested him very
much. From King Edward he had gathered that T said 4 and 8 wera
his Fadic mambers, and that his lowest point of vitality wonld cccor
in the part of the year considered most influenced by the planet Saturn,
namely, the month of Janoary.

Cecil Rhodes was another remarkable personality whom T met
during one of my many seasons in Landean. He was hrought to me
one afiernoon by his great friend Dr. . who took every possible
occasion to state that I had been extraordiparily accurate in my
prediclions for hirmesclf,

Cecil Rhodes was really interested in the subject of numhbers. Until
he met me he had ar idea that the number 6 had followead him through
Lfe. I worked out his birth date and found that, in fact, 5 was his
ruling number. He was born oo the 5th day of July, the fifth son of
his father, and he went to South Africa on the sth of the fifth month
of 187g. I recommended him to carry cut important events on dates
producing this number. It is significant that Rhodes severed his
connection with Soath Africa by resigning an January 5ih, 1396, and
he told me, that after he met me he carried cut all impartant speculia-
tioms on dates in any month that made a s, such as the 5th, 14th, and
23rd, the single digit of which produces a 5.

Another interesting interview which T had was with Mr. Joseph
Chamberlain, and also with his son, new Sir Austen Chamberlain.

On the morning of June z3rd, 1834, I had called at the
House of Commons t0 keep an appomntment made for me with
Mr. Chamberlain,

My theary of heredity, as chown by the lines of the hands, interested
him deeply. 1 gshowed him an impression whick I had just taken of
K23




T24 CONFEBSGTIONS. MEMOIRS OF A MODERKN SEER

the right hand of his son, Austen Chamberlain, and together we com-
pated the *' markings " with those on his own hand.

The two impressions bore out what I had said so often in my books
about beredity.

On nearly every hand there can be found a line going from the
wrist towards the second finger. This line is cailed the Line of
Individuality or Destiny, and when turning towards the first finger,
it indicates that the individuality wiil point, lead, or dictare to others
—the first finger is also called the Law-giver or Dictator. This strong
line secemed strangely appropriate to the career of Mr. Joseph Chamber-
lain, and alse to the future indicated for the son, who has followed in
the political career of his distinguished father.

The lines of the hands of Mr. Chamberlain showed very clearly,
when compared with my system of dates, the exact years when he
occapied positions of great responsibility. At the very zemith of his
career, Joseph Chamberlain was stricken down with paralysis, and as
a complete invalid was compelled to live a life of inactivity until
death finally released him on July znd, 1914

On that meming of June 23rd, 18g4, as we sat in his private room
1n the House of Commeons, Mr. Joseph Chamberlain did not talk to
me about Tarid Keform. All thoughts of politics scemed very far
from the mmnd of the great statesmun, us he looked over (he many
impressions of Lands of celebrated peaple T had brought with me. It
was that strange question of heredily that appeared to cecupy bis
attention the most, and especially that remarkable illustration of it
showm sa clearly in the shape of his own right hand and the right hand
of his eldest son. Again and again he remarked how the lines in the
two hands resembled one another,

“ S0 yvou say,” he added reflectively, * that means that my son
Austen will huve a career in cvery way similar to my own. He has
entered Parliament only two years age, baving been relurned for East
Worcestershire in 18g2."

“Yes,” T answered, ke will also, like yon, Teach some of the very
highest positions in parliamentary life, and will reach the zenith of his
career in Tg25. In that year he will secure a great international
triumph and will undoubtedly one day be the Leader of the Honse of
Commons, but as the lines and merkings in his hand, althowgh lyimg
in the sune position as those m yours, are not so clearly marked, he
may not perhaps have as strong a personality a5 you have, but in every
way he will be your double.”

" Perhaps the difficalties of politicat life may be greater when he
cotnes £0 play his role, and, if I am any judge, I think they will,”" the
Ereat statesman add&ﬂ very gravely.

Since then 1 bave often tht}ught of this remark, as I watched
Mr. Austen Chamberlain, now 5ir Avsten, filling such high positions
us Postmaster-Geperal, Chancellor of the Exchequer, Secretary of
State for India, and Leader of the House of Commons.
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My predictions were carcfully written down by Mr. Chamberlain,
and [ have reason to know that they were found amorg his papers at
the time of his death.

But it iz somewhat ominous to see that in the hand of Sir Austen
there is the same tendency in the Line of Health as I found upon the
Health Line of his father, It most certainiy indicates a tendency
{owards overtaxing the mental and physical strength, with a possibility
of rervous collapse. Hir Austen should be careful to avoid overstrain
and wndue fatigue, threatening forced retirement at the very climax
of his career, and likelibood of a nervons brealdown,?

The position of the Life and Head Lines 15 somewhat unosual, and
is ulmost alike in the hands of both father and son. '

The late Lord Balfour gave me an fmpression of his hand which he
signed A, ], B., and which lies before me as [ write. [n his hand the
jmportant line is that of Destiny, turning towards the base of the
first finger, indicating great success and prominence in publie life.
Yet the hand itself 13 full of complexities, being that of a philosopher
accustomed to weigh judgment, while alsv having that agile tvpe of
mentality that could sce both sides of a subject at once.  The Line
of Menfality on his palm 15 50 well marked that, like Gladstone's, it
traverses the entire palm.

It was interesting to notice in his hand the entire absence of indica-
tions relating ta marriage, I mentioned this to him, and he langhed
heartily.

‘" [Juite right, * Cheiro,” ” he said. "' I am determined to remain a
bachelor 10 the end of the chapter, and I am glad that Fate reveals
nothing to the contrary.’’

Sir Lionel Phillips, the famous South African millionaire, and one
of the four vitlanders condemned to death for participation in the
Jameson Raid in South Africa, visited me and wrote in my autograph
book :

‘" Until ¥ visited ' Cheiro,” I kad no conception that the secrets
of one’s life were imprinted upon the bands, Te those who would
voncea] their history from the gare of a {ellow-creature, | would say
—avoid an interview with “ Cheiro " [ 7

I met Sir Lionel recently, and he told me that my previsions in his
case had been remarkably fulfilled, and cspecially in one particular.

T had said that he would have a hairbreadth escape from death in
the spring of the year 1914. He told me, in that year, in April, he
was walking in the street in Johannesburg, and was suddenly attacked
by a man who fired at him three times with a revolver. He was badiy
wounded. and for weeks hovered between life and death, but eventually
recovered.

I will now give my readers some details concerning quite another
type among the numerons people who consulted me. I iaw_: sometimes

1 This, anforinnately, tosk place shertly after his knighthosd in ro2y
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been asked whether I have ever been consulted by members of * the
cloth.”
Let me say that the number of clergyraen who have come to me at
one time or another is extraordinarily large. Some came openly,
cthers with their coats turned up to hide their teli-tale clerical collars.

Yet | cannot recell a single instance in which they disputed the
cxartness of my descriptions of their lives and character, ] have many
testimonials to this 1n my autograph bouvk, it which muny famous
clergymen, among other people, have written their appreciation of iny
work. One I prize very highty reads :

“To ‘Cheiro’: The past quite accerate, May wou pruve
right as to the future. Many thanks for your clear statements
and charming way of telling the tale of life.

The signature is ** H. Russell Wakefield,” 1ater in lifz the distinguished
Bishop of Birmingham,

Father Bernard Vaughan, of I'atm Street, London, alse consulted
me, and, upon leaving, wrote in my book. ' (ed bless you, be a
reapet as.well as a sower.”

Among my clerical {riends was a very charming man whom [ only
knew as the *“ Padre.” He came to visit me several times.

Cnc day he turned up accompanied Eﬁl a gentleman whose hand he
wished me toread. 1 did so, and after they took their leave, I noticed

my client wrote in my autographk book :

*** Cheiro ' has told my past and future with wonderfol accuracy,
especially with regard lo the immediate future, wiich ke could

not possibly have kmown.
Y MewcAsSTIE,"”

It 'was only when my visitors bad gone that I realized that the
“ Padre’s "' friend was none other than tbe gentleman who was the
late Duke of Newcastle.

Lord Pirie was also one of my consultants, What a wonderful
careet, people exclaim when his name is mentioned.

There is probably no equal to such a successful battle with forivne
to he found, even among the merchant princes of the United States,
if indeed in any other country of the world.

He was simply the Honourable W. J. Pirie when I first met him.
He walked into my reception room on one of niy busiest days and
asked my secretary how long he would require to wait for an interview,

My secretary replied that as there were three people ahead of him,
it might be as well if ha were to return some other day. Through the
half-open doer of my consulting-roorn, I heard the xeply thut was so
characteristic of him,

" When I have set my mind on something, T can afford {o wadf for
it,” ka said. *' So, if you do not mingd, T will wait.”
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Mare than an hour had passed before I was free to see him. When
he did enter my consulting-room, it was with a bright, cheery smile
on his face, which showed that he harboured no resentment at baving
been obliged to wait,

He put his hands out on my table and said encouragingly @ * Well,
I wander what you will be able to make out oi me ? "

1 sketched out the hard commencement Destiny forced him to pass
through in his early years, then the soccess that came to him and the
still greater positions that lay before himy, and gave him dates when
important happenings had occurred, and when others would oceur.

After the consulfation, he checked the dates I had given of the past

events, and spoke of the various stages o hislife to show how accurate
my statements had been.

On returning o Ireland, he wrole me 1the following letter

QueeEN's ISLAND,
BELEAST.

August T40%, 1899,
" DEAR " CEEIRD,

I really feel constrained to tell you how moch I enjoyed my
interview with you on Friday last, and to hear so many facts
respecting my past career from the lips of a perfect stranger was
perfectly amazing,

I was sceptical on the subject of the Study of the Hand when
I went to you, but your little sketch of my life from childhood
until now was so wonderfully accurate, that [ am bornd iuv say
I was thoroughiy convinced I was wrong in my estimation of this
Scicnce.

In view of your baving so distinctly stated on Friday that 1
was about to receive a great honour, it 1s remarkable that 1 shonld
have received a private intimation this moming that I am to
have the honorary degree of LL.D. conferred on me by the Koyal
University of Ireland, Dublin-~a distinction that 1 shall regand
as the greatest that has been bestowed upon me,

If you are passing through Belfast, ] hope you will give me the
pleasure of showing you round vur wourks.

Yours very truly,
(Signed} W. J. Pipg™

A year later T accepted his invitation. The Boer War was in progress
and I wanted a ship to carry out the plans of Princess de Moniglyon,
to transport large quantities of biscuits and provisiens to the soldiers
in Bouth Africa. 1 went straighi over to Harland and Wdlfi's, sent
in my card to Mr, Pirie, and explaincd the plan to him and what
I wanted, He did not hesitate one moment,

“ T will have a boat at your dmrl:u:rsal whenever you ara ready to
load it at Liwverpool,” he said. ‘'‘Now that we bave setiled that
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lf:ﬁmewﬂhmemldletmefulﬂthﬂpmmsﬂ I made you mn
n-Jl

For over an hour he personally conducted me to every point of
interest in those great shipyards—shipyards with which be had grown
up and which are now famous the world over.

Mot mary years Iater be was created Lord Pirie, and during his
wenderful career he has received some of the highest honours that the
King or nation can bestow. In spite of it all, bowever, bhe always
remained the same genial, kind-hearted, but exceptionally practical,
raan he was when I Brst met him.

Although he became possesser of one of the hendscmest mansions
in Belgrave Square, I believe he preferzed his long, splendidly equipped
office in the front of Oceanic House, with its walls covered with
models of those gre&t ships built by his firm, and where 1 offen had
the honour of see un 1n fater yeams,

Whenr I met Ruia.rd [ Boss B i Croker, he was the active head of
Tammany Hall, New York, a pﬂ»h‘l:lcal organization that [or power is
withoot s equal in the w-::'rld.

Croker confessed to having a curiosity as to what I could tell him
of the i'u:ture, as ke had “ heard his friend, Mr. W. T. Stead, speak
of me

trange to Hﬁe what I told hun was the very thing which at that
tlma seemed to be most onlikely.

I said he wasz “ at the parting of the ways,” and was about to
relingnish his command to apother and to exchange his political life
for ane of quietness and peace,

He had evidently no intention of doing so, and told ma so very
bluntly when I made my prophecy.

Not mure than a year later, however, he surprised everyone, with
the exception of myseif, by retiring and brying an estate in Ireland,
where he bred a winner of the Derby and won the hlue riband of the
English Turi with Orby.
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CHAPTER XX1

A DINNER WITH LOUIS PﬁTLTPPE. DTEE OF ORLEANS AND -PRETEHLER
TD THE THEOKE OF FRANCE. I MEET BARCN VON BI321NKG, THE
IMFANTA EULALIE DF EPAIN, AND PRIKCE ALEXIS KASAGEORGE-
YITCH OF SERVIA

HAVE a vivid recollection of a very interesting dinner thet I

bad with the ill-fated Louis Philippe, Duke of Orleans and Pre-

tender to the Throne of France, on board his yacht, when he
discnssed with me the subject of Ocenltism and displayed a remarkable
knowledge of the Chaldean system of predicting future events by
NUDETS.

The dinner was perfect. [ found the Duke a charming and unafiected
companion, For some hours we discnssed the interssting question of
Kabalistic Numbers, and I showed the Duke how remarkably they
ruled in gertain lives. I ventored to say that I feared his years would
not pass 57, and his deatd: has confirmed this,

He was horn in 1800, the 6th of February, the year adding to 24,
z and 4 equalling 6. In 1857 he was finally exiled from his beloved
France, the addition of 1837 again giving 6. On taking up a military
career in England, he was appointed to the Goth Rifles, again a number
&, with 2 zero added. IHe married the Archduchess Maria of Austria
in 1806, and the addition gives 24, again the predominating 6. His
last period of ill-health, ending in death, commenced in June, the
sizth month.

Conceming the misfortunes of his life, he was keenly sensible, and
he spoke of himself as ** fated.”” He had in his possession a remarkable
chart of the lives of his ancestors, drawn up by the Abbé Thurvillier,
the Astrologer of Paris, in 1656. It held out no hope of a restoration,
although it clearly showed gleams of hope that were destined fo be
quenched in disappointment.

The late Duke cherished many curigus superstitions,

He was very much afraid of cats, and shared with Lord Roberts an
almest painful aversion to them., He had also a hatred of green as a
colour, and this fact was so well known to his minjature court that
ary ladies wearing that obnoxious colour were severely barred.

About this timne I met the lovely Princess Lavalia, one of the most
bewitching women in Paris in the nioeties, who was introdnced to me
by Lady Arthur Paget,

The Princess was somewhat of 2 mystery, 3 woman at home in every
capital. She was a born gambler and would spend whale nights in some
of the chic gambling saloonsin thenﬂghbourhmd of the Champs

she had had 2 long spell of iluck and had lost vary heavily. When
I saw her in my consulting-room, the conversation turned wpon lucky
and monlucky days, and I found that unquestionsbly a 6 in any
combination would be her fortunate nuraber,

Acting on my advice, she altered her style of rounlette play from
2 random staking wpon any number that canght her faney, 1o stakes

1
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upon numbers that gave her a 6 in combination. The result was
gratifying and she won back her losses many times over. As g sonvenir,
I possess a valuable gift from the Princess.

1t has been rumoured that the ex-Kaiser had long made a study of
nambers in relation to Occaltism, and has toyed with the idea that the
* 6-6-6" mentionsd in the Book of Revelation referted to himself.
If this mumber i added topether, it produces 18, which, if added, gives
the final digit of ¢, the same as the ex-Kaiser's birth number, the 27th
of Jamuary. When the number g is the important cypher, the series
number of 3, &, and g governs the events of the life. These numbers
work out very clearly in connection with the Hohenzollern dynasty.
Add together the figares of the fatefol year, 1gr4, it gives 15, the final
digit of which is a 6.

It was in 1004, a lovely spring afternoon, that a tall and smart-
looking geptleman, with a decided military appearance, stepped into
my consulting-room in Paris. He had a letter of introduction from
a (ermax friend of mine, Prince von Putbus, a cousin of the ex-Kaiser.
Speaking in excellent English, considering Lis Teutonic origin, he said
he desired to know something about the {uture.

Baron von Bissing, for this was my wisitor, had rather an engaging

ity, although rithlessness and force were strongly it evidence.

I conld not help seeing, however, that a dark curtain would be
drawn gver his latter days. I indicated this as frankly as I could.
I foumd, to my sarprise, that he hadq also siudicd the science of munbers,
and added that he believed his days would not be long.

Oy conversation drifted to the Kalser, at ihat time enihroned as
the Great War Lord. He mentioned that the Emperor was wvery
interested in Occultism, and that in the lihrary of Potsdam were
several of my books.

Finally, he spoke of the theory of survival after death.

‘* No, ' Cheiro,’ ' he said emphatically, ~ when one is dead, it's the
end—ibe finish. Kothing will ever convince me differently.” He
added with a Jawgh, “ I I change my mind, after I am gone, 1T wall let
you know.” The strange thing is he did let me hear from him sbost
hea vears after he died.

Qe of my great friends in Paris was Madame Lambert de St. Croix,
a lady of Spanish and English descent, who was an exceedingly clever
and yemarkahle woman.

She was Lady-in-Waiting to the Infanta Eulalie of Spain, aunt of
Alfonso XIII, and nsed to attend her on her frequent visits o Paris.
One day she gave a lunch in order that I might meet the Princess.

The Infanta was a delightful person, spartkling like champagne, and
full of witty sayings. She insisted that I should read her hands, which
I did. In return she gave me a signed impression of a print of he
beautifully formed hands.

She told me many interesting things about the Court in Spain—
how extremely superstitious King Alfonso was, and what dread lu
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had of unlncky days. It will be remembered that a dastardly attempt
was made upon his wedding day to explode a bomb beneath his
parriage. He had said before the wedding that the day was ill-omened,
a fact he learned from the extraordinery Spanish friar, Plulipo Stelato,
A moysterions professor of the occult.

The Infarta asked me if I would work ot a chart of the life of the
Spanish monarch, and I gladly complied with her request. I was
struck by the constant hoverings of disaster, and yet the succeeding
almost miraculous escapes. It is common knowledge that again and
again the throne of Spain has heen said ta be tottering ; again and
again, too, assassins have menaced the King. But the da.nger passed,
notably when he faced the peril of a horrible death at Barcelona,
going smitingly to his hotbed of anarchy, although his Prime Minister
threw up hizs hands in despair and said : “ You will never come back
alive.” My prediction to the Infanta was that the King would held
his throne until the year 1931, in that year he would fly from Spain
and by doing so save his life.

Incidently it may be mentiomed that the father of Alfonso was
shot on his honeymoon, while driving with his bride, who, as Princess
Maria de [as Mercedes, created a furore by her wonderful beauiy when
she came to London just before the marriage.

Prince Alexis Karageorgevitch consulied me after he had made his
plans to go to America to be marned there, to the wealthy hetress of
the Swift millions, whom ke had met some months previcusly in Parss,

I did not know to whom I was talking, but after an exammation of
his hands, T told hirn very decidedly that the journey he was about
to take conld only end in disappeintment, and that he would not
rarry for tmany years, and then only after a great tragedy had altered
the position and fertunes of his family.

Notwithstanding my warning, be went to America, and met with
disappeintment in his marriage plans, exactly as I had predicted.

Years passed, and the family tragedy I had forcteld tuok place in
the horrible murder of the Serbian monarch and Queen Draga, his
consort, Following upon this double assassination, Prince Alexis’
cpusin became King Peter of Serbia,

Prince Alexis was thus lifted inta the pasition of being cousin to a
ruling monarch, and shortly afterwards he married a very charming
and wealthy American lady.

Again he came to me in Paris, and I predicted that his country
wonld soon be drawn into war and would be practically swept away
in the upheaval,

‘That prediction was fulfilled by the world-shaking tragedy of the
War, To-day the Serbian Royal Famuly is impoveri

The last time T saw him he was with his charmming wife on a visit
to London, and as e said good-bye, he added :

“ Every prediction you hayve made has been fulfilled to the letter.
1 wonder——" then ha smited and left me,




CHAPTER XXII

AN AMUBING EAXPERIEMCE WITH EIR EERNEST 3HACEKELETON, THE
EXFLOREE. A NIGHT WITE FLAMMAFRION, THE CELEBRATED
ASTRONCHMER, IN THE OBSERVATORY AT [UVISY

HAD a very amusing experience with Sir Emest Shackleton, the
famous Antarctic explorer, and one so unlike what my readers
conld imagine that bluff and hearty salor going in for, that I
amn surc they will enjoy it as muckh as I did at the end. Before he came
to see me, Sir Emest had, 1 believs, the fixed idea in his mind that
I told my wisitors as much from their appearance as from their hands.

In order 1o baffle me, he got a lady to ring up my secretary and fix
an appointment for a certain afternoccn (February moth, 1912). Accord-
img to her account, a famous tenar would come to consult me, and to
throw me still more off rmy guard, she requested that I wonld have
no windows open, 2o as to endanger hig sitting in a current of air.

When the appointed hour arrived, & very poculiarly dressed rman
made his appearance., He bad a curious kind of black coat with a
cape thrown across his shoulders such as one associates with artistes
and singers in the Latin {oarter of Parie ; the lower patt of his face
was covered by a well-cut beard and moustache of the vandyke style
which mutched s handsome bread of blond bair,

To make the disguise all the more complete, my strange visitor
spoke with a foreign accent and had a large roll of mosic that he laid
wvery carefully on the table by his side.

When at last he spread out his tlilands hufored e n;le, I quickly forgot
my visitor's artistic appearance end pl ead inte a description
nfj;he characleristics :Es shown by hisP Il:e?rgfe clearly marked handIE the
leading points heing, that in the first place he was a born ** leader of
men,” & man as brave as a lion, one who courted and loved danger as
few men would dare, and one whe et that moment of his life should be,
from 2]} the indications of his hands, planning one of the most hazardous
enterprises of his career.

He could not restratn himseif from asking & question. ** Will it ba
successful, Monsieur ! he said,

“ Ondy in the way that you will escape losing vour life while engaged
in it," was my reply.

‘" And after 7 °" he asked.

* After, vou will carry out another enterprise exactly similar, and
it ig while engaged in this second one, that then, I fear you wiil Jose

life, in or about your forty-eighth year."”

* Interesting, eventfu], hazardous life, I supposa you wauld sum
it up,” he laughed.

“¥Yes," I said. ™ Just such a cae as would suit Shackleton, the

orer,”
o my astomishment, my visitor removed his false beard and wig.
" Well,” ha said, ** as you evidently don't tell these things by the face
Fou may as well know now that I am Shackleton.”
I3z
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We met many times after that interesting siternoan, and I have
his letter before me as I write naw, wishing me the following Christmas
the best of good Juck and at the same fime tellmg me that he had
arranged for his expedition to try and discover the South Pole to sail
the following July, 1914.

Everyone knows the results of this great effort ; from his second
expedition ke never returned, but lies buried at the gateway of the
Anterctic.!

I was indebted to my cld friend, the Marquis 4'Oyley, for an intro-
duction to the famous French Astronomer, M, Camille Flammarion,
and a little later I received an invitation to go and dine with him and
Madame Flammarion ez famslle in their apartment near the celebrated
Observatory in Juvisy on the ocutskirts of Paris,

It was an interesting evening for me; I not only met the most
famous Astronmomer of the age, but I persnaded him to talk on
11‘;'15 favourite study of Stars and DPlanets for the best part of two

OIS,

He then questioned me as to my own study and also on the system
of Astrology T used in connection with my work. Tipally, 1 read hrs
own wonderful hands, and as a somvenit of cur meecting, he gave me
@ signed copy of his book called {ranis which had just been published.
On the front page of it he wrote : " Au savant Chiromancien ' Chetro *
sympaihigee homage, ¥lammarion.”

Shortly aflerwards he invited me to go with him to the Observatory
and see, through one of the lurgest telescopes then in the world, these
planets we had been talking so much sbout. So, che magmficent
night in June, a night I shall never forget, high up in the Cbservatory,
we watched the stars rising and setting for hours, until the dawn
CATEE.

It was a macmorable evening for me. Our conversation had turhed
from the wonders of Nature to the probabilities of Life after Death,
and my host listened with rapt attention to some of my experiences
in research wark in Spiritualism, and I believe T was the means of
stimulatitty his interest in such things, His investigations in Telepathy,
Spiritnalism, and such subjects had already dated back many years,
He lately gave the world several remarkable books on the subject,
such ag those recently published in London by Fisher Unwin & Co.,,
Eﬂﬂg and ity Mystery, and another velume called A2 #he Moment of

eath.

Camille Flammarion does not hesitate to state boldly and clearly in
these works, naot only that ** comununication with those whoe have
passed to the Great Bayond " is a proved fact, but also that the future
can be seen and forasteld by those who have a special gift in that
direction. On page 318 of his book Dealh and #s Myslery, after
giving many examples cf proved cases in which future events were

1 Sir Ernest Shackleton was bomn February I15th, 3874, died sth January, Igas,
within & month of his 48th year.
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forescen and predicted in advance, this great sclentist and thinker
writes, ** conclusion—he fidure can be seen.”

Again on page 221 of the same book, he writes, * future events can
undoubtedly be seen in advance,” and he gives examples he had
collected from priests, lawyers, doctors, and eminent people to prove
his statement,

He bas himself recently passed to ‘‘ the Great Beyond ' where 1
feel sure he )5 continuing his investigations.



CHAPTER XXIII

BOW T MET THE LATE SIR FI'WARD MARSHAIL HALL, .0, 1 AM NEARLY
MADE A CO-REEFONDENT IN TAE DIVORCE COURT. A CURIOUS
EXAMPLE OF CLAIRVOYANCE

FIRST met 5ir Edward Hall (at that time Mr. Marshall Hall,

.C.} under rather unuyual circumstances, I had been su

as a witness in Keighley versus Modern Society. The Iamous
Oueen's Counsel was the leading counsel for the defendsnts and my
evidence was called on the side of the plaintiff.

Briefly the case was as fellows :

About this time a Palmist had started with a great flourish of
trumpets in Bond Street and had anmonnced himself as tha * greatest
Palmist in the World,” etc. He had as a secretary a woman who
called herself Mrs, Cornwallis, whose name had unforfunately a few
vears before been mixed up with a man called Callan, jmplicated in
the alleged altempted murder mystery of one Hubert Bikin at
Tangiers,

Madern Sociely, in a burst of relipious zeal for the exposure of
Palmists in generzal, had in an article mixed this woman up with the
man's rightful wife, Mrs. Keighley, and the much abused wife had
defended her honrour by bringing an action for libel and suwing Modern
Socsety for £1000 damages.

Az I was in the position of being able to identily Mrs, Keighley as
the man's real wife and of testifying as to her honourable reputation
and that she could not possibly be nnstaken for Mrs. Cornwallis, when
the case came ot [ was called as a witness,

T had never, even acut of curiosity, seen the inside of a Court
of Justice before, and I feit extremely nervous when from my
seat at the back of the court, 1 heard the name “ Cheiro™ called,
and I found the plaintiff's solicitor ushering me inte the witness-box,

“ ¥You will have the redoubtable Marshall Hall to cross-ciamine
you," he whispered, * for God's sake keep your head.”

ech & wamung was enough to have made me “ lose my head ™
{wice over, and youth as T was, only a little over twenty, I only wonder
I did not drop dead with fright.

I remember well how very earnestly i took ibe cath, ™ to tell the
truth and nothing bnt the troth,’” kissed ' the Book,” then tumed
and faced the dreaded ().C.

Marshall Hall was already standing uwp, looking at me with a
curigus, sarcastic, ironical expression on his face that
me iogether as nothing else could. He was the handsomest ().C.
I believe st the Bar, and to my mind as | stood there he seemed
2 kind of intellectval god calling me bafore the judgment seat of
Trmth.,

What passed between us was so clearly set oui in the leading papers
of that date, that T cannot do better than quote a aotice of that part
of the case as it appeared.



136 CONFESSI0ONS: MEMOIES OF A MODERN SEER

“Crerrn Y Hhits Bacx.
SOME AMUSING PASSAGES WITE
g ME. MarsgaLL HaLL

“ The well-kmown * Cheiro ' was the next witness, All he could
add to the evidence was, that when he saw the article in Modern
Socieby he took it as referring to the plaintiff.

" There were several passages niP arms between this withess
and Mr. Marshall I1all, connsel for the defendants, in which
* Cheiro * did not by any means get the worst of it."

Mrs, Keighley won her case, the jury gave judgment in her favour
with f1oon damages and costs.

And now comes the sequel to my first appearance in court, a sequel
that in itself throws more light on the magnanimous side of Marshall
Hall’s character and bis sportamaniike natore than anything else that
I might write.

That same evening I happened to be dining at the Carlten with
Major Alexander Davis and his daughter, who later became Lady
Fleteher Moulton., After dinner we were sipping our cofiee on the
terrare of the Palm Garden mext the restaurant cotrance, when my
opponent of the moming, Marshall Hall, with two gentlemen passed
out,

Again his eyes met mine, but this time there was a friendly smile
in them. Apologizing for intruding, he asked if he could have a
moment with me. I stood up, ke held cut his hand,

“* Cheire,” ™ he said, * after vur battle this morning let ws He good
friends and shake hands, and let me alse copgratulate you as being
the only witness I can remember who up to now got the hetter of me.”

Very warmly we shook hands, then to my amazement he added :

" I want to come and consult you myself, when can you give me
an appointment 7

We fixed it np for the following day at five o'clock. Punctually to
the moment he arrived, I read his hands, he tock notes of every word
T said,

O rext meeting was in his chambers in the Temple. I was worried
and in great anxiety; a terrible blow bad as suddenly as a ** bolt from
the blue ™ fallen on me and completely upset my plans,

I had signed an agreement with the famons Major Pond of New
Yaork 10 seil to America in the coming September and deliver a seties

of lectures in the principal cities of the States.

I had inserted notices in The Times and Morming Post of my
TEET TG TEETTOORTOTp TTEETEERE | I TeRE meEm O TR TR EAEE TeRSmE SEuWE R AwW AT pem———
peper that all men dread the most, namely, a citalion as co-respondent.

Where could I go to ask advice ?  Marshall Hall, (.C., came into my
mind, and without hesitation I drove to his chambers and sent in my
najne :

In:nsnntkeptwniﬁngammt. [ was ushered into his private
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room with its magnificent view of the Temple Garders and the Thames
Ermbankment.

Marshall Hail sat at a long fable in the centre of the room, with a
pile of papers in his hands that he was rapidly going throngh,

I locked at hime, and hesitated. *' How could I possibly take up the
time of such a busy man with my wretched troubles,’ I thought.

I had not, however, much time to think. He threw down the papers
and with a hearty hand-shake, he exclaimed ;

“ Great heavens, * Cheiro,” what’s the matter, you look as if you had
seen 3 ghost ? ™

“* I wish it were anly that,” I answered, “* but it is ten times worse.
I have come to ask if you will help me out of this awfal thing,”" and
lz2id the citation on the table before him

Very gravely he read it through, then with a kindly hurman expression
in his eyas, he sald :

“ I am very sorry "'—and then under his breath, he added, " Gnilty,
of course.”

I hardly knew what to answer for a rnoment. I was still very voung,
very inexperienced in the world, and most terribly frightened of the
Law in every shape and form. I am sore [ Jooked © goilty,”" for he
very gently pushed me into a chair and with a qinet Iangh said :

‘' Well, den’t be frightened, better men thar vou bhave been in the
same position, but let us hope the woman 'was at lcast pretiy.’”

‘" Bat thers was no woman,”' I blurted out,

““ Nonsense,”” he laughed, ** how can you be a co-respondent without
awoman., Cotme on now, tell me all abont it.”

As quickly as passible, I told him all T knew. I admitted the lady
had called to see me about once g8 week ; [ #lso admitfed that seeing
my approaching departure ennounced in the papers, that she had
called to say good-bye, but at the same time [ assured him on my
word of honour that she had been nothing more to me than one of my
ordinary clients,

1t will upset all your plans of going to the States in September,™
Marshall Hall said. ** My advice to you is—wait about till the caze
comes on ; if you go {0 America they will plead you ran away. When,
the case comes on you can depend on my acting as your counsel. If
you don't kmow any solicitor I will give you my card ta a reliable man,
whe will immediately get in contact with the petitioner's lawyers,
Then take my advice, go and have a good holiday and wait for
developments.™

I could hardly thank him encugh for his kindness. 1 {ock his card

2es the solicitor hs had recommended. . .

I found Mr. Fairbrother, of Messrs. Fairbrother, Ellis & Ca., Craigs
Court, most gympathetic and kind. Marshal! Hall had added to his
goodness by telephoning that 1 was coming. Mr, Fairbrother read

the citation throngh and although most sympathetic, appeared very
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sceptical of my denial of the charges braught against mae, Tt was in
vain I pleaded that T only regarded the lady in question as one of my
ordinary clients.

“ Nongense,”" be said. *' An ordinary cliemt would not have come
on an average of say once every fortnight for the past six months.™

“ 1 could not prevent her,”” I pleaded, ** and on one of those special
dates they mention, when she must have been followed by detectives,
she anly came to say good-bye, and did not remain longer than ten
minutes with me ; surely that disproves the charge.”

“ Not cne bit,” he langhed. * With the epidemic of divorce at the
present moment a good old-fashioned British jury might take it into
their heads thet ten minutes was quite long enough for you to have
been gulltg ten times over,

“ Was the door of your consunlting-room open ? 7

“ Wo, of conrse, it was shut,” T answered.

" Did you receive any letters from the lady 7 ™

“¥es, I had piles of themn.”

“ Never kept letters from ladies, I suppose yor will say next.”

I know ] flushed scarlet. * Yes,'" [ admitted, * I did keep them,
but they were beautiful letters.”

" Qf course they were. Ladies’ letters uander mich circumstances
always are. Yon had hetter hring the pile down here and let me see
them.'”

“ I am sorry I won't be able,”” I amnswered, " the whole packet was
stolen from my desk in the last few days.”

" Indead,'” was all he said, but at the same time he locked as if he
did not believe me, Then he added, “ It’s quite a pity about those
beautiful letters, they might have been interesting if read out in court.”

After a few more questions, he pushed the citation into his desk.
“ T will get in touch with the petitioner’'s solicitors and will send for
you in a few days. Good-bye, don't worry teo much about it.”

In about a week, Mr. Fairbrother sent for me., ™ This case is not
as simple as it looks,” wcre the first words I was greeted with ; it
appears this lady kept a diary-—a most indiscrect thing for any woman
to do—and in this diary she recorded very freely her emotions whenever
she saw you, All very flattering for veu, my woung friend—but
rather compromising, and may require a good deal of explanation.
Do you remember a fancy-dress bali at Covent Garden on the night
of Jone 3rd ? 7

“ Yes, indeed, I do.”

* Do you remember anything rather romantic that happened, such
s dancing with a veiled lady or anything Iike that 7

“¥Yes,"” T said, " but what can that have to do with the case?
There was a lady in an Eastern costume sa veiled I could not see her
face : she was an excellent dancer and I kad several waltzes with her.”

* Was thers anything else that impressed the charming dancer on
your memary ?
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‘" Yes, she never spoke a word the whole time, no matter what 1
said she never answered. She attracted me all the more for that
TEASOM.

‘" On yeur word of honour, you never knew who she was ?

" On my word of honour, I have no idea who she was. T even weant
to the following fancy ball hoping 1o meet her again.”

Mr. Fairbrother pushed back his glasses. He was the true type of
lawyer that T don’t believe anything could surprise, Very quietly, he
said :

“ Would you be interested to learn, that it appears the veiled lady
you danced so much with was nons other than the respondent in the

t case 7 Now, tell me exactly what you rememher as to the
ﬂ}:llish of the evening, did vou drive the lady heme or anything like
that # *

“ No, not exactly that, I lost the lady that I had danced with about
three o'clock in the morning. I searched the place huping to find her.
At last T thaught I saw her having a glass of champagzne at the refresh-
ment counter, her back was towards me, and as I imagined her veit
would be up, I thought it wounld be a chance t0 see her face. 1 stole
up beside her, but just as I was about to speak, a man dressed as
Mephisto struck me across the face. ) lost my head and hit him bacik
as hard as I conld, he dropped to the floor, and two men in funcy dress
carried him away.”

“ Well, what happened then ¥

“1 torned to apalogize to the lady. 1 found ta my horror T had
made a nistake, that though dressed in a very similar costume and
the same type of figura, she was not the lady I had been dancing with.
I hardly knew what to do, she said she was leaving the ball and that
the least amends 1 could make would be to drive her home. 1 was glad
to get away myself—so 1 dud so."’

‘‘ Where did you drive her to 2 ™

" To the Savoy Hotel."

ir And ? 1

* There was no "and,” Mr, Fabbrother. I had reached a full stop,
that was all. The lady went up to her room, 1 went cut by the
Embankment entrance on the other side of the hotel, took a cab and
got home as soon as | conld.”

" Have you any idea of the lady's name whom jou so gallantly
drove to the Savoy ¢ "

“ No, not the faintest, [ did not dream of asking her.”

“* Rather a pity, my friend ; if you had, it might save you a lot of
tmu.bll',!."

“ What on earth do you mean ¢ "' I asked,

‘* Simply this ; the man you struck was the co-respondent’s husband,
the two men in costume wha carrisd him away were his own private
detectives ; they had watched you dancing nearly all the evening with
the veiled lady, who was his wile. The husband iollowed you to the
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refreshiment rogo, and believing you were going to speak 1o his wide,
strack you in the face. A few minutes later you were seen driving off
with a lady in Eastern costume, the detectives followed ; in their
repart they state that vou were seen 1o enter the Savoy with the lady,
and though they watched till moming, Yot were w6l seen fo lsave the
hotel ; of course they did not think of the other exit. Worse still, the
man’s wife was actually stopping that night in the same hotel and
was registered there, openly under her pwn name, If you could find
who the other Jady was, it would certainly clear you, but without her
evidence, considering the diary, the packet of letiers which I believe
they have got, and all the circumstances-—the case is beginning to
lock very serioms forr you, I am afraid.”

' But I am perfectly innocent, I swear T am, Mr. Faitbrother.”

*"You may be, but you will have to persuade a British jury that
you are, and that may oot be s0 easy. In any case, the petitioner is
so furious that he is absolutely determined to bring you in as co-
respondent,’’

‘" Well, what do you advise me to do ? ¥

Dol ¥You can do nothing, hut wait. Give up your tomr in the
States, have a good rest at some seaside place for the rest of the
surmmer, get yourself in good form, and make the best fight you can
when the case is called after the courts open next October, that's all
the advice I cen give yono at present.””

" But when the cuse does come on,” I begged, '* suppose the co-
respundent swears it is all & misteke, that [ had nothing {o do with
her, never stopped in the Savoy and so on, won't that end it 7 "

Mr. Fairbrother laughed, * Suppose,” he said, *'she gives her
evidence hadly—snppose you are not believed, suppose she is divoreed,
what then¢ A man of honour is expected to marry the woman he
has compromised. I may be drawing up vour marriage settlement
next.”

“ I hope not,"” [ said, “ I don't went to marry,”

“ Well, what do the lines of your hand say about it ¢ 7 he chafled.

“ They say I won't be married till Jate in life,” T answered quickly.

" Well, then, my friend, as your have sa little belief in the Law
~—vyon had better tmmst to Iate to get you out of the mess you are
in,"”

I thanked the old pentleman for his advice, but I walkked away
with a very heavy heart, wondering if Fate would indeed help me
out.

I did go to the seaside, for ¥ wantcd to get out of London, away
fromn anyona I knew—s0 I went across the Channel to Boulogne-sur-Mer
for the rest of the smmumer.  August came to a close and | was preparing
to return to London with no happy anticipations of going back. To
me, those great buildings of the Law Courts that I had so often stopped
to admire, now cast a shadow over London that T coald not get away
from. Of course, it is only thoss who kave experienced what ™ waiting
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for the case to come on *' means, who may realize what my feelings
were. 1 was too sensitive, T lhew, wet 1t weas that wery sensitive-
ness by which I had lived and made whatever soccess T had, I
realized the absointe torture I would underge in the witness-box, but
ﬂi&ﬂ:;thmg I clung to was, that Marshall Hall had agreed to ba on
my side.

As the season at Boulogne drew to its close, the sands became more
crowded than ever, and like many others, I was in the sea nearly nl?
day.

One very hot afterncon, the hoat from England Janded an unusially
large number of visitors ; many of thetn came to the bathing-place to
have a dip before reiurming by the evening boat.

1 was in the water as nsual, swimming about, when I noticed a
woman not very far off getting into dificulties—<he must be from
England, I thought, from the unbecoming costume she wore, I hed
judged nghtly, in ancther moment she was oundering about out of
her depih and the good old English word “ help, Lhelp ** ceme from her
lips between each gnlp of salt water.

In a few strokes I reached her ; seizing her by the neck of har very
solid-looking bathing dress, I kept her head out of water and got her
in towards the sands.

She was fainting with fright, so 1 hulf carried her close in to the
shore.

Standing beiore us, and not ten yards away. stood two men both
actively engaged in {aking smapshots—not of the beach with its array
of beautiful bathers, but of myself and the half-fainting woman by
my side. One glance told me they were detectives, bat the woman,
who could she be 7 Not the fair respondent surely ; no, but someone
50 likke her that a few yards away one might easily be deceived. 1
looked down, 1 thought [ had seen her face before. I looked again,
Yes, the other woman in the Eastern costume at the Covent Garden
ball—the lady I had driven back to the Suvoy,

Fate had indeed been good fo me. The detectives returned fo
London to develop their snapshots, helieving they had snapped the
respondent and myself together,

Result, in a few days, a letter frormn Mr. Fairbrother giving me the
good news that the petitioner had withdrawn his charges, apologized,
and agraed to pay all my costs and sxpenses up 10 date.

I sailed to the States in September after all, took over my discarded
lecture tour that had been cancelled, and have had no more ** citations ™
to enliven my memoirs and for which I trust Fate will accept my
humble, b very grateful thanks,

Very recently, Sir Edward Marshall Hall, hearing I was about to
puhli?h 1y reminiscences, sent me over the following notes which he
had ii:r’d;ecly down after his interview with me in 18g9.

Hs headed them '" The Prevision " and " The Fulfilment,” and 1
publish thesa notes exactly as he sent them to me.
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refrashment room, and believing you were going to speak to his wife,
struck you in the face. A few minntes later you were seen driving off
with a ladyv in Eastern costume, the detectives followed ; in thelr
repoert they state that voo were seen to enter the Savoy with the ladwy,
and though they watched iill raomming, vou were nof seen fo lcave e
hoiel ;. of vourse they did not think of the otlwer exit.  Worse still, the
man's wile was aclually stopping that nighi in the same hotel and
was registered there, openly under her own rame. I you could find
who the other lady was, it would certainly clear you, but without her
evidence, considering the diary, the packet of letters which T helieve
they have pot, and ail the circumstances—the case is beginning to
luok vwery serions for you, I am afraid.”

" But I am perfectly innocent, I swear I am, Mr, Fairbrother.”

" You may be, but you will have to persuade a British jury that
yom are, and that may nut be so casy. In any case, the peutioner is

ae furions 'l'h'i.t he is absolutely determined to bring you in as co-
respondent.”’

" Well, what do you advise me to do F "

Dol You can do nothing, but wait. (dive op your tour in the
States, have a good rest at some seaside place for the rest of the
summer, get yourself in gocd form, and make the best fight vou can
when the case is called after the courts open next October, that's all
the advice T can give you at present.”

“ Bul when the case does commwe on,’” I begeed, ™ suppose the co-
respondent swears it 15 all o ousteke, that T had nedluag to do with
hev, never sinpped in 1he '-"u'wn}r and g0 o5, won't that end it ?

Mr. Tairbrother langhed, ** Suppose,” he sald, " she gives her
evidence badly—suppose you are not believed, suppnse she is chivorced,
what then? A man of hohowr iz expected to marry the woman hie
has compromised. | may be drawing up vour marrage settlement
next,”

“ 1 hopenot,” I said, ¥ I den’t want 1o marry, ™

*“ Well, what do the lines of your hand say abaat 1t 7 he chaficd.

“ Tley say I won'{ be married till late in life,” I answered guickly.

“Well, then, my friend, as yon have so little belief in (e Law
—ynu hzd better trust to ate to pet you out of the mess you are
in."”

T thanked the old gentleman for his advice, but I walked away
with a very heavy heart, wondering il Fate would indeed help me
out.

[ did go to the seaside, for I wunted to get out of London, avway
from anyone I knew—sc I went across the Channel to Boulogne-sur-Mor
for the rest of the surmmmer. August came {6 o close and I was preparing
to return to Lendon with no happy anticipations of gomng back. To
me, those greal Luildings of the Law Courts that T had so often stopped
10 adrure, now cast a shadow over London that I could not get away
from. 1Of course, it is only those who have experienced what *° wakting
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for the case to comwe on ' means, whe may realize what my feelings
were, 1 was foo sensitive, T knew, yvel it was that very sensitive-
ness hy which T had lived and made whalever success 1 had., T
realized the absolute torture I would undergn in the witness-box, hut
the one thing I clung to was, that Marshall Hall had agreed to be on
my side,

As the scason at Boulogne drew to its close, the sands became more
crawded than ever, and like many others, I was in the sea ncarly all
day.

Omne very hot aftemoon, the hoat from England landed an unusually
large number of visttors; many of them came Lo the balhing-place to
have a dip before returning by the evening boat.

I was in the water as usual, swimming abount, when 1 noticed a
womean not very far off geiting into difficulties—she must be from
England, I thought, from the nrbecoming costurne she were, I had
judged myghtly, in another moment she was flsundering sbout out of
her depth and the good old Engiish word * help, belp ** cane {rom her
lipr betwesn each gulp of salt water,

In a few strokes T reached her ; seizine her by the neck of her veary
sclid-locking bathing dress, 1 kept her head out of warer and got her
11 towards the sands,

“he was fainting with fright, so I half carried her close in to the
shore.

Standing beifore us, and not ten yards away, stood two owen both
actively engaged o taking smapshots-—-not of the beach with its array
of Deautilz]l bathers, but of myself and the half fainting woman by
my side. One glance told me they were detectives, hot the woman,
who conild she be ! Not the fair respondent surely ; wo, but someone
50 like her that a few yards away one might easly be deceived. 1
looked down, I thought I had seen her face befare. I locked again,
Yes, the other woman in the Eastern costume ar the Covent Garden
ball—thc lady I had driven back to the Savoy.,

Fate liad indced been good to me. The detectives reiurned to
London to develop their swapshots, bebevisg they had shapped the
respondeni and myself together,

Result, in a few daws, a letter from Mr, Fairhrother giving me the
gond news that the petitioner had withdrawn his charges, apologized,
and agreed to pay all my rosts and expenses up 1o date.

I sailed to the States in September after all, took over my discarded
lecture tour that had been cancelled, and have had nomore ™ citations ™
to enliven my memoirs and for which I trust Fate will accept my
hunble, i very grateful thanks,

Very recendly, Sir Edward Marshall Hall, heaving T wag about to
publish my reminisvinces, sent me over the fﬂ][ﬂ‘-‘.’]ﬂg notes which he
had jotted down after his interview with me in 18ga.

He headed them ‘' The Frevision ' and * The Fulfilment,”” and I
publish these notes exactly as he sent them to me.
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THE PREVISION

“ Notes joitted down after my Interview with ‘ Cheiro” In 18gg.
Cheire ° then said : " I see something so vividly that I feel bound to
tellyuuufzt though at the same time it seemy {o me of such small
inportance, and in fact so mp-::sslble that I hesttate.,” I asked lum
to tell me what he saw, he replicd : * The whole thing is so anomalous
that I cannat make it out. I see you standing an the balcony of what
looks like a large country house with 2 big garden below and hig trees
all in front. But the strange thing is, that the grounds seem lit up
with very vivid electric lights and even the trees are lit up with coloured
lamnps—what makes it still stranger 15 that therc are thousands of
people trampiing down the flower-beds and locking up at the balcony,
and you are apparently trying to speak or actoally speaking. There
are several people on the balcony, nen and women, and the faces of the
crowd are very white in the strong light. Beside you on your left is
d woman, much shorber fhan vou are, waving a whils pocket-handrerchicf
s her loft hand and the people below are shouting. That is what

see, but what it means is more than I can tell you.'

““ After this he told me much meore about varicus matters and then
the impressions of my hand came back and we compared them with
those in his book, Chetro’s Language of the Hand, which he afterwands
gave me."’

THE FULFILMENT

™ In August 1000 I had declined to stand as a candidate for Parlia-
rnent, and this although I had received three Invitations io do so. I
had gone dewn to Ellen Terry's cottage at Winchelsea with my wife
and deughter to play golf at Rye.

“ One day as I was playmg golf, T saw my groom conung towards
me with a telegram which he had brought from Winchelsea, Tt was
from Sir Edward Carsan asking me to conte to London at once to meet
Lard Derby,

“ Knowing he would net send such a wire nnless it was important
I replied that [ would come and [ went the next day, and thereupon
was asked to fight the Southport seat at the next election.

* 1 was shooting with Hudson Kearley {Lord Devonport) at Marlow
and had to leave early to catch a trzin at Liverpool Street for the
North where I was guing to shoot the next day, My intention was to
scnd a wire from Liverpool Street announcing my refusal to stand for
Southport, but my train cn the G'W.K. had been late and I all but
missed the train. In fact, my guns and luggage were handed in to
me as the train was moving off.

“ Then a strange thing happened—T fell asleep in my cormner back
to the engine and after a time woke up to find what seemed an endless
line of trucks running on a parallel line in the same direction as we
were going. I waiched and watched, and fast as we were going it
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took a long time to overtake them, What they were I know not, but
cventually we ran abreast of the engine thet was drawing them, and
there in big gold letters cn ihe engine was this name SOUTHPORT.
This struck me as very curicus that this name should be on what 1
thought was a (.W.R. engine, and being a little superstitions 1 began
to think. It ssemed to me a direct omen and when I got to Chester

I stopped at the Telegraph Office and sent a wire to say I would siand
Jor the consiluency,

“ As time pressed I had fo go up almost at once, and it was & very
slrenuous campaign in wihich I had no doubt u very uphill tusk. The
polling took place om October txth, 1900, a2 day I had chosen as it is
always a number that enters inte my life—on the polling day my wife
and I had been for a tonr of the constituency from 8 am, te 7 p.mn.
in a coach and-four, lent to us hy Mr. Formby. We came back dead
tired, and at dinner my wife asked if she might come to the counting
which was to take place that night at the Town Hall.

‘I suid MO and I particularly asked that she might not come as
I knew she was very interested and I was afraid if { lost, she wounld
be bitterly disappointed, and as the heliing was then Io-T against
me, | had ground for my anxiety, especially as she was not at all well
I went to the counting and all people present had to sign papers
promising not to divulge what took place. When the counting was
hali-way through | suddenly saw my wife standing at cne of the tables
with my cld friend Sam Bigas, and 1 do not conceal the fact that 1
was very mach annoyed. I went up to them and be said, * Ton'’t be
angry, 1 brought Mrs. Marshall Hall with me.” Well, T had no cheice
and presently one of our people told me that 1 was bealen by aboui
300 votes, I had already been down the tables counting the clips and
I did not think the margin was so biz. We had another count and found
that four clips of my votes had been accidentally put into red clips,
my opponent's colonrs, apd counted for him. This, of course, made 8
big ditterence, and the result was that 1 was elected by 209 votes,
which 1f added together make the number 17162,

“At ilhis moment the Relurning Officer sail that the formal
announcement of the result would be made in two minuvtes’ Hime to
enable the Press representatives to get away first, and then he added :
‘*May I ask that no one present will signal the result to the crowd
auiside by waving red or biue handkerchiefs 28 has been done om a
former occasion.”

* We waitcd two minates and then some twelve or more of us went
put of the big windows on to a balceny where I had never been before
and the very existence of which was unknown to me,

‘" When I got outside I very nearly fell over the low parapet in front,
for there before me and below me, was e exwed reproduction of
" Cheira's ’ prevision.

" There was what looked likke a hig country house, there were the
big trees all lit up, there were the thousands of people with their
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upturned faces showing white in the brilliant electric light of the arc-
}a.trtlps, and there were the flower-beds being trampled down by their
eet.

" And then a most weird thing happened. 1 recognized the scenc
in a moment, and eyually instantansously I remembered the other
detsil, and almost chuckled when I thought that that ef gmy raie
coudd nol be reproduced, but turning around I saw standing beside me
my wifz, who was weving a while peckei-handkerchief in her lof! hand.

" 3he had anticipated the instruction of the Returning Officer
literally and did not think that a white handkerchief came within the
prohibition of ted and bine,

1 believe Southport is the only place in England where this soene
could have been reproduced as it was. You can make what you like
of it, but what I have written actually happened some 16 or 17 months
after * Cheiro * ad seen 48 during my interview with him.”

, When sending me these notes, Sir Edward enclosed the following
etter :
November 1g24.
“"DEsR * CHEIRO,'

It may interest you to know that I have just been reading the
deductions you drew from the lines on my hand in Aogust 18y,
and I find throughout fhey have proved lo be wonderfully irue.

Yours very truly,
(Signed) E. MagrsHaLL Haiv,”



CHAPTER XXIV

WHEY THE LORD CHIEF ]JUSTICE OF EMGLAND, LORD EUISEELL OF
ENLLOWEN, GAVE ME SIGNED IMPEESSIONS OF HI5 HANDS

preceding chapters [ have explained that by finding the key

to the nnmher which seems to govern a person’s life, I was ahle

with considerable accuracy to foresee what wyear, and, iz some

cases, in what month, the climax of the life's career would be attained.
The following 15 a remarkable instance of this,

One day in the middie of one of my seusons in London a very exacting
and apparently severe elderly gentlemman came to see me; he was
dressed m fweeds like some country squire. There was certainly
nothitg in his appearance or dress to Icad me for a moment to imegine
that he was even then a very big maan in the legal profession,

Dates, however, seemed to imntersst him, and wheo I teld hkim
certain years in his past life which had caused important changes in
his carecr, he did me the honour to delve back into his memory of the
past and give me the satisfaction of knowing that the years I gave
him were correct. T then tald him that in a certain year, and further
int & certain month in that year, he would reach the sammnit of whatever
his ambition was, and that he would at that moment hold the highest
position that his career could confer on him,

I1e carefully took a note of what 1 tald him, and then in a rather
mocking way he said: " And now, sir, as you have gone =0 Iar, you
muy as wcll make a guess at the exact date of this wonderiul
eyent.”

“Call it a guess if you wish,”" I replied, * bul by my calenlations
the day shonld be any one af those days which make by addition the
figure of 1 in the month of July, 18094, such as the 1st, 10th, Igth, or
28th, but I will decide for the 19th of that month ™

This he carefully noted, and then when I asked him to give me an
impression of his hand for my collertion, ke turned and said:  You
shall have it on one of the days you bave menticned, provided your
prediction should become verified,” and 3o my strange visitor left.

Some three years passed. T had completely Jorgolten the incident,
when one morning 2 messenger called and without any explanation,
informed me that my attendance was required at twelve o'clock that
day at the High Courts of Justice.

I will not enter inte my feelings or tell yor my fears, but in & very
neryons state of mind 1 went with the man and Lnally foond mysell
waiting in a plainly furnished room at the hack of one of the principal
courts, ‘

Minyyte after minute passed until nearly an hour had gone. 1 had
imagined myself tried and execnted in a hundred different ways,
when suddenly a side door opened and the Lord Chief Justice appeared
before me in all the majesty of his robes of office.

I admit [ did not vecopnize my client of some yours before, but,
without weiting u moment, rulling up his ermine slemres, he said !

K 143
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“ T am willing to keep my promise ; you can have impressions of my
bhands now."’

[ had no apparatus for doing such work with me, but there was not
a momaent to be lost. 11t alegal-looking candle standing on the table,
blackened some sheets of papers which the Lord Chief Justice himself
found in a drawer, and in a few minutes T had obtained an excellent
irnpression of his hands.

Taking a pen, he wroie: ** Russell of Killowen,” with the date,
July 1gth, 1894, and simply said : ' You see, I have kept my promise ;
this is the first day I have put on these robes as Lord Chief Justice
of England—vyoxr dafe wwes exacl, thongh how wou did it I cannot
rmnagine,”

As it may mterest my readers the impression s here reproduced,
and the curtous thing is that the unprint of the High Courts of Justice
which was on the paper he gave me can also he clearly seen in the

mmpression at the ball of the thumb,
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CHAPTER XXV

SARAH BERNHARDT—AN INTERYVIEW UNDER STRANGE CONDTITONS

NE evening, a gentloman came to my rooms and asked

if I would drive cut with bim and meet 2 lady whose hands

he thought would be of great interest to me. I agreed, and

Egethe:r we want to a house standing in a large garden near 5t. John's
00d.,

[ had been made to promise to ask no questions, but I must confess
that T was somewhat anxicus when, after what appeared t¢ me a
considerable time, the door at the end of & corridor epened, and s lady,
wilh a heavy black lace mantilla covering Ler hiead and face, came
towards me anv held her hands out under a shaded eleciric light.

What hands they were ! From my point of view, of lines and
marks, they completely fuscinated me.

I scarcely kmew what I said, for T was keyed up toa a pitch of nervous-
ness and intensity, especially as my sublect broke in every now a.nd
then with Hie exclamation, ™ Mon Dico, commme c'cse bicn vral''
Then, after my description of the pa.thmy of hrilliancy and snceess——
the glurjr of the conquest--the tttumphs, and also the tnals of the
successful, 1 painted the ending of the day—the buming out one by
one of the lamps of lite, 1the slow, levelling process of the hills of hope
and ambiticn, and something eles, that seamed like 2 long-drawn-out
tragedy—and the end.

The white hands were drawn away, sobs came from under the veil,
until suddenly it was thrown back, and the eyes of the great Sarah
Bernhardt, those wonderful eyes, looked straight inte mine.

[t i1s not my pert in these rough sketches of ihe past io tell of my
own feelings or of my emotions, but I must admt that at this stage
of my enusuzl career, I felt 2 flush of pride, and gratituds, to the study
that had brought me 3o close 10 the one and only Bernhardt, especially
as, in the sweetest of voilces my young cars had ever heard, she
murmared over and over again in Frenck @ “ Tt is the most wonderful
thing I have ever known, wonderful, wonderful, wondarful.”

But quickly I thought that the sceptical public would never believe
that I had seen ** the divine Sarah,' 50 1 handed her my actograph
hook, and asked her to write something in it as a souvenir. Without
hesitating for a moment, she wrote the following words and signed it
with her own characteristic signature :

(TRARSLATION)

“ Gince God has placed in ouwr bands lines and marks which
tell our past and future, L only regret that from these lines we
cannot, know {he Toture of thoge dearest to us, so that we might
warmn them of coming troubles OT SOITOWS, Buat God doeth 1)
things well—a0 be it then. Armen,

SARAR

7
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Before T left, 1 took the impression of her hand, which 1 published
years aga in my well-known book, Chetyo's Language of the Hand.

Even the shape of Sarah Bemhardt's hand was in accordance
with ber well-known artistic temperament. As regards the shape
of hands, a short explanetion may, I think, be of interest o my

readers.
In the first place, the formation of a hand to the student of such

things shanld snrely tell as muoch as the shape of the limbs of 2 horse
to a judge of horse-flash.

To the latter every movement, every line 1s an indication of breeding,
“ form,"” and the like, while an experienced cye is able in a moment
to " place ™ the horse, as suitable fur one class of work or the other,
tn teil its weak points, its strong ones, and if success or failure is likely
to attend its career.

In the samve way, the shape of the hand to the person experienced
in such matters, shows the characteristics of the person, the heredity,
breeding, peculiarities of temperament. and so on, upon whick the
mentality will play as upon an instrument.

Surcly therc is nothing illogical in such rémssoming. People with
square-shaped, beavy hands, with sguare-looking, blunt fingers, are
found to be methedical, solid, materialistic in their thoughts and
artions ; whereas those with plump, rounded hands and peinted
fingers are found to be impulsive, excitable, artistic, and so
forth.,

The same study which has demonsirated that the shape of the
hands has its mcaning, has also proved that the lines on the palm arc
the indication of the mendalily ; it has been found that all persons
who have straight, decided-looking lines have strong, decided person-
alities, which stamp all they undertake with their will-power, their
precision and purpose.  Some may have only the one line straight and
clearly indicated, and all the others slightly marked or wawvering ;
then they will be found to be decided in purpose in whalever that line
represenis,

In Mudame Bernhardt's case, all the principal lines were strangely
clear and straight, indicating (hat she marked all she undertook with
an ynmistakable personality of her own, Madame Bernhardt’s career
is too well known for me to draw examples of this from the various
things she has undertaken, but it is admitted that even her sculpture
has always been as dacided in itg character as her dramatic power has
been in another branch of art.

In every way I found that the hands of the great Sarah were in
exact accordance with a career which duzeled the world even in her
eariicst years, and which has continued all through the brilliant
pathway of her life.

Many times in the years that followed my first interview with ** the
divine Sarah,” we met again, both in Londen and Paris.

Towards the closing years of her life, in spite of the accident which




C . ..
#gimﬁﬂ —Zﬂr-*€+ AL
Ltorer F S o/~ . S
A__,f_,f,rﬁ__,.,f___‘?’
L "

o

WHAT SABAH BERNHARDT WROTE AFTER HER INTERVIEW
WITH «CHETRO"






CONFESEIONS:. MENOIRS OF A MODERN 3EER 140

caused her to have her leg amputated, her will and courage never gave
in. During the Great War when she gave her last performance at the
Caoliseurn in Londoen, she remained seated while delivering her speech
as the ** Spirit of Lommaine.” When the curtain fell, she sent for me
to come to her dressing-room, * * Cheira,’ '’ she said, a8 she tock my
hands in hers, " the tragedy you foretold for the end of my life has
come, my voice is all that is [eft to me now.”

Shortly afterwards she went to New Ycork, and on her return to
Parig the end came as everyone knows.1

In my many worls published on the Study of the Hand I have
spoken of the natural dramatic quality indicaied when ibke Line of
Head is separated from the Line of Life, as the reader will easily notice
on the hand of the greatest actress that has been seen in modern
times. '

In Sarah Bernhardt’s case, in preceding pages I have called attention
to the remarkable Head Line, as if dravn by a ruler acrass the centre
of her palm, 1 would also Like to mention here the two lines that rise
above the wrist and proceed upward to the basc of the scevind and thivd
fingers.

The one to the secand is ealled the Line of Fate or Destiny, and that
to the base of the third the Line af the Son or Brilliancy. They are
very fully explained in my works o¢n the Hand.2 In a book of this
kind it would take t0o much space to set ogut in detail the extra-
crdinary manner by which these lines tally with Sarah Bernhardt's
well-known career. 1 will only say, en passand, that such lipes are
extremely unusual, they promised brilliancy and supcess in all she
undertook from her very earliest years. She madc her debut at the
age of iftecn when she entered the Pans Conservatoire.

Unfortunately, as will be noticed, both these strong lines appear to
break up in the latter years, namely, before they reach their termina-
tion at the base of the fingers.

When this wonderfnl woman returned tc Paris from New York on
her last visit she was on the verge of bankruptey. All her property
had already been sold or seized to pay her debts, 1t is well known that
in order to raise immediate money she had agreed to pose for 2 Cinema
Company, even although she knew she was dying.

In the morning of her last day on earth, she sent for the Film
operators to be shown up fo her bedroomm. In & voice very weak and
shalcy, she said to the doctor who wus present, ** Please, my dear man,
do not object, they pay me Ten Thousand Francs every time I
FQ-EE.”

Using her strangth of will to the last, she had herself propped up in
bed, the Cinema men took the picture ; as they left the raom the great
Surah sank into a coma from. which she never awakened,

! Sarah Bernhargdt, hom Patia, October 22n0d, IEH. died March 26th, 1g23, in FParin,
¥ Cheiro's L of the Faud, You and Your Band ! Cheiro's Gowide vo the Hand ;
Paiminyy for All, by ** Cheiro."
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And the irony of it all ; the Fibn Company failed, the money that
might have paid for her funeral never materialized, yvet nearly a million
francs worth of fiowers followed her hearse to the grave, She was
buried in the rosewond coffin she had herself designed and with which
she had travelled all over the world for more than thirty years.



CHAPTER XXVI

PLAMCHE ROOQSEVELT'S PARTY AND OSCAR WILDE. A STARTLING
PREDICTION AND ITE EULFILMEKT

NE afternoon an unusually handsome woman called. She

was my last client that day; after she had Iefi I mentally

reviewad afl I had fold her. I had Been wnusnally accurate
with her, she had told me, and I paszed ower and over again in my mnd
the things [ had mentioned, and the dates I had worked out for events
that I thought must happen. From a peculiar system of my own, in
which dates, numbers, and time can be worked out to a remarkable
extent, it seerned to me that my late visitor would be threatened with
a serions danger from fire on that very epening., Some people might
probably call this a species of clairvoyance, but to my way of thinking,
with certain calculations as a base, the traimed and intuitive mind is
enzbled to interpret the * shaedows of coming events ™ and feel them,
as cven animals somctimes feel the approach of damger hours in
advance,

Be this as it may. I became so comvinced of this danger of fire
threatening my late visitor that, in &pite of 2 hundred reasons against
my doinpg such 2 thing, I determined to see her at once, and give her
the waming. ! had no idea of her name, for my visitors never gave
them, but when leaving she had told my scrvant to tell the cabman
the name of a certain well-known hotel, and so I at once proceeded
there,

My description at the hotel office was sufficient ; my card was sent
op and she receivad me. At first she thonght 1 was mad and frankly
told me so, but finally she became impressed with my earnestness and
agreed to leave the hotel and stop the night at the house of a friend,
¥rs, Charles Hawtrey of Wilton Crescent.

And oow came the strange part of the story, No1cal fire took place.
But her pet dog which she left behind in ber bedrovm was during the
night asphyxiated by an escape of gas which oocurred under the floor
in this pery room.

It was in this way 1 became acquainted with the farnous and beantiful
Blanche Roosevelt (Comtesse Machetta d'Algri}. Blanche Roosevelt
was one of those creatures that, like Halley's comet, only pass over
life’s horizon once in g0 many bundred years.

Blanche was an American, everyone loved ber, fram the beggar in
the street to the prince in the palace, and everyone called her Blanche,
for no title geemed to adorn her more than her own simple Christian
1T

This strange being, o veritzbie ;Ecr'ﬁaﬁ child of the pods, was gilted
a3 few women have ever been, She was an anthoress and poetess of
ng small merit ; her Coppor Quesn, with its vivid picture of the Chicaga
ﬁrg, was considered one of the hest novels of the day. She could
paint ag few artists conld, and sing as few prima donnas,

Liszt worshipped ber and encouraged her in music, while the great
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i&ia.rdou atid Bulwer Lytton iried to draw her ioto the world of
elters.

Apart from her talents, she had a charm of beauty and the apparent
guilelessnass of not knowing it that drew women to her as much as
men. Even Queen Victoria zafter her presentation at Court had
requested to see her again.

If I could only sketch her you world perhaps understand it—the
whitest teeth, the [airest skin, the bhucst eyes and hair like beaten gold
that any artist has ever imegined, a figure divinely tall with the bearing
of a queen, the grace of a thoroughbred, and with it all the simplicity
of a child. Such in a few words was Blanche,

Shortly after the * fire  incident I mentioned, she pave a dinner
where 1t was artanged that T was {0 read hands through a curtain
50 that 1 might not know who my consultants were. When my work
was fushed, I was presented to the Prince Colunna of Rome, the Dhalo
of Newcastle, Madame Melbu, Lord Leighton, Henry Ablbey of New
Yaork, and many others.

The greatest hit I made that evening was tn the case of Oscar Wilde,
who was then at the height of his fame. He had produced that very
night A Woman of No Imporiance, but I little thonght when his
rather fat hands were passed through the holes in the curtain that
such bhands could belong to the mosi-talked-of map in l.ondeon at fhat
muTnent.

I was, however, so struck with the ddlerence in the markings of the
jeft and right hands, that from behind my curtain I explained thal the
left denoted the hereditary tendencies, while the right showed the
developed or attained characteristics, that as we use the left side of
the bram the nerves cross and go to the right hand, so the right
hand consequently shows the true pature and development of the

1 pointed this case out as an example where the left had promised
the most uposual destiny of brillancy and uninterrupted sucocess,
which was completely broken and tuined at a certain date :n the right,
Ahmost forgetting myself for a moment, T summed up all by saying :
** The left hand is the hand of a king, but the right that of a king who
will send himself into exile.”

The owmer of the hands did not laugh., * At what date? 7 he
atked rather quietly.

“ A few years from now,” I answered, ** at 2bout vour fortieth year.”

Of course, everyone langhed. “ What a joke | ™ they said, but in
the most dramatic manner, Wilde turned towards them and repeated
gravely, ‘" The left is the kand of a king, but the right is that of a king
who will send hireself into extle,” and without another word he left.

That was the end of the evening. Blanche was rather annoyed
(at least as mouch-so as she could ver be at anything) that I had sent
her lion af her party away. She told me I was too realistic for drawing-
room entertainments, so my curfains were taken down and supper
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way served instead of science. The next day I received from her the
following letter
Savoy HorEeL,
Oclober 24, 02,
“"Trar * CHEIRD,'

T am afraid we were all too inconsiderate last night and yourself
too pielding. Pray take soroe rest to-day and treat your marvellous
gift with proper respect and delicatesse,

You amazed and terrified us ail last night—I1 am sure some
are still wondering whether you are a human being or 2 creature
of another world—I kmow what I think—] told you lust night—
I repeat it this moming and wish you every good lock, and
success {riumphand.

Always faithfully yours,
Brawcae KoosSEVELT.”

The end of her remarkable life was of the nature of 2 tragedy which
I had predicted many years in advance | it would be too loug a story
I fear to includs in these memoirs,

I did not meet (Jscar Wilde again until shortly before he commenced
the case that was to end 3o fatally for him. He came then to see * if
the break wasg still there,” ] told him it was, bui that surely his
Pegtiny could not be broken. He was very, very quict, but in a far-off
way he said: My good friend, you koow well Fate does not keep
road-menders on her highways.”

I pever met him again until I had wandered half round the world
and had reached Parisin 1

It was a lovely summer evﬁning it the Exhibition. T had been dining
there with friends, and as we sat on the terrace of one of the principal
Testaurants, a strange, gaunt, broken hzure passed and took a seat
far away from the crowd,

I sheuld not have recognized him if some of our party had not
exclaimed, ** Why, that’s Oscar Wilde ! "  Instinetively I rose, 1
musl go and speak to him,” I qm-::l

““1f you do,”’ my host replied, * you need not return.”

1 accepted the challenge and went to Wilde and held out my hand.

In his terrible loneliness he hald it for a moment and then burst into
tears.

My dear iriead,” he gaid, " how good of you! Everyone cuts me
now. How good of you to come tome |

And then we talked—talked til} the music ceased, till the sound of
voices and passing feet grew silent snd the great Ex.h1h1tmn wrapped
itself in gloom.

He went through the trial agein-the nustakes he had made, the
life in the prison, the joy of liberty—all. And then he told me the
bitterest part of all, the hopelessness of despair, of the slights and cuts
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by old friends and the impossihility of getting back into his place in
the world again. He passed all in review like the reading of a uman
document written in blood.

It was no use offering him comfort or hope—his brain was too great
to feed on dreams—it was awake to the terrible reality of life, to the
cruel truth that Fale for kim was broken.

Suddenly after an outburst of words where foam and froth and
deptk like a mighty torrent of language tore down the banks of con-
ventionality, the river seemed to give him an idea, and in a second he
was at its side, As he stoud on the parapet the moon shone cut and
outlmed every curve of the massive, bruken fgure that seemed about
te plunge into the quiet river at his feet.

1 reached his side, and clutched his arm, hut he as suddenly turned,
and with the most satirical laugh I have ever heard, said : * Ne, my
boy, they shall not say that Oscar took his own life.  How the dogs
would yelp and the Press would ring with their graphic descriptions !
They have hounded me enough, God knows, but to-night has given
me the courage to face them, and the pain—and 1he death—that is
cvery day coming nearer. If you never did a kind actron in your life,
you did one to-night hy coming to me with your sympathy and your
friendship. You have walked in the Valley of the Shadow with me-—
the Gethsemane of life that some pass through sooner or later,

“ Your presence brought the dead past out of its grave. You
remember that night at Blanche's—1the verv night on which I bad
made one of my great triumphs, and you remember what you told
me. How often I have thought of it since, and while I picked cakum
I used to look at my hands and wonder at that break so clearly shown
in the Line of fate, and alse wondered why 1 was unable to take your
warning.

“ You have done me good to-wight. You have brought me back
to myself. Now let me walk home alone through the quiet streets.
We shall surely meet again in this great village of Paris.”

We never met again, but I was one of the few who followed his
coffin to the grave in the little cemetery of Bagneux a few months later.
When the leass of that grave was up, his body was put into a new
coffin and transferred to Pére la Chaise, whare it now rests, 1

I regret I capmot publish the signed impressiony of Oscar Wilde's
hands which I have in my collection, as I promised him { would not
do so.

¥ Ogcar Wilde, borm in Dublin, October 16th, 1834, Died in Paris, Novemher 3oth,
1400, it his 46th year. He was eautenced at the (O Bailey, London, on May z5th,
18gs, to two vears' hard labowr. He was then 41 yenra of age,

He died, prachimlly speaking, in poverty, io a small room in 4 hotel at 13 rue dea

Beauz Arty, A few weoks before his death, the Curé of St. Germpin der Pres conwertasd
him &0 Koman Catholiciem and from that bme on beo onos pitended him to the end.
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CHAPTER XXVII

A CURIOUS INSTANCE CF PREVISION

HE name and fame of James K. Hackett, the distinguished
American actor, are well known In London, where he has
made several brilllantly saceessful appearances,

He was onc of my carliest consultants in New York, and, as the
following letters show, all that J predicted for him came troe.

These two letters have a peculiar interest in themselves, apart from
the fart that they stand out as a testimony to the accuracy of the
study I have so often defended.

I received Mr. Hackett's permission fo publisk the two letters in
question, and T am happy to add that the honours I also foretold
would be showered on him, have heen accorded.

1 have before me 23 1 write the pregramme of his famous performance
of Machelk, in Paris, on June 6th, 1921, and the subscgreat anmounce-
ment of June gth, that ' Mr. Hackett was awarded the Cross of the
Legion of Honowt © ; also that the miniatnre Cross of the Legion of
Honour, set in diamonds, was presented to him by the Society of
]?rﬂmati{: Awthors aod Wnters, © As a mark of their admiration for

is art.”

I believe this is the highest honour that T'rance has ever given to a
foreign actor.

Ex Four,
LoxpoN, Apr:t Eleventh,

Niweteen Fourleon.
*My nEAR ‘| CHEIRG,’

It gave me a great deal of pleasure to meet you again after
twenty years, and 1o tell you that everything I remember of yvour
predictions us you read my hand, when [ was twenty-three years
old, in the Grand Central Station in New York, through the good
offices of & {riend, who treated you as the average Catholic treats
his priest—as an adviser and counselior—has come true.

You told me as you sat in the railroad car in the Grand Central
Station that I was then engaged to be married, which I was, and
that that engagement world be broken, and for the lady’'s sake,
I congratulate her that she had the good taste to break it.

You told me that when I was twenty-six ] would make a very
great success, You corld not state what it was, but that it would
be very great. When I was twenty-six, I played the * Prisoner
of Zenda ’ in the Lycenm Theatre, New York City, and the very
importance of that success has artistically strangled me ever
since.

You told me that when I was twenty-seven I wonld meet a
very chanming and beautiful woman, with whom I would fall in
love and afterwards marry. You also told me that shortly there-
after [ would have a very serious illness, during which I would be
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ery near Death’s door, but would finally recover. All of these
Fredlctmns came true ghsolulely lo the wear. You told me that

would eventually go into management, which T did.

You forther told me that ultimately I would receive every
honour that my profession could bestow upon me. That has not
yet come, but let us hope that this prediction may also come true,

1 have not mentioned names, because they are ummoeccssary.
The names are a8 matter of public record, and this letter is written
to you to confirm the accuracy ol your judgment as expressed
to me at that time.

I am leaving London for Paris on Tuesday. On my retem io
England, which will probably be in abonr six weeks, I hope 1
may get in touch with you 2nd that we may have a smoke together.

With kindest regards and every assurance of esteem,

1 Temain,

Most sincerely,
James K, Hackrrr.”

The second letier bears the same date, and is as follows :

" My pear ‘ CHEIRO,

Since dictating my ether letter to you, & very curions incdent
has just been recalled to my mind, which, 1o my humed interview,
1 forgot to tell you,

A very estimable lady, who had refused some of the bigpest
nobles in Europe, partially because of her great wealth, and with
whormn I had an intimate and most charming friendly acquaintance,
returned to New Yotk. 5She had been abroad for about two years.

I had yst been iilted by my fiancée, whom L mentioned in my
other letter, and my visits {0 the lady, who had just returned
frorn Eurcpe, and with whom I hud a mwost sincere and warn
friendslop, and for whorn T held and still hold the greatest respect,
were very welcome to me.

On a certain day I proprsed to her and she accepted me.
Suddenly an impulse seized her. She went upstairs and brought
down a boaok, and read me a date you had given her, saying, that
though she would hesitate about accepting either of two European
gentlemen, she would ultimately accept, on e daie zef dows, a
man born in the United States, whom she had known for some
time, and the description you gave of the man exactly fitted me,

The date and the other details were in ink and in her own hand,
and 1t was on that exact dale I proposed fo her. 1 merely reate
this for your information and use I think it is extremely
interesting.

Most sincerely,
Jaues K. Hackerr”
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Mr. Hackett's father, who was bora in 1800, was one of the greatest
comedians on the American stage. After gaining enormous success in
the States, he made his début in London in 1829, exactly ninety-threa
vears before his sen made his triumph in Macbetk, on November 2nd,
1920, when the English Press pronounced him to be  the greatest
* Macbeth * within hving memery.”

The elder Hackett gained the friendship of the most farnous men,
and every leading English actor of his day, just as the younger Hackett
made lifelong friends of Irving, Tree, Wyndham, erc., and counted
among his friends the most notable families in England ; while at a
recent Royal garden party at Buckingham Palace, the King had him
spexially presented 1o hing,

In America, the elder Hackett was considered the greatest ' Falstaff ¥
of the age. lle was a lifelonz friend of President Lincoln, and it is a
matter of history that Lincoln sent an order io the famous General
Grant, in the mddle of the Civil War, to leave the froot for two days'
vacation, to come to Washington and witness Hackeit"s performance
of ** Falstaff.'

In the same way, the vounger Ilackett was cne of President
Roosevelt’s most intimate friends, and, as he was as good a sportsman
as he was an actor, he accompanicd Roosevelt on many of his shooting
expeditions.

James K. Hackett was born when hds father was sixdy-sine vears of
age, and it is a curious coincidence that when his mother was being
congratulated on the bitth of such an extremely vigerous and heatthy-
looking bov, she made the remarkable predicticn that, ag his father
had been the greatest ™ Fulstafi ' of the age, the baby in her arms
“ would une day be the greaiest * Macbeth ' that would ever be seen
on 1he stage.”

Whether this may have had some influence on the boy's later destiny
is, of course, mere conjecture, but from his hoyhood days be made a
special study of the character of * Macbeth,” amd his ondy real regret
in life was that his mother never lived 1o see ar hear of his tremendous
success &s '° Macbeth,”” in both London and Paris,

[t i3 an interesting story of heredity, and helps to illustrate honw
ipnarant we are of such laws of nature. Ierhaps when 1 met young
Hackett—then an unknown actor—in the railway car in New York
my subconscious brain got in tune with his, and his mother’s message
in the long-dead past came again to life and re-echoed itself through

mny lips.



CHAPTER XXVIII

LILLIE LANGTRY'S ACKNOWLEDGMENT. MELBA, NORDICA, PERUGINI,
TILLTAN RUSSELL, CALVE, THE OGRRAT DUSE, AND JAMOTHA,
COURT PIANIST TO THE EX-EAISER

HE famous Mrs. Langtry, who later becama Lady de Bathe,
wrote In my Visitore' Book as far back as 16g4g :

** * Cheiros " predictions of my future will infinence me in all
myy dealings—because I am so impressed by the extracrdinary
precision with which he read my past.

November 11%h, 18gg. LiLlte LANGTRY.”

Many wears later she invited me to tea with her in her suite of rooms
in the Carlton Hotel.

How well I remember that afternoon, with her charming sitting-
room flled with beautiful La France roses. She was looking 2o radiant,
so happy.

While we were lalking, a large box conlaining a handsome silver
inkstand, and a friendly letter of good wishes for her birthday ammived
from King Edward, She had quite forgotten what day it was,' but
with the King's usual thonghtlulness he had remembered it, and I
feel sure no present he ever gave brought more pleasure than this cne.

Before I left, she presented me with the excellent photograph which
I reproduce here, but thuse who have had ithe privilege ol meeting
Mrs. Langtry will agree with me that no picture ever did foll justice,
or gave the faintest idea of her wonderful charm of manner, or that
kindliness of heart that made thosc who rcally kncw her so devoted
to her.

T afterwards received the following letter from Lady de Bathe, and
as it is an instance of that Indliness of nature which I have mentioned,
I believe it will be of interest 1o include it in these records :

2R Recent’s Coumr,
HarvovER (GATE,
Afril 158, 1011,
“My nEAR * CHEMRG,’
T have heard that you have returned +0 Londom, and T think
it iz only fair to tell you how very accurate your remarks were
in my ¢ase, and the strange fulfilment of what you said would
happen during the past ten years.

You told me that I should not he accompanied by my husband
to America, although I had planned my iour there expressly for
that purpose. T could not see how your words conld come true,
buat the Boer War broke out, and events happened exactly as you
said they would,

You foretold a scandal and trouble for me in the States during

1 Dctober 13th.
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the tour I was then contempiating. In tkis I again doubted your
accuracy, as [ was taking an excellent compeny, and a play 1hat
had been a great London success ; but woun were again right, for
I reached America during a political campaign, and the play in
question, The Degenerates, by Sydney Grundy, was dobbed
immaral, on account of the titls, by those who, in such a moment,
were glad to seize on anything to further their party interests.
I had 21l the trouble and scandal which you had indicated, being
in some cages hounded, from town {0 town.

Bui perhaps the most curivns incident was the following.
You told me that in the following month of Jaly, I would have an
accident in connection with a horse, which would cause a shock
to my nervaus system which would take me some time to get aver.
This happened when my favonrite racing mare, Maluma, ridden
by Tod Sloan, broks her shoulder in the rare for the Liverpaol
Cup and had to be killed. [ must confess, whether people beliave
it or not, that this aitected me so much that it was a long time
befure I could egain get up my cothusiasm for racing.

These are only ihe things that stand out more clearly than
others in the wears that have passed since T last saw you, but in
minor details even, you were equally true in all you sm',ti'.Y

I think it is only fair to write and tell you how accurate yon have
been. Encourapement does us all so much good in our work |
If people could only rezlize thiz, the world would be filled with
much better eftorts.

EBelieve me,
Very truly yvours,
Licrie pE BATHE.!

Mrroa

Madame Melba was one of my earliest consultants when I first
came to London; she had no appointment, but just came in one
afternoon as she was walking up Bond Street. This was about
Nuvember 1888 ; she was not known then, she had not made her début
i London ; so much so, that two ladies who had booked their appoint-
ments and Were waiting in my reception room, resented her intrusion
and though she asked them {0 oblige her and ler her have the first inter-
view, they would not give up a moment, 5o the unknown intrader had to
wait—it was nearly an hour later when she finally was ushered in.
she took the waiting very good-humouredly and chaffad me for being
guch a public favourite,

She bad such 5 sweet smile and was such a change from the two

! Lillie Zangtry was born on QOcigber 13th, 1954, her father was the Dean of Jexsey.
Yhe was painted by Siv Joba Millais os * The Jersey Lily." Her enbmnce o Loodan
soctety and presentation o Queen Victorta made a *" furore '’ om secount of her beputy.

About this time (18758) she met the Princes of Wales {later Edward Y1I), also Beacona-
field, adetope, and all the celsbrites of that Hme.

She digd in her ville nt Monte Cario on February 12th, 1924,
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“ cats "’ that had preceded her, that I threw myself heart and sout into
teading the wery expressive hands that she put on the tahle before
me. She did not interrupt or say a weord until { had finished—then she
gave me the great satisfaction of telling me that I had told ber every
important detail of her past life and that every date I had given her
had been exact. * But there is one thing,” she said, ** that I cannot
understand. You predict, * Cheiro,’ that I am on the verge of some
great trivmph or success and you have gone so0 far as to say that my
career should be that of a singer, and at tha same moment of success,
I am to have a loss and bitter disappointment-—how can you reconcile
the two things ?

I was puzzled. " I can’t answer,” I said, " I can't explain, but
I am certuin if the one happens, the other will also.”

She opened her card-case, tovk my pencil and wrote something on
a card, ' There,” she suid, “ 1 hope you will come and witness my
snecess to-morrow night, and we won't bother about the other thing.”

I looked at the card, it was an arder on Covent Garden for a box
for me, and signed Nellie Melba.

Of course, 1 went. 1 had never been to an opera in my life before.
I brought with me a huge bouguet of roses which 1 was told was the
correct thing to do—and I am glad I did sv.

Melba made her débnt that night in Laeir ds Lamwmermoar and had
indeed a trinmph, The packed avdience rose to its feet and cheered
her ; flowers, bouquets, and baskets of roses were throwm on the
stage from every side—it was indeed a triumph such as few great
singers have ever had.

Just before the Opera was over an attendant hended me a card.
It was nothimg less than an mvitation to jun her party at supper
at the Savoy.

An hour later she sat at the head of & table covered with flowers
in the private dining-room of the Lonis XV suite ; flowers were every-
where and still they kept on btinging in more bouquets. 1 can’t
remember who half the guests were, but I know Aupustus Harns, the
chief man of London Opera, was there, also Henry Abbey of the New
York Metropohtan Opera Howse, Lady de Grey, Blanche Ruosevelt,
Fricce Colomna, Jean and Edouard de Reszhke, Madame Nordica, and
many others.

Melba toid them the story of her visit to me the previous day and I
was placed next to her at the table,

There was still a vacant chair—no one seerned to notice it but Melba
Just ther her maid came in and whispered something ; for a moment
her face clouded, the bright smile had gone, she rurned to me and
said i & low tone: " You were right, ‘ Cheiro,’ the triumph and the
Joss did come together,”

It was only the next day that some of her most intimate friends
learned, that while she was having her great sncoess at the Opera
a Russian protégé, a yonng fellow whom out of the goodness of her
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heart she was belping to start in 3 musical career, had slipped back

into her hotel apd, making off with at least five thousand pounds
worth of her jewels, had caught the night train to the Continent.

Some years later Melba and T again met in New York ; she came
again for a consuliation and on leaving wrote in my antograph book !

* ¥ou are wonderful. 'What more can I say ¢
H’w ?ﬂﬂ. IEH- NEI-I-IE I.I.EI-BA-”

On her return to her hotel she sent me the signed photo that
accompanies this chapier.

The great Melba was born in Melbourne, Australia, on May 19th,
1850 ; she took her stage name from the city in which she was born,
She died on Febtuary 22nd, 1631, in Melbonme. In recognition of her
wotk on behalf of Britteh soldiers during the Great War, she was created
a Dame of the British Empire.

MapaME NORDICA

On my first voyage to America, Madame Nordica sent me a charming
little note inviting me to come that evening to tea in her state room.

I found Signor Perugini, the well-kmown tenor, had also been invited ;
after tea the conversation turned te my work, and Nordica asked me
to see If Perugini was really going to retize into a religious life, as he
had for months before been planning to do.

'You can ymagine their fncredulity when I announced that Perugini
would insterd, in less than a year, marry 2 woman in his own pro-
fession, he congratulated by all, and yet the marriazge would be over
before six months and in a little over a year would end by—hopeless
separation and divorce.

** A little rapid even for the States,” they langhed---znd yet it was
what actually did fake place, As everyone knows, he was on landing
engoged to sing in Lilhan Ressell's Company at the Casine; in a few
months he married {his beautifol prima donna, at that time the goddess
of the American stage ; in less than six months the marriage was over,
and in little over a year a divorce was agreed on by this curicusly
ill-mated pair.

This prediction and its fulflment did much to make my name
known in New York.

Madame Nordica was one of the most famous singers of her day in
London and Paris, but she bad been so many years absent from her
own country that her feme was almost unknown i New York,

She was to make her reappearance at the Metropolitan Opera House
on the gala night when each of the other great prima donnas, Melba,
Calvé, and Fames, were to sing an act from their repertoire. As the
others were certainly sure of meeting with a great reception and
receiving a large quantity of bouqguets, it came to my mind that it
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would be a nice action on my part if I had a basket of flowers sent up
to Mordica on her reappearance in her own country.

I had only Leen six weeks in New York, and in the innacence of my
heart, I entered one of those flower.shops in Fifth Avenue that in
“ the city of skyscrapers ' are more like golden palaces than shops.

Very guietly, I said {o a statuesgue-locking person, who looked like
the " Queen of Flowers * herself, * I want a handsome basket of roses
sent to Madame Nordica at the Opera House to-night.”

* 'What kind of roses ? " she smiled.

" (h, the very best of course,”” 1 answered, forgetting in my excite-
ment that it was in the month of December and that I was in New
York with two feet of snow on the ground.

Again the ' (Jueen of Flowers ' smiled. " What size of basket and
about what prica do you want to pay ¢ 7

Omce more forgetting I was in the Land of Large Ideas, I very loftily
waved my hand, “ L will leave it all to you,” I said. **I give you
carte hlanche to send something I shall be proud of. Madame Nordica’s
act comeg on about .30, please see that if is there in good time. Send
the bill it to-morrow at my address.”

“ Yes, sir, it shall be done,” and the " Queen of Flowers ' smiled
me out 25 if I were one of hew York's millionaires,

That evening at mne o'clock I was in a box at the Operz when
Henry Abbey, the manager, sent for me.

“ Yoo have sent a basket of roges to Madame Nardica,” he laughed,
" that is so latge it would be impossible to get it through the doors of
the front of the house. What shall we do aboui it ¢ "

Looking through the glasa doors, on a lorry m the street we could
set » crowd of people gazing at what looked at first sight to be a small
mountain of roses, but it was in fact a basket about sixteen feet high
by perhaps four feet across, made entirely of those famous ** American
Beauty ” roses costing many dollars apiece at that time of the

Mr. Abbey saw my look of dismmay.

' All right,” he laughed. * I'll have the scenic doors on the stage
vpened—it will be there when Nordica comes on,'”

The curtain went up on the temple scene of Aida—as the light
gradually increased all eyes were attracted to the basket of flowers
standing at the covner of the stage,

My '* Oueen of Flowers '’ in the shop had indeed excelled herself—
ghe had also known what giving her “ carte blanche ” meant, and,
further, she had not forgotten to gracefully festoon a small silk flag of
Stars and Stripes to the handle of the basket.

a moment a hush of astonishment crept over the crowded

TOWEE, THEN TEAIATE The COMPLIMENT 10 A AMETICAT Eng'.‘l‘. VD& Dassci

mcﬂvad an unstinted round of applanse, to be repeated gtill louder

as in a few moments Nordica made her Appearance,

The bill for the basket duly reached ms the next morning. I



MADAME MBELBA






CONFESSIDNS: MEMOIRKS OF A MODERN SRER 1b3

not go into detalls—it is suﬂil:.lent to say that it taught me not to give
* carte blanche ™ to anyone in America again,

CALVE

I had ac unforgettable experience with that pifted child of song,
Madame Calvé, She came so disguised and covered up in a black
Spanisk mantills, that no one could even sec her face. When the
interview was over my strange visitor wrote in French, which I
translata for the benefit of my readers :

"' Chero " {ghe spelf the name as it i= proncunced—Cairo)
hos to-day from the lines of my hand told me things that are

terribly true. By his advice I will hope to escape many sorrows
ard evils. Exua CaLve™

Years later I was in Paris and she showed her pood-heartedness in
a way which few great prima donnas would have done. I was giving
a reception at the close of my season, and had invited quite B number
of iriends to bid them good-byc. Calve heard of 1t and insisted on
coming with ber friend, Madame Guy d’Hardelot, whose beautiful
songs are 5o well known in England, Her presance had, however,
made all my other singers so mervous that they declined to sing.
Calvé took in the sitnation at a glance and bheckoning me to where
she was sitting, said : " * Cheiro,’ do ask me {0 do something. Nothing
would give me greater pleasure.” A night of song lollowed such as
my fricnds and mysclf bave never {ergotten.

CRARLES W. CLAREE

One of the many letters sent me recording the accuracy of predictions
made by the study of the hand, is one I received by post from Paris
after | had retired from professional work.

A man had called to sce me cne aftcrmocen during my season in
Chicago, He {old me he had been a failure in everyihing he had
attempted and he just asked me if T could make a suggestion of some
career for him to go in for, He had a few thousand dollars lefi, he
zaid, and wanted to know what ke should invest them in

After examining his hands, 1 surprised him by saping he should
invest the money in himself. ** You have the hands of a musician,”
I said; " have you ever had your voice tested ? ™'

“A few years ago I thought 1 had & voice,” he answered, * but
I was told it was only fit for singing in the streets, =01 did not continue.
Do you really think T conld ever de something with it # ™

“ ¥ou have not ouly got a voice,” T laughed, *' but yon have an
intensely dramatic nature; besides, you have the Lines of Success
and Fame marked to commencs in about five years from now-—I
would strongly advise you to give it a good trial.”
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He took my words seriously and for the next few years studied under
somne o the best voice-producers on the Continent. The result was
that Charles W. Clarke, before the five years had run their course,
was considered withont an equal as a basso and became in constant
demand for all the great aratorios and received enctmous fees wherever
he sang.

The following is & copy of the letter I received :

1z Rve LEONARDL bE Vikcl, XVIE,
Awgust 29k, 1012,
“My pEAR FRIEND ° CHCIRO,'

To me it is most remarkable that all the important events of
tny life should have been predicted by yom fifteen years ago, the
grenls gl Hme have been a5 you predicied.

I am truly grateful for the keip derived from the many things
vou told me of myseli.
Sincerely yours,
CHARLES W. CLARKE."

"THE ““ GREAT DUseE "

While int London for my third season, [ was visited by a lady whe
stndicusly concealed her identity. 1 saw that she bad unusual hands ;
in fact they reminded me remarkably of Madame Sarah Bernhardt's
that I had studied in the earliest davs of my career, when called upon
to meet the famous actress.

My visitor certuinly had wonderful triumphs imprinted upon her
hands. PBut in the siory of Love, there was vothing but disaster ;
moreover, I could see that hefore the end, clouds of darkness and
depression would have settled down, and that poverty and death
wondld take place in a foreign land.

" Yon kave & wonderful career of success—much glory and prosperity
has already been yours—morc is still before vou, But in Love you
will be wounded to the heart.”

Before my visitor left, T learnt that she was {he incomparable Duse,
the great tragic artiste of the Ttalian stage, In the time of her joy,
che was inclined to langh at my predictions of sorrow ; for she said
boldly that the most wonderful lover in the world was at her feet—
(rabriele d’Annunzio, peet and novelist, destined later to have a
spectacular reign in his ivory and gold palace, as the Dictator of Fiume.
For her, he had written a tragedy, while his love-letters transcended
all beauty and adoration.

Before a year had run its length, Duse called upon me again, [
was struck painfully by the change in her. Her wonderful lover had
tired of romance ; he had shown the world his sonl, with a2 cynical
disregard for Duse’s faelings. Sick to the heart, she went off on a
foreign teur, although her health was breaking up. It was not long
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‘ter she left me that she died in a hotel in America—far from home, a
reck of her former penius and actually suffering fram poverty.

JaroTHA

Another interesting personality, of a totally different type, whom

met about this time, was Mademoiselle Janotha, the famons Court
ianist to the Emperor of Germany, a lady who has received, perhaps,
s muany decorations and honours from Royalties as any other woman
n the world of music,

This weird lady (for if one has ever heard her wenderful playing,
mne is inclined to believe that the spirits of the great dead play through
1eT subtle fingers) came accompanied by her famowns black cat, ™ Prince
white Heather," rolled up in her muif.

Eot passani, T must remark that * Prince White Heather * had heen
Mademoiselle's masent for many years, and was always seen with his
mistress at those numerons hazaars whera this generous-hearted little
lady was found working in the canse of charity.

Her great talent was so distinctly marked in the lines of her hand
that I could make no mistake about it, and the following week [ had
the pleasure (at the old 5t. James’s H:a.ll] of being one of a large
andience, who were carried away by enthusiasm at her rendering of
some difficult pieces from the preat works of Chopin and Liszt. [t
may interest Ty readers io hear that this great artiste played over
tlree hundred times at this famons house of music, and as a special
mark of appreciation, she was asked to play at the last concert before
the old 5t. James’s was demolished, The handsome iron crown which
had capped the semmit of the structure for forty-seven years was

priseated to Mademoiselle Janotha as a sonvenir.
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after she left me that she died in a hotel in America—far from home, &
wreck of her farmer gening and actually suffering from poverty.

JANOTHA

Angther interesting personality, of a totally different type, whom
I met about this time, was Madamoiselle Janotha, the famons Court
pianist to the Emperor of Germany, a lady who has received, perhaps,
as many decorations and honours from Royalties as any other woman
in the world of music.

This weind lady (for if ene has ever heard her wonderinl playing,
one is inclined to believe that the spiriis of the great dead play through
Ler subtle fingers) came accompanied by her famous black cat, * Prince
White Heather,'" rolled up int her muff,

En passant, 1T must remark that “ Prince White Heather ** had been
Mademoiselle’s mescot for many years, and was always seen with his
mistress at those numerous bazaars where this generous-hearted little
lady was found working in the canse of charity.

Her great talent was so distinetly martked in the lines of her hand
that [ could make no mistake about if, and the following week I had
the pleasure (at the old 5t. James's Hall) of being ona of a large
audience, who were carried away by enthusiasin at her rendering of
some difficult pieces from the great works of Chopin and Liszt. U
may interest my readers to hear that this great aruste played over
three hundred timnes at this famoues house of mmsic, and as a special
mark of appreciation, she was asked to play at the last concert before
the old 5t. James's was demolished. The handsome iron crown which
had capped the summit of the structure for ioriy-seven years was
presented to Mudemoiselle Janolha as a souvenir,



CHAPTER XXIX

INTERVIEWS WITHE W. T. STEAD-—HIS TRAGIC BEND ON THE ILL-FATED
Y TITANIC " FORETOLD. MARK TWAIN, ELLA WHEELER WILCOX,
THE FAMOUS AMERICAM PORTEES, MARY LEITER, WEO BECAME
YICEREIKE OF INDIA

MOTHER of the rematkable personalities I met about this
time was W. T. Stead, the celebrated editor of the Heview of
Reviews. He asked me 1o come and see him in his wellHmown

offices at Mowbray House,

I must here explain that in ell cases when 1 krew who my subject
was I considered myself at a great disadvantage, and for this reason
I bad made a rule with my secretary at my rooms that should he know
the name of any intended visitor he was on no account to tell me,

My idea was {and I believe my readers will agree with me) that the
brain in an ordinary way is carried away with the thought that such
and such a person will lead such and such a hife or do such and sneh a
thing. The: exact reverse is, on the contrary, more often the case,
because men and women on life’'s stage play more or less of a role,
while their real character is often extremely different from what it
appears to the general public,

For this reason 1 have never cared to interpret the lives of those I
koew intimately, and I ofter disappointed my friends by refusing even
to look at their hands,

It was thus I felt on going to see Mr. Stead. He was one of those
big personalitics with the limelight of public opinion playing so strongly
on every action that even the “ man in the street ' had heard of his
character in a dozen diflerent ways through the columns of every
nswspaper in England.

I explained my difficalty to bim ; he thought it was legical and
reasonable, and so I contented mjrsalf with taking an impression of
his remarkable hand {or my collection and explaining to him the mean-
ing of the differenee of the hnes as shown in his hand and those of
other well-kmown personalities.

Years later, however, we met in Paris, and as T was wearing the
decoration which had been given me by the Shab of Parsia on account
of my having predicted the date of his attempted assaasination, and
thus caused his Grand Vizicr to ask for a stronger guard of police,
which as may be remembered, saved the Shal's life, My, Siead made
me explain how I worked out hy my theory of numbers what might
be called ' Fadic *’ dates,

We were sitting at a table in a well-known restaurant, in the
Boulevard de Capucines, Mr. Stead, the famous Miss Mand Gonne,
and myself. Mr. Stead had retummed from his wisit to the Czar over
his great Peace Movement, and Miss Gonne, who was called by
Parisians, ** the Trish Jeanne d'Are,” had just come back from one
of her brilliant  peace-breaking ™ tours in Treland.

When T had fmhed explaining my 2a80ns for picking out the date
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of the attempt on the Shal's life, Mr. Stead made me tell hitm some
things about the characters of people whose numbers, according to
my system, were * keys "' to their characters and the chief avents of
theitr Hves,

When I had finished he told me that the aumbers he had given me
were those of his owm sons, and as far as he could judge, the picture
I had made was exact to even-the smallest detatls of character, and
some ten years later I had the satisfaction of hearing from him that
even the events which I had indicated at that déjeumer in Paris had
also been fulfilled.

Alr. Stead had, as doubtless many will remember, the irm conviction
that his death would be one of viclence at the bands of & London mob.

I believe he had this idea from the time a mob attacked lns offices
and smashed the windows, apparently as an indication of the feeling
engendered by -his opposilion toe the Boer War.,

Mr. 5teacdd on mere than one occasion referred to this extraordinary
belief of hiz. The last time he brought the matter up was in the
middle of June 1511, when he had lunch with me at my house,

I argucd agninst his view, as I always did, but again on that occasion
I failed to make him change his mind. My words, however, had made
sorne impression on him, for a few days later he telephoned me and
asked me to consider the matter again, letting him know the resnlt,

The following is & copy of the letter 1 sent him :

#ne 2Ist, I0IL.
"My pEAR MR, STEAD, ¥ S 19

Yes, I remember very clearly onr discussion at lunch here the
other day, but I se¢ no reason to go back on what [ said then,
namnely that as far as I can judge, vou need have po reason o
believe that your life will end by viclence from = Londow mob.

I bave gone over very carefully the impressior of your hand
that you gave me many years ago, also the more recent notes
I made on it, and judging from it and from jyrour date of birth
in the Sign of Cancer, otherwise known as the First House of
Water,! in my humble opinien, any danger of violent death to
you musé be from waler end solhamg efse. The most important
months for you to avoid iravelling in are December and nexi
April of 1912

Very critical and dangerous for you should Be April rgra,
ecpecially about the middle of that month. 5o don't travel by
water then if you can help it. Lf vou do, you will be liable 10 meet
with such danger to your Hic thut the very worst may happen.
I know I am not wrong abuut this ** water " danger ; I only hope
I am, or at least that you won't be travelling somewhere about

that pertod. Always sincerely vours,
‘ Cunino.' "'

¥ W. T. Steard was born July sth, 184g. He woa drowned in the dissster to the
Titanie on her Arst voynge to New York cn Aprlt 15th, 1912,
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The following month I went to Spain, and nine months later, in
April, T was on board an Itelian liner in the Mediterranean when the
captain annonnced ta the passengers that he had received a m
that the Tdanic had sunk, and among other names of those lost he
read oput that of W, T. Stead.

" Marg Twarn ™

“ Mark Twain” came to see me one afternoon, and the famous
humeorist was never more serions, [ think, in his life, and I was sorely
at a loss “ how to place ™ the curious rugged plece of humanity that
had called to consult me,

As I fell back on my system of working out the dates at which the
important happenings tock place in the life, my consuliant began to
check off the years I mentioned, and then asked me to explain to him
by what methad or system T was able to arrive at such conelusions.

“ The past may leave its mark, [ admit,” he said, ' and character
may be told, eveit down to its finest shades of expression ; all that 1
might believe—but how the future may be even foreshadowed, is
what [ cannot understand.”

I rcasoned with him that the subronscious brain may koow in
advance what we shall artempt and where we shall {adl, that nothing
i the world was lefi (o Dhnd chance, and that our very fnileres were
a5 necessaty to our development as were our successes, Seeing that
I was making no headway towards convineing him, T took up the
question of heredity, as shown by the markings of the hand.

I showed him the impression of a mother's left and right hands,
with the impression of five of her children's hands, until we came to
one where the right hund of the child akuost cxactly tallied with the
markings of the mother's right hand.

“ [n this case,” I said, " which you can follow up and prove for your-
self, every section of this girl's life repeated, even ta dates, the actions
of the mother’s life, although twenty years separated them in time.”

The girl had passed through similar illnesses at the same ages at
which they had occwrred to the mother ; she had married at the same
age, also had five cluldrer, and was a widow at the same age.

“ Now," I concluded, “ if one had known the events of the mother's
life and seen that the same markings appeared in the hands of the
child—then, even say at six years of age, one could have predjcted
the events which wonld take place in the fate of the daughter.”

This interested my visitor so deeply that be took notes of the various
hands I showed him, and we examincd with a microscope the lines in
the tips of the fingers of the mother and this one danghter, whose dates
had been so nearly the same, und me found that even the circles in the
finger-tips and thumbs also

he was going, he aaid, he one hmmorons point in the situation
is, that T came here expecting to lose money by my foolishness, but
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A Vierrrive or INDIA

Now that the grave has unhappily closed over the head of the great
Lord Curzon, [ should Yike to relate the story of his first romance, and
how I foreshadowed it.

It was while T was fulfilling a season in Washington that I was
informed that two ladies desired to ses me, I was exhansted after
a heavy day—physically and mentally unstrung—.and had given my
secretary perernptory orders that [ wounld see no more clients, How-
ever, though ‘' Man proposes, Woman disppscs,” and eventually there
entered twe ladies—an elder and a younger. In an impetious tone I
was bidden unravel Fate for the latter, but with this somewhat uzncom-
premmising prelude :

“* Cheiro," I believe yon to be an impostor. However—do your
best—or worst 1 ™

* A short and brilliant life,” were the first words I uttered, and the
hand upon the cushion scemed te vibrate with inward feeling, “ In
a few years you will marry & man of difierent country from your own,
and by him you will be raised {o a position in an Eastern land equal
to that of 2 queen.”

“ Nonsense 1" sncrted the elderly lady, and then gave a thin,
cynical jaugh,

“ Equal 0 a queen—really, guite a fairy story |

I continued to the end, and when I had finished, the elder lady gave
me her hands to read, with the remark :

" Tell me abont my myself, and T shall soon catch you out.”

1 commenced, and her anger melted away and a laok of real wonder
was seen on her face. When I had finished she said, ™ © Cheiro,’ you
have {rmly amazed me, although 1 canrot see how your prevision with
regard to my davghter can be foifilled.”

She tock out her card and laid it upon my table, Upon it was
engraved ; " Mrs. Levi Z. Leiter.”

The years passed on, and there came a day when T received a letter
from the Vicersine of India, the wife of George Nathaniel Curzan, once
Mary Leiter. She wrote :

“Is it not wonderful, * Cheiro,” that I am now cccupying
exactly the position you foretold—eqnral to that of a ' Queen in
an Eastern land ’ ?  All that you foretold in Washinglon Lias come

to pass.”
All, indeed ! TFor it proved 2 " short and brilliant life.”” Death
guenched tha love romance of Mary Laiter and Lord Curzon in a
premature grave.

Lapy ARTHUR PAGET

One of my warmest friends in Loudon was Lady Arthur Paget, by
birth an Americen lady, and the great friend and confidante of King
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Edward, She was the arknowledged leader of British society during
the great Edwardian days, she ruled the best social life, and her will

s law.
\"Ea{?n one occasion when she consulted me, 1 observed that I feared
she wayg in great danger of a terrible accident caused by a fll, and I
iivised ber to take the greatest care during the coming monih of

5t

uégﬁle told me afterwards that my warning had so muoch effect upon
her that she nsed the greatest caution whepever she went cut. But,
alas, in an wnguarded moment she fell down tha lift shaft in her well-
known home in Belprava Squate, London, on August 4th following,
and shattered her limbs from the hips to the ankles. When she was
able to receive callers she sent for me and gave me detatls of how the
accident had happened addmg that when she recuvered consciousness
she {hought, ““ So ° Cheire * was right after all.”

She sufiered intensely for over a year, but bore all with wonderfal
esignation and fortitude. King Edward frequently called npen her,
and during one of his visits, Lady Paget mentioned how [ had predicted
the sad accident. The rmonarch then retold the story of how I had
given him '‘ sixty-nine as his age limit.”

Lady Paget was a Spartan where Court duty was concerned. She
attended a reception at Buckingham Palace when barely convalescent,
even though she was hardly able to stand. King Edward ordered o

chair to be brought for ber, but she refused such consideration und
stood during the entire ceremony.



CHAPTER XXX

SEOME XNOTABLE EXPERTENCES IM THE UNITEL STATRLE. MY TIRAT
LECTURE IN DOSTON. I MEET JVLIA WARD HOWE, THE

AUTHORESS OF THE “* BATTLE HYMN,” AND OTHER INTERESTIRG
PEQFLE

T the copclusion of my first season in New York, I made op

riy mind to start off on a lecture tour and see as much as I

could of the great continent of America. T had never lectured

before in mry life, nor addressed a public aundience of any kind, and

I was consequenily rather nervous of the issse. Knowing nothing of

the routine of enguging hails, advertising, etc., I put myself into the

hands of an enterprising American, who assnred me that the correct

thing to do was to make my début before the public in that centre

of culture and home of learning, otherwise known on the map of America
as the Cily of Boston.

It is bardly necessary 1o explain that this famous city is not far
from the two c¢alehrated nniversities of the States, namely, Yale and
Harvard.

It may be on account of the close prozimity of such seats of wisdom
that Bostonians give themselves such & superior air of learning, or at
all events—look wise. I hawe heard it said that more men and women
wear glasses in Boston than in any other city of the same size in the
world !

As a matter of fact, [ was on one oceasion served by an Irish waiter
with a mutton chop, who was 5o affected by the atmosphere of the
place, that he wrate cut my ' check 7 on the back of a Greek grammar,
which he carried with him on all eccasions.

Bostonians are, however, considered to be the finest lecture-goers
in the world ; and it was perhaps for that reason that my *° advance
agent '’ determined that my lecture tour should be started from such
a seat of culture.

I, quite naturully, I think, left 2l the arrangements to him ; just
giving him a synopsis of what the lecture was to be about; and

suggested that the leading line of the advertisement shauld be
* " Cheirp's * Lecture Tour ”—-” The Study of the Iland, and What
it Means.”

On the eve of the fateln] day on which I was to make my appearance,
1 teok the night train fram New York, and in fear and trembling
arrived at the " City of Learning ** whose verdict was to decide my
destiny, as far as lectures were concerned.

Imagine my amazement, as in ihe carly moming 1 drove to my
hotel, to see the following bills om the hoardings :

“CHEIRO'S” TOUR OF THE WORLD
CHICKERING HALL,

To-day, 2,30
ira
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Not a word about Hands, or anything else | My " advance agent ”
mei me at the door of the hotel ; he had a smile on his face, from ear
to ear. ‘1 thought I kvew Boston,™ be said ; * every seat 15 taken in
the entire hall.”

“ But, my good man,” I said, “ there's not a word about Hands,
ot the snbject of the lecture.”

“ Don't teach me my business,” he grinned. ** The Isss Bostonians
imow of the subject of 2 lecture, the more reason for them terning
up io find out.”

Events proved he was right, in this case at Jeast, I had a splendid
audience, the hall packed to the doors, and excellent notices in the
newspaper the next day,

Of course, 1 tald thern the trick my *' advance man ” had played on
them, and the compliment he had paid them. They roared with
laughter, and Bosionians and I have been the best of friends ever
since,

I finally stopped almost & year in this city., My rooms at the Hotel
Brunswick were always crowded with visitors, [ met charming and
delightinlly cultured people. I made some lifelang friends, and will
carry with me to the end of my life the happiest sonvenirs of  the
Hub of the Universe.”

It waz in Boston I met Mrs, Ole Bull, the widow of the famous
musician. I spent a delightful day in her curiously picturesque homne
in Cambridge. It was she who took me over ic Longlellow’s home,
and Miss Lopgfellow showed me many of the original manuscripts of
her f{ather’s poems-and how wonderfully cleanly written those
manuscripts were ! That beauntiful Pselm of Life had, T think, only
two corrections.

It was also in Boston I met that now celebrated writer, Miss Lilian
Whiting. In a letter which she sent to Ligh!, and which appeared
on January 18th, 1913, she refers to me and my visit to Boston in the
following generous terms :

*' KIR,

I have read with much interest the various references in Lipht
ta ' Cheiro,’ and should like to add a ward of my own experience.
1t is not too much to say that I owe to bis remarkable power as
a sear and diviner of conditinns an immeasurable deét of gramuda

Many years ago, I found myself at one of those ° parting
of the ways ’ which recur in our human expericnces, when the
resource on which I had been relying vansshed, and no other
appeared.

To put the matter plainly, the journal of which for some
I had been the literary editor was sold and changed in character,
and ¥ was intent on finding another similar place in jommalism,
as mny only means of eamning a living.

At this time, I accideptally met ' Cheiro.' He was just then
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the ' storm centre ’ of Boston Scciety—who crowded his rooms,
waited in throngs on his secretary for appointments, and eagerly
secared his “ readings’ to a degree that taxed his time to the
utmost. At that moment he was the idal, so to speak, and there
was not wanting those who would gladly have paid one hundred
dnilars or more for a half-hour's interview. As I have gaid, 1
chanced only to meet him (not baving gone for a professional
séance), and this is the sequence.

‘ There is & line in your hand that is lived out,” he said, © and
you are tying to live it over again. This is impossible. As well
try to put a chicken back in the shell and make an egg of it again.

ere 15 much that is awaiting jyou, but you are keeping it all
away by not letting go of the past and turning towards enolier
side of lilevary work, such as writing books.’

* I understand exactly what you mean, “* Cheire,” " [ replied;
" from this minute I will let it go.” Within that yrar (1804} my
first book, The World Beauliful (first serics), was published,
followed within the seventeen ensuing years (InIT inclusive)
the other twenty-one works that T have published ; and for all
the possibilities imvolved in these, and my fourteen wvisjts to
Europe within these years, I feel that 1 am indebted to this
remarkable psychic and seer i an incalcilable degree,

Yours, etce,,

Lrian Wmrme."

* The Grand Old Woman of America,” as she was called, Mrs. Julia
Ward Howe, was also one of my dear friends. She gave me an auto-
graphed copy of her famous * Battle Hymn,” which was known by
every scldier during the Civil War, and many a delightful evening
I spent in her home.

And Dr, J. Heber Smith 1 1 cannot conelude this chapter on Boston
without speaking of him. He was a famous physician, who performed
all his cures by the aid of Astrology ; and a wonderful astrologer he
was, too | This remarkable man workad out a chart of the heavens
for every patient ; he prescribed for them aceording to tbe indications
of disease, as shown hy their planets; and he had more gratefol
patients than any doctor it has ever been my lot to meet.

He, finally, two vears in advance, predicted his own death from the
effects of an accident. Wkea the appointed iine came, he “ put his
house in order "' ; every paper and document was in ity place; and
s0 he met his death as calmly for himself as he bad often studied it for
others,

[t was while T was in Boston, and perhaps owing to the literary
atmosphere of this city, that ¥ published my first volume of poems.
Thesa were unique, in one way at least, namely, that I had ta correct
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tha proofs by telegraph, my icher in New York having wired me
that he had to catch the Christmag trade, and had {o go to press
immediztely or delay them for another year.

These poems were extremely well received by the Press, and Boston
alone sold over 4 thowsand copies a week for the following few months ;
but as an illestration of the prejndice a man following such an un-
otthodox profession as mine had to bear, I may mention that one poem
~~{f We Only Knewr—was quoted far and wide through the world
but in almost all religions papers it was printed wwhod wmy name
to #¢t; when [ protested at such injustice, I was told that “ they
could not edvertise in their columns the name of 4 man associated
with such an illegal &lzmiesswn." yet these same people did not see the
inconsistency of making use of the work of my brains.

The only claim for this poem was, perhaps, its simplicity and human
pathos ; in answer t0 numerous reguests for copies of it, and 1o set
all doubts as to the aunthorship once and for all at rest, 1 hope it will
not be considered out of place if I raprint it hera :

IF WL ONLY HENEW

T{ we only knew, if we aniy knew,

Bul a little part of things we see,
Methicks the false would be oft maore troe
Than what is truth—or what seems fo e,
If we only knew—if we only knew {

JI we cnly lmew the paie we causs,

By the slighting Jock or the word of shame,

By the seeking ont of thoss old, old flaws

That ome scarce could help, in the mes for fame,
If wo only knew that the deaeds we scorn

Might some day fali tc ourselves to do,

Or if not o us, to cur babes unbors ;

If wa only know—sf wa only Fnew |

knew how the man we spurn,
Hm:l fought temptation—aye, day and nipht,
I_fmmlykw would we 5o turn
And cast him off as 3 loathsome gight 2
Ah me ! instead of the m‘nnﬂr’s'hraml_

We'd help kirn the ttcdo:
Wwe' up with «ach honest haud,
Ifmnmlyknm—u,fwm{ykmw

If we only knew how the woman fell,

‘Womld we shun har a5 pow, whens'ar e mest 7

Wioald we leave her then to that bitter hell

> self and =zin snd the homeleas strect ?

Wanikd we shrog onr shoukiers and shake our hend

E‘nrh'usungtmmﬂnh ot bemp too tros,
ummadﬁ for braad #

Ifwaoﬂy#mn—dfmm&#mf
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If we only knaw—thaf the Jiarts e DM

Wonld have stayed so shert in this vale of won,
Howr much more sweet would have been each kiss,
Rui wo did asf Enow—ae did an! keow,

Regrets gre useiess, and tears but bBlind,
hndﬂmptywnrdsmnn pat ando ;

It's mo good sig hmf—“l bern moxy Rind

If I only kepm—if 1 only krew |7



CHAPTER XXXI
A LECTURE AT SYRACUSBE THAT NEARLY SPELT—FAILUEE

AGAIN started on my lecture tour and reached the enterprising

towm of Syracuse, in the middle of New York State. My " advance

manager had preceded me, and he met me as I arrived, with an
air of self-satisfaction that it was impossible not to notice,

In answer to my questioning look, he said ; ** I have made a wonder-
ful business deal bhere; 1 have engaged the largest Lall in the town
for a mere bagatelle, provided I took it for three nights running ; soc,
of course, I took it,” he added.

“ How did you get it so cheap ? ' I asked.

“1 don't know." he replied, ' except that the owner must be a fool
or a disciple of your study, or samething of that sort. ¥ have advertised
yvor extensively and 1 expect you will have crowdad houses for younr
three mghts’ stay.”

At the appomted hour, T arnived at the hall, and immediately went
cn the stage behind the cortain to see that nothing had been forgotten,
gach as the larpe lecture sheet, lantern-slides, etc.

1t was a few minuies beiore the advertised time, and feeling a strange
emptiness about the place, [ peered through a hole in the stage curtain,
and, to my dismay, discovered that the hall was, practically speaking,
empty ; not more than perhaps forty persons sitting in the reserved
geats.

Before T could recover from my surprise, the curtain was rung up,
and I wae left nothing to do hut te make my bhow and commence.

In that first moment, I thought I had better retreat, but fortunately
a sense of homour came to my rescae, and, instead, I announced to
oy limited andience that T would (ry to reward them for their bravery
in commng by endeavouring to give them the best lecture I ever gave
imn my life, At the same time, a happy thought struck me, and I
anaonneed that insteud of giving my nseal lecture—"* The Hands of
Celebrities I have Met "—I would devote the evenring to a kind of lesson
on the Lines of the I1and ; and that if they wonld give me theirattention
for a couple of hours—or longer, if they chose—by the close of the
evening, svery member of my audience would kaow suficiently of the
subject to be actually able to read the hands of their friands the
following morning.

Americens, I believe, admire resourcefulness mere than eny other
race on earth. My poor little audience of twe score murmured their
approval ; slide after slide was switched on by the lantern, and 1
threw myself heart and sou! into my subject as perhaps I never had
done before,

Two hours passed quickly away. I asked if they wished for more ;
they replied with one voice : “ Yes,” and off we went again, Finally
iwelve o'clock struck and, thoroughly exhansted, for I had been
speaking from eight, I came to a stop. It was fortunate I did, for the
hydrogen of the lantern had also given out and its light had become

N

i7r?
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snddenly yellow. I then annonnced that as I had the hall engaged for
another two evemings, snd as there was no way to gef out of my
contract, that on the following nights, whether thera would be one
person or one hundred in my audience, I would again give these lectures
as lessoms, so that i I ever returned to Syracuse, I would find the
Syrarusians more educated and appreciative of the subject.

When the audience filed out, I learned tire hall was let cheap becanse
the Grand Opera Company of New York was also in Syracuse for the
same three nights ; and proprietor, in consequence, believed there
could be no chance for any other attraction.

Heowever, mny happy inspimtion of giving the lecture as a lessen
haid saved me. During all next day, my little a.udlence, proud af their

ion of the knowledge they had guined, “ read,” I believe,
everybody’s hands in Syracuse.  There had also been twa of tha leading
newspapers of the town represented in my andience. The next dzy,
to my swprise, each paper spoke of the lecture in a mmost Jattering
manner, and when night came, the hall was packed te sach an extent
that the doot had to be closed half an hour before the advertised time ;
and the same was repeated the following might.

Tt is s0 easy to be successful—if one can only gef the right insfriralion.



CHAPTER XXXII
HOW THE VANITY OF ONE MAN NEARLY BROEKE MY CAREER

UFFALD, ane of the leading and most prosperous cities in New

York State, was my next place to visit after Syracuse, but my

advance manager Lad lost his nerve aver his last experiencs in
taking halls, so instead, he had simply arranged that at least my first
lecture should be very uncstentatiously given in the kandsome ball-
room of my hotel, the 1 i

Contrary to all expectations, people came in such crowds that every
inch of available room was in demand, so much so that T had barely
space on the platform to stand on; the regult was, that the following
week I engaged one of the largest halls in the city, and every lecture
I gave was to a crowdad andience,

In all my experience in America, 1 do not think I met with greater
hospitality than [ did in Buftalo ; the newspapers as well as private
ﬂfrsnns seemted] 1o vie with one another in showing me every possible

indness ; and yet in the middle of it all, I had ona of the saddest
experiences of my career, and I realized te what an extent jealousy
and vanity could go, und what hurm o few slundervos words could do
at any time—to one dependent on the public for his career.

T was nearly a fortpight in Buffalo when I began to notice that some
of those who had been extremely lavish in their hospitality at the
commencement, suddenly becamc quite distant and reserved. Ome
man in particular, who had asked me to accept the privilege of his
chith, during my stay in thae city, actecd so strangely that T could stand
it no longer and asked him for an explanation.

At first he said “ he did not wish fo hurt my feclings,” and it was
rmnly after the greatest persuasion that he finally agreed to tell me, but
ohly under the provision that I would not ask him to giva the name
of the person who had spread the cruel slander about me.

Anxious to get even some informaton that mght e of assmstance,
T gave the promise he asked, and then in a quiet comer of Lis club,
he told me the following :

“ ‘There is a certain Mr. X in this city,’” he began, ' who lmows
everyone and goes everywhers ; whose word lhas the greatest weight,

on acconnt of his wealth and the position he occupies socially,
Om the night of yaur big lecture, when your name was oo everyone's
lips, this rnan stated at a supper party that not only did he know vou
fram your very boyhood, but that it was duc to his generosity that
you were educated and launched inlo the world. This man knows
something about the study you have, ha admits, bacome a master
of, but he states you are enlg,r proficient becanse he Jirsh laushi you the
rudimends of the Art,; and, later, bscause you robbed im of ali Ms
valuable books on the subject.

"' Recently, fo cap all, he has gone further, and at 2 dinner a
evenings ago, he stated that he had proafs that von had ma:med a
young angd beautiful girl in England in corder to possess her monsy.—

i)
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that she was now dying broken-hearted and in poverty, in & London
garret, and that you had left England in order to avoid the vengeance
of her relations.”

A» I listened in sience to this terrible accusation, 1 realized that the
man whoe told me, believed every detail of it in all sincerity, and that
no words of mine could possibly alter his opinion,

It was in vain I begped Lim to give me the mman's name, or to bring
me face to face with my hidden accussr--it was all to no purpose.
He did oot wish to be brought into a scandal, he gsaid ; and realizing
that I conld get no farther with him { took up my hat and walked out
into the street.

I cannot describe how I felt, or, in a way, kow helplass T feit, T had
up ta then no rezl personal experience with the world at large, for 1
had lived in a little world of my own. My hooks, and the study of the
ane subject I almost reverenced, had, in a sense, cut me off from the
rest of humanity. My very success had blinded me; it seemed im-
possible to believe that the arrows of jealousy or envy, which might
strike others, conld have bren harled against me.

Besides, T could not see what motive any person could have for
inventing such a story, especialky as my friend had told me that my
actuser wak & wealthy man with good social position.™ If it had
been from a rival in my work, 1 could have nnderstood perhaps, but
not scmecne whose interest could never clash with mine,

1 thought of all kinds of things ; 1 made all kinds of plans; but m
spite of all, I felt such a fecling of helplessness und utter loneliness
that my very blood seemed to have twned into water.

If I could enly find who my accuser was, I thought, I would force
my way into his presence and demand the most absalate denial of the
infamons story ; but how and whera could I find kim, what length of
time would I have to wait i were the questions that racled my brain
with such veritable pain that, when finally 1 reached my hotel, 1 was
as worn cut ey if I had passed through a long illness.

A pile of letters were lying on iy table. I had noi the courage nor
the desire 1o open thern, and I would not have noticed them a second
time if the handwriting of one of the envelopes had not canght my eye.

It was from a man who had always been a staonch supporter of
mine, a well-knoon lawyer, whose daughter, some time before, I had
been the means of saving from a most umhappy marriage.

Mechanically, I opened the envelope. Would he, T wondered, also
inrn against me 7 Perhaps this very letter would be a notification of
it, but to my relief I resd ;

Wednesday.
“ My DEAR ‘ CHRIRD,'

You said you would be free to-morrow night, so I want you to
corne to dinner—onty a few penple, but T will have the best in the
city to mest you. You won’t be bothered to look at any hands,
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for I shall not introduce you as * Cheiro * [they can know alter-
wards, if necessary), but I want them to know you as your are—
your own self, withont any halo of famme round yoor head ; so
come and don't disappoint me.

Yours always sincerely,

I gave a sigh of relief, but the next second 1 threw the letter aside, for
I feli I conld not go under the circomstances. It was only when
morning came I changed my mind, but in my letier I said: " T shall
want you after dinner to give me a quiet half-hoor, as 1 need yonr
acdvice, and I know you won't refuse to givae it to me.”

I will not waste words describing how I got through the long day
before me ; every moment of my time had been booked in advance ;
and perbaps it was as well it was, for like an attist, I waes so devoted
to my work that I forgot my own trouble in the troubles of those whao
came to consult me,

I had s0 many appeintments that 1 was late petting dressed for
dinner, and when I artived at my friend’s house, T had already kept
the company walting, and we were ushered iminediately into the
dimng-reom.,

Durieg dinner, the conversation ran on every possible subject cxcept
that of Qccultism in any forin. 1 was evidently regarded es & yuusg
Englishan travelling through America for pleasure, and so 1 was
ehteriained with all kinds of ideas on sport, what to see and such-like.

When the ladies retired, and we * mere men ” were left to our
cigarettes, cipars, and coffee, I tock the opportunity to draw my host
into a eorner of the large vaom and had just commenred to tell him
how much I wanted his advice, when a remark from an elderly man,
whoro I had not particularly noticed during the dinner, struck my ears
and seemed for a moment 10 turm me into stone.

“QOh, yes,"” he was gaying, ] koow the man who calls himself
* Cheire * well—to0o well in fuct. No, [ have not been to see him and
don't intend to either, for 1 have seen him a pood many times too
often. ‘When I lived in London years ago, in one of my philanthropic
quests to aid what I considered talent in any form, 1 had him educated
as a younpster. I taught him all I knew about hands, which was a
gpecial hohby of mine, and the young stoundrel rewarded me by
rebbing me of all sy most valuable works on the subject.”

I could not wait to hear more—in & second 1 was before him, but
controlling myself with ail the will I could master, I said very calmly :
* You would recognize him again if you saw hum, would you not ¥ “—
"Oh, yes,” he laughed, “ indeed I would ; but he will {ake care not
::: n'.lteet e, a5 he knows I would take him at once (o the nearest police

ation.'”

It i& nnder the stress of moments sech a5 thesa that ope acts so
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totally different from what one expects ane would do, that our actions
and foree of will bhecome a mystery ; if someone had told me an hour
before that I conld appear so calm while I heard my character and
name dragged so low, I would have considered him mad. But, quistly
hooking the man straight in the eyes, I took my cigaretie from my lips
amv said slowly and deliberately :

" Sir, you are either an escaped lunatic or an infernal Har ; the man
wha stands before you is the * Cheiro ! that you say you could recognize.
I demand a full explanation of vour waords, or else it will ba this vary
* Cheiro " that will taks youn to the nearest police station, if he has not
1z the meantime strangled you.”

1 cannot describe the short scene that followed. In a death-like
silence, we heard some sounds choking in his throat, but the next
second he had fallen a helpless mass at nry feet,

Fortunately, there was a doctor among the guests, but even he had
hard work to save him. An hour, perhaps, later, my friend and 1
leaned over the conch on which he had been placed, and an utierly
brcken, shattered piece of what [ suppose was humanity blurted and
gasped out the following sentences .

“For God’s sake forgive me. [ can't think why I did it—vanity,
perkaps, for I could not bear {0 think that anyone could have made
8. success of what was my hobby for so long, Give me a pen, 1 will
sign any declaration vou like that every word I maid about you was
false.”

He did sign a statement, for my frtend thought it was right that
he should do so. L had, however, never ocgasion to use it—aund I
never shall now, for it was not 50 very long afterwards that Mother
Earth swallowed up even his memory,

It was years later that I learned the lesson that thoze who jollow
unwsual Lives must have umwsual experiences, and rmust mect more
calumny than thosc cnviable ones who follow life's beaten track.

I confess I have had to pay the price of whatever little fame I earned,
and especially in later years. As my name became more and more
known, so did the penalty at times become all the greater. I made
legions of friends, but that very fact made me also legions of enemies,
and tha wildest and, at times, the croellist stories were circulated
about me.

Some put my success down ta “ black magic,” others to * spirits,”
athers, again, to the agency of the Devil. Few, if indeed, any, put my
success down to something so very simple, so very commonplace, that
they would never perbaps have thought of it—simply hard, carnesi
work and nothing duf werk ; and coupled with it, the real desira to help
those tangled or tinselled lives that for a Jew moments came into contact
with my own. How few cut of those bundrads of soclety butterilies,
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who came to jest or pass an idle hour, ever thought that many a fime
I silently asked for help to read their lives from that one great Source
thet never fails fo help ; and when the jest passed from their lips snd
the tears started to their eyes, I did oot take the credit for unlocking
the seciets of their hearts.

1 was only lhankfuol that I was the insirument that had, perhaps,
awakened them to the knowledge that our thoughts leave their traces,
and that there are records of the things that one often would fain
conceal.

I did not pretend 1o be a zaind, for had I been one, they would not
have cotne. I did not preach, for they would not have listered ; but
by the lifting of even a corner of the veil of the Mysterions, I led on
those whom the churches would never have reached, to penetrate still
farther—and some of them, I know, went ooward—until they finaliy

found the Mystery of Life from the lips of things that spoke to them
of the Creator of all,



CHAPTER XXKIII

I VISIT DETROIT AND CEICAGD. Y MEEI M%E, ARMOUR, MARSRALL FIELD,
H. GORDON EELYRIDGE, AND JOE LEITER, MAJOR LOGAN, AND A
PREDICTION FULFILLED TO THE EXACT PALH

URING my visit to Buffalo, [ was invited to nm over to

Detroit, 2 few bundred miles away, and give a lecture ic aid

of & charity kindergarten thet was being established there.
One thinks nothing of dislance in the land of comfortable trains, so
the following cight saw me hefore a packed andience of Detroit™s
Four Hundred,

In a few eloquent and fattering words, I was introduced to my
andience by Mr. Don M. Dickinson, an ex-Postmaster-Generzal of the
United States Government. [ hardly think I ever had a more interested
or appreciative public in any city in America, and a large amount of
meney was turned over to the charity for whach [ had grven my
SETVICES.

The next morning, a very remarkable man, the Mayor of the town,
called on me without annonncing who he was, He was a man famous
m Michigun for his love of argument, but beiore be left, he wrote
something in my Visitors' Book whicl:, considenng his pature, was the
highest compliment he could have paid me. It read: ** Cheiro’ is
s0 accurate, there is no chance for “ arguwment.”” This remarkable
testimony is signed J. 5. PinGgreE, Mayor of Detroit.

Before I pass on from this city, I must say {hat from a picturesque
standpeint aleme, Detroit should nat he ignored by visitors to the
States. Mapnificently situated as it is, on the junction of the great
Jakes, it is one of the mest attractive citics 1 know of. The strects
are wide and well laid out ; the buildings are bandsome and imposing ;
it is to~-day the principal centre of the automobile industry.

From Detroit, 1 reached Chicago, the great central metropolis of the
States—the Clearing House of the West and the East, I think one
might fitly describe it. For some reason that I never could understand,
Chicago is one of the most abused of all the American cities ; its streets
are ¢riticized, its buildings held up to ridicule, its men and women
stuck into every melodrama that requires meney or a villain, and its
climate held up to scorn as the worst in the States,

Three times I visited this great city, and I must say that sach time
I left it, I took away with me only renewed feelings of admiration for
the enterprise that seemed 1o flow like a tide through its streets, and
the hospitality and splendid good fellowship of its inhabitants.

InChicago, men and women don’t think that '* it is a crime towork *’;
on the contrary, they think it Is a crime to be too lazy to tail. These
people make a sport of life's hardships. They laugh at her blows,
they gambiec with her coin, if they luse, or if they win, they laugh all
the same—or at least they are too plucky to show their tears.

But da not think for a moment that these people hava not ** the
milk of human kindness in their breasts ” ; on the contrary, let the

184
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Flood come, or the Cyelone strike, be it morth, south, east, or west,
and Chicago responds quick as a wounded heart 1o the touch of sorrow.

Sornw people think that humanity is the same the world over, but
in my way of thinking, I believe that climate and even the s0il hava
as much effect on races as they have on flowers and vegetables. Plant
the champagne grapei.nanutherdi&hictanditwﬂlnnlung&rgivethe
“ wine that cheers ; in fact, in many cases it will cease to yield grapes
at all. Geologis el% i1 this by the statement that the champagne
district is one w1tl1 k and gravel for its suhsail, but if snch things
affect as they do, 2 hardy plant, such as the vine, how much more so
may not th: magnetic influence of subsoil affect the most sensitive
organism of all, namely, the human heing |

Is there no reasen for the difference that exists in the character of
the French and the Germans, or the Eoglish and the Irish 7 Why
should there not be cqual divergencies between the people of Chicago
and, say, New York, with their eight hundred miles of separation i

In any case, I do not think the soil of Chicago, whatever else it may
breed, gives birth to snobs, for in my opinjon this city is particularly
free from this species of objectonable parasites.

In the great worid's workshop 1 allude to, men worth millions are
as humble and vnassuming as if they were worih se many pence.
They are happy to work, happy to play the game, and, as long as they
are not playing against loaded dice, such men are bound to win in the
long run.

Ai. a passing example of what I am citing, I wish to mention the
following incident that happened to myself :

I had a letter of introduction to Mr. Phillip Ar:m:-ur. the head of the
great egtablisbment that bears his name. OJne morning, I found myself
in that quarter of the city and so thought [ would present my letter.
Entering one of the big stock-yards, I saw an elderly man, very plainty
dressed, who appeared to he occupied making some notes on a slip
of paper; going up to him, I asked where I could find Mr. Armeour,
as I had a letter of introduction to him. " What do vou want hum
for ¢ " he asked. '* Oh, only,” I replied, ** that he may, perhaps, send
some clerk with me to show me over the factories.”

“ Don’t bother about your letter,” the man said, * I'll show you
all you want to see.”

I thanked him and away we startad ; wa passed from one building
to another in this most wonderful buasiness organization that perhape
the world has ever seen. The workmen, packers, and others icok no
notice of us as we went from place to place, natil at the end of perhaps
an honr T again reached the street. 1 thanked the man whe had been
my guide, and taking a dollar from my pocket, I was handing it to
him, when, to my astonishment, he said: " Thers is no need to do
that, 1 am Mr. Aonour, Now give me yonr letter.”

The millionaire, Marshall Field, was just as unassuming, so also
was his partner, Harlow N. Higinbotham, even while he was President
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of the Weorld's Falr, H. Gordon Selfridpe, also a millionaire partner
in the same pigantic establishment, was one of the guietest and most
unassuming men I have ever met, and he remains the same to-day,
even though ke is in London and “ Selfridge’s ' the talk of the town.
In fact, if one wanted to select an cxample of the best kind of business
men that America can ;g;nduce 1 do not think wa could do hetter
than tn take H. Gordon Selfridge as that sampla,

A " gslf-made man >’ and one prond to bave such a title; a man
who rose from the ranks, but who, in the stern battle of hife, won hus
commisgion by hard, honest, upward fighting. A man who at thirty
was one of the principal divectors of Marshall Field & Co., and who
at a little over forty. sold out his interest in the great Chicago fiom,
and taking himself and his money to London, created in less than two

one of the largest, and certainly one of the most successful,
establishments that the great heart of England's commerce has ever
SEELN.

How well I remember the first evening that I had the pleasute of
dining at his bome in Chicago. He liad come to me as ane of my
many unknown clients a few days before ; he had admitted he was
amazed at the accurate delineation T had given him of his character,
and perhaps also of the picture I had drawn of the still more suecessful
fotore that lay befere him, He was surprised that an examination
of his hands could give such a record of his past career, and such
indications of balf-dreams and desires that like meteors from tume to
time had lit up the long nights of his carly hfc. He felt, however, that
I had told kim the truth; so before leaving, he handed me his card
uid invited me to his house 10 meet his wife and his aged mother who
so recently passed over to the ' Great Beyond.”

Fifteen years later, ] met bim again in his London offices, with the
plans spead out before him of the magnificent business building he
was about to create. Pointing across to the other side of Oxford
Straet he =aid :

A]Jthuaeramshackleshopsandbuﬂdmgs you se¢ there are coming
down ; in their place, in a few months, I hope will rige a veritable
T-.-.mple of Commerce, worthy of this great city,"

H. Gordon Selfridge kept his word, and London owes to him to-day
not only a magnificent building, but a House of Business that far
organization and efficiency has, I bhalieve, no eqnal in the world.

But to retom ta Chicago. At the Hotel Auditorium, I had a very
fine guite of rooms on the first foor, and from these windows I enjoyed
every day the view of Lake Michigan—an inland sea—that stretched
away to the far-distant horizon. It was hard ai times to realige that
thiy great lake at my door was larger in extent than England and
Wales, or, in fact, the British Isies with poor old Ireland thrown
into the l:-arga.m

My rooms became g0 crowded by applicants for interviews that it
wap finally found necessary for tham to bock appointments for as
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much ag three or four weeks ahead ; and one point I specially admived
about Americans was, that not only did they their appointments,
but invariably fhey were pumctuality siself ; also, when their allatted
time—half an hour—was up, they willingly gave their place to the
next visitor, so as rot to kesp others wai

I worked regularly, frmnnmeuclucktnﬁve,wrth]ustmhouroﬁ
for lunch. As well as the appointinents, 1 h&dﬂiassﬁewvgiymd
evening, from eight o’clock to ten, and public lectures as well.

At my first lecture in Chicago at Steinway Hall, I was introduced
to the andience by Judge William A, Vincent, and nearly always zome
public man acted as my chairman. These lectures, at which 1 showed,
by a large stereopticon lantern, the autographed impressions of the
hands of the most famous men and women of the day, wete from a
financial standpoint most succeseiul, often in fact bringing in between
one and two thousand dollars a lecture.

By a strange cocurrence, the Chicago people themselves instituted
a custom that brought me in more money for the last hour each after-
noon than I often made during the entire ran of my business day.

{One evening, af five o’clock, just a3 I had finished with my last client,
e lady and gentleman, strangers to one another, ammived in my outer
reception room at the same moment, and the lady tried to persuade
my secretary to arrange an appointient with me at once, when the
gentleman said: “ You are taking an unfair advantage both of
‘ Cheiro " and of your sex, madam. We have arrived here at the same
moment, if anything I was in advance.”

“ Very well,”” the lady replied, ' if vou think so, lct the secretary
auction off this extra appointment, and let it go to the highest bidder."”

No sooner said than done. They began to bid against one another,
the lady only stopping when the fgure reached one thousand dollars
(£200). Very politely the gentleman paid his maney, tock his appoing-
ment slip, and with a conrteous bow, presented his ticket to the lady
and walked ont.

I never knew who one or the ofher was, but that was certainly-the
higheat fee I ever received for a half-hour consultation.

In some way, however, the incident got known, and from. that time
it became quite a customary thing for two men or ladies to armive about
five o'clock and auction off that extra appointment, at prices zanging
frora five hundred doliars to one thousand.

It was in this way [ made the acquaintance of Mr. Arthur Catom.
Mr. Arthur Caton was one of the best-known men in Chicego. He
strolled in onc afternoon and bid up to five lundred dollars for his
interview against another man, When his interview was over, be
insisted on my coming out to dinner with him, at the Calinette Ciub,

and from that day on to the nmenfhls death, be always remained one
of my best friends.

As a curious example of a pmd.lctmn being verified almest Litemally
and to an exact date, T cannat pass my experiences in Chicago without
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mentioning the case of Major John A, Logan, This man had bought
one of my appointment cards from one of his friends, and as ne names
were ever asked by my secretary, and only nambered cards given,
I had not the slightest idez who my visitor was.

His strong personality, however, attracted my attention, and I put
my heart wery much into my work, [ futhomed ont very guickly lus
tendenciea and peculiarities, and then I proceeded, step by step, to
unravel his futnurs ; bBut I had not gone very far before I came ta a
standstif], perhaps rather abmptly. “ You have not so very long to
live," I said ; T would strongly advise vou to get cut of business as
scon as possible, straighten out all your affairs, as with your disposition,
you wonld regret leaving things in a chaotic state.”

He was a man of such a determined, strong wil} that T knew I conld
gdi:e tl:::s *" straight from the shoulder,” and that he would prefer me to

" What do you imagine is likely to happen ? " he said ; “ but weigh
well your words before you answer, for 1 frunkly admit,” he added,
“"you have told me my past career so accurately that your words now
may have great weight on what I may decide.”

* 'Well, as you really want to kmow,” 1 said, I am serry to say
everything points to death for vou just as yon reach the age of thirty-
five-—and, further, the cause will not be from illness or disease of any
kind, but instead, from a blow or injury to the head—instant death
from this canse will be what 1 sec will happen.”'

" 1 cannot imagine what it may come from,'" he said, very seriously,
" unless it may be from the intense love of horses and riding which
you have so well described as ene of my chief enjoyments ; bmt if it
i5 possible to avoid the danger, well, when 1 come near the age yon
mention, I promise you I will not cross a korse's back. But let us leave
this gloomy subject and tell me if you can about my business outlook
at the present rnoment.”

Giving me his date of birth, T worked out the immediate conditions
for him, and the following was what the figures clearly indicated :
“ ¥ou must be risking everything at this mament in an enormous
gamble ; at the present time you may be able to gat out of it, and
per make a considerable profit, but if you wait for even another
few days, instead of gaining, you will, o the contrary, be & tuined
man. "

The prospect of death a few years off had not unnerved this well-
dressed, handsome-laoking pormng man, but my Iast words had such
an gfect that for a moment I thought he would faint.

“*Cheiro,” * he said, " 1 must tell you how close yon have hit it.
T will put the facts before you and then see if you still stck to what
yon say, I admit [ am engaged m the biggest gambie of my life. You
perhaps have seen in the papers that Joe Leiter has cornered the wheat
ket 7 Well, I am one of Joe's greatest friends, and 1 am in it
with him for all 1 can carry, Now jet me show yon why I em going
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to argue the point that [ am not running any danger of loss.” So
saying, he pulled back the curtains of the window and pointed out to
Lake Micligan, which was covered with ice as far out a5 one's eyes
conld reach, and lay glistening like a sheat of silver under a brilliant
moonlight sky.

* There,” he said, “ as long a9 this frost continues, not a wheat
boat cen leave Duoluth, and enter Chicago. The prive must go up by
leaps and bounds.

I admit I was puzeled to answer him, I worked my figores out
again and I tried to force my brain to find the solution. There was
anly one that would come. “ I can’t tell you where the danger les,”
I replied, *' I can only repeat, sell out as soon as possible every dollax
vou have in this gamble, and, believe me, you won't regret it."

He left me in a very undecided state of mind, but to the surprise
of everyone, the following day be sold out every cent he had in that
[amous wheat corner.

All day long prices rose—the papers said 2z wheai famine was
threatened, and that this was the greatest wheat corner ever known.

Towards six o'clock, Joe Leiter himseli came in to see me and
laughed good-hurmouredly at my forcbodings. He was wearing a very
handsome memento of his trivnphs in the shape of a diamond ball
searf-pin that a lady had just given him, emblematic of hLis being
at that moment the * bull ¥ of the wheat market. He insisted on
my coming out to dinner with some friends, and, of course, chaffed
e several times during the ¢

It was, however, like the Feast of Belshazzar before the fall of
Babylon.

At that very moment, a master mind was issuing his orders by wire
and telephone, 10 thousands of men and boats at the icebound shore
of Duluth, and wherever his enormous reserves of wheat were stored.

The famous Armour, whorn Leiter had helieved he had canght
napping, roused himself as a general might have done on the eve of
battle. All night long, his fleet of ice-breakers and boats with huge
chaing broke the passage clear at Duluth end across the lake into
Chicage. 'When morning came, billions of tons of wheat were alrepdy
en rouie and the t wheat corner was broken.

As everyone knows, Leiter lost millions of dollars and his father
had to come ta his rescie to preserve the name of the family that was
Iater to give a Vicereine to India.

Major Logan pot only saved himself, but had made a considerahle
profit, and a few days later he gave me a very handscme present as a
SOUVeEnir.

I met him egaip during my last visit to Chicago. A Mr. Allen had
given a dinner to me as a farewell, for 1 had announced that I was
returning to London for several years. As I bade good-bye, Major
Logan stood at the door and said : * Well, * Cheiro,’ this time I suppose
it may be good-bye for ever, as in a few months 1 will have reached
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my f{atal year of thirty-five "—(1 had quite forgottan my prediction)
~—" S0, T may prove you wrong,” he added; * I have sold every
horse T possess and no one will catich me risking my head tili I get
my thirty-fifth year well ovar.”

But how little we Imow whether it is given to os to avert our destiny
or not! In less than three months, the Spanish-American War broke
out and Major Logan was shot throngh the head when leading his nien
in a volunteer regiment, in one of the very first engagemnenis.?

1 ™ Of course yon read of the death of Major Jobn A, Logan. Was it not terribls ?
One of the laxt things he smid to ms before going to the war in the Philippines was that
hmguhghtijb:kngmdmnfhhhmdmdmt et killed ws Cheire had predictsd,
Bat alas ! ‘s pradicton was aoly toc true. He was killad by a bullet wounrd in
hiz bead and wat exactly thirty-five years okl when it bappened ™

Harutt HoBBARD AvER."™

New Torh World, Decamber a1st, 1899,



CHAPTER XXXIV

VISIT TO SALEM WHERE THE LAST WITCH IN THE UNITED STATES WAS
HURNETL: AT THE ETAKE. A BEAUTIFUL WOMAN SENT TO TRAP ME

EFORE I left the Eastern States, I was invited to visit Salem

and give a lectare in that historic town, where more Palinists

and Astrologers had heen torfured than any other place in
the world, and where the last witch was burned at the stake in
Americs,

I confess I thoroughly enjoyed the idea of giving a lecture on
Hands, and proving the truth of the old study in sach gruesomely
bistoric sutroundings. ,

Salem is not very far from Boeston, and as the papers had made my
name well known there, I found an exiremely lnrge audience assembled
for the lecture. I had brought with me a latge steriopticon lantemn
and slides to throw on the scresn the impression of famous hands, such
as (Gladstone's, H. M. Stanley's, Joseph Chamberlain’s, Bernhardt’s,
and dozens of others. I was just about to ring for the curtain to go
up, when, to my amazement, a palice inspectar walked across the
stage from the back, and holding up his hard, forbade the curtain to
Tise,

He was extremely polite but told me very firmly that by one of the
old laws of that State which had never bean altersd since the last
poor witch was burmed, it was absclutely Iorbidden to allow any
person to expound m eny form whatever such a subject as Palmistry,
or any other such * works of the Devil,” and that any person found
doing so for payment of any kind would be arrested and subjected to
the direst penalties.

After reading the epactiment, he requested me to step before the
curtain and announce that the lecture could not take place,

I think it must have been the spirit of that last poor witch that was
burned at Salem that prompted me to do what I did, for I am sure
my poor brain would never have thought of a way out of such a
position.

I stepped before the curtain and informed the avndience that by
an old law of their State no lecture on such a subject as Palmistry
could teke place in Salem. The most absolnte silence followed my
statement,

“Now, ladies and gentlemen,” [ proceeded, " as law-abiding
citizens, you cannot be expected to hmaﬁ the laws of your own State,
no matter how obsolete or absurd some of them raay be; but as
intelligent men and women you may be expected to adapt jmursel?ﬁ
1o the altered conditions under which you now live; and, further,
to derive benefit from having used your intellizence to circumvent
the stupidity that called this law inta exiztence, I will now proceed
to suggest to you hmvthmmayhedone.andatthemtime,with
your hﬂl]:h. let us tl;_?ha good oat of evil,

The Act says that no expumtmu of Palmistry o any such studies

191
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of the Davil can be given for payment of any hind whaiever. 1 therefore

that yoo will accept my services to-night as a gift to you, andg
that &ll moneyy you heve peid for yoor seats be given to whatever
charities you may wish to benefit by this lecture.”

As unanimous applause ed position, I returned bhehind
the cartain and asked the inspector if he were satisfied now that the
lmhmunderthmnnmdltmmmuldpmeueﬂ.

“ Yes,”” he said, langhing, * youmngoun—theon]ypﬂymthat
¥ou were not born an American.”

I did not want for the subsequent division of the profits, so0 1 can
only hope that ithe polive charitics of Salem were included in the
benefits derived from that evening's lecture on one of the principal
studies of the Devil.

A BEAUTIFUL WOMAN SENT TO TRAP ME

In reading these confessions of s strange career, people must not be
carried awsy by the idea that w man so favoured by making hosts of
good friends may not also have had some dangerous traps iaid for
him, either by enemies or by those envious of his success.

[n a later chapter | will give an account of the attempt made on
my life while practising in New York. Now I will give the following
account of a trap laid for my honoar in Chicago,

{mne afternoon as I was finishing my work for the day, my secretary
informed me that there was a lady waiting who had specially insisted
on baving the last appointment. She had explained ber insistence
by saying that she had a great deal to ask me, and that an ordinary
half-hour would not be sufficient for her purpose.

As I knew well that when Americans insist on a thing it is only
waste of time to argue the point; althongh wery tired after a long
day, 1 agreed and my secretary ushered the lady into my consuiting-
ToOm,

A tad! and extremely well-dressed woman emtered ; she threw back
her veil and disclosed as beautiful a face as [ think I have ever seen,
1 would not have been hurnan if 1 had not admired her. She was
dressed in black—a curions mixture of silk and jet, that showed every
line of her slight, praceful fipure to perfection. As she drew off her
gloves her delicately shaped hands were a positive delight ; they were
80 exquisitely formed and so artistic that an artist would kave been
enchanted by them.

To my amazement, instead of placing them on my cushion before
me, she drew out a finely carved cigarette-cage and offered me a very
tem;ptmg Turkish cigarette,

was, however, thicking of my work; and in spite of my long
erperim wondering—even half fearfully-wwhether I would be
succesiful with my cltent or not. Sesing my hesitation, ahe laughed
sweetly, and said : " My dear man, don't bother trying to convert me.
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Life i3 like the cigaratte I offer you—very quickly consumed and but
a little dust and ashes at the end.”

She had forgotten, however, that I was nothing more nor less
than a sensitive instrument, and that although I locked young, I had
the experience of many lives crowded into my own ; and that in spite
oif her Jaughing mask, I had already come into contact with her crushed
and wemnded soul, and pily was the only feeling she- had arpused
within me.

“ We can emoke a cigarette afterwards,” I said,  but meanwhile
let me see your hapds.”

“ Oh, my bhands have nothing in them,” she said, " st twenty-four
& woman has neither lines in her face nor in her hands.”

" And yet a baby an hour old,” I replied, ** has lines that teil its
future—lines that could they speak would even tell its burden of
heradity—the fate that ferhaps iis mother mads for i, and that later
ghe wauld give her life fo tnmake, if it were possible.”

I had unknowingly touched the tender spot in the nature of that
mysterious piece of humanity before me ; her hands opened, and very
quietly she laid them before me.

The chart of her vwn life appeared so clear that T could hardly have
made a migteke in it had I tried, The early surroundings, the strict
home life, the beautifol voice that had promised to make her a great
singer, the love afiair at eighteen-—her desertion at twenty—the birth
of her child, Then tha strogple for existence, the flight from one city
to another, her desire for money that her little one might be fed, the
strangling of everything that was refined, so that 3 mighi ffve. The
tiger-like ficrceness of that mother nature that was willing {o caver
itself with blood or crime, §f only she could protect her child from the
sams fate—such lad been the making of the waman before me,

She drew her hands away ; taking aletter from a satchel, she handed
it to me without speaking. The heading of it was a Chicago newspaper,
and the Jetter ran as follows: |

“DEAR M1ss 50-AND-50,

Almost every paper in the City bhas had lavdatory articles
about this man " Cheire’ at the Aunditcrium Hotel, 1 want to
take the opposite track to get up s0me sensation about him—soms
scandal, if possible. Yon are the woman to de it ; the price will
be good. Llet me have the story as quickly as possibie.

Yours, etc.”

The wornan rose and went across to the writiog table and wrote the
following :
"“ DEaAR MR. EDITOR,
[ tried this evening to obey your instructions—buot 1 have
failed. Further, let me tell you if you attemupt to get up * some
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scandal * abhowt this man J will immediately publish your letter

and show up your game. v o
ours, efc,

I tried ta thank her, but with & sob in her voice she said ;
“ It was my child that saved you. You can thank her * Cheiro.’
I can only ask you to forgive me."



CHAPTER XXXV

AN EXTRACADINARY GAMBLE. THE SHARES OF A METALLURGIGAL
LCOMPANY THAT AGIUALLY MADE GOLD

URING my last winter in Chicago, I met under peculiar

circumstances a celebrated half-breed French-Indian, named

Henri Dupont,® and it was throngh him I went in myself for
& strange gamble in shaves, even though T had foretold by his hand
that there was no success before him at that period of his life. But
Henti Dwpont was an extraordinary personality, and though I lost
by my gamble, I have nothing but thanks to give him for an unesual
experience that taught me 2 great deal.

1 was sitting down to dinner in my own rooms in the Auditorinm
Hotel one night, when something made me glanee up from my evening

per, and I beheld one of the most marked-looking types of humanity
1 think 1 have ever seen, standing in the doorway.

This man, though only of medium size, had the head and bearing
of a lion, and with a mass of rough, shaggy, black hair, tossed back
from his head, he looked, at least at that moment, exactly like “ the
noble king of beasts.” As I glanced up fromt the head of my table, our
eyes met and we quietly looked at one another for a few minutes withount
speaking,

With an inbomn courtesy which there was no mistaking, sceing me
gitting waiting for dinner, he evidently besitated to come in, and yet
did not secm to be able to make a gracefel retreat.

I got up and said, " Well, yon have evidently come to dine with
me, have you not ¢ "~

“ ¥Yes,” he replied, *' if you hawve the goodness to invite me.””

“ Certainly, my dear sir,’’ 1 angwercd, ” where there 13 enough for
one, there 1s alweys plenty for two. Come in and dine, by al] means.”
And T placed a chair far him on my right.

With every movement speaking of courtesy and refinersent, he heid
out his hand, apologizing for being very roughly dressed ; he sat down
at the table as if his dining with me was the most natural thing in the
world,

As the light struck Lis face, ] saw at once that he was 2 hali-breed
Indian, and as T have always had the greatest admiration for the rapidly
dying-out Indian tribes of North America, his having their blood in
his veins interested me immensely.

Seeing that my negro waiter was threatened with a fit of apoplexy
gt seeing me dining with such a wild-looking stranger, 1 ordered him
to place all the dishes on the sideboard and leave us alone. When he
E ﬁiﬁppeared, I poured out a glass of wine? for my unknown guest,

sald

* And now, my dear sir, perhaps you will favour me by telling me
who on earth you are.” .

“ Willingly,” he replied. * 1 am Henri Dupont, a half-breed French-

1 This is not the man's 1eal pame, * Mawy yoars bafwes Prokibitios,
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Canadian-Tndian, of the Sioux tribe, the I:.ompaninn of Louis Riel,
who fonght against the English. I was taken prisoner and semtenced
to death, but escaped by swimming the 5t. Lawrence with a bullet

m my shoulder that an over-zealous seniry lodged in me. I am
outlawed from Canada, but quite content to live the rest of my life
under the Stars and Stripes, or to give my life for them if need be.
Sach iz a brief idea of my history, but my desire to come and meet
you will take a little longer to explain.”

Then this strange individual launched out and told me sommething
of his philosophy—s philosophy of nght living, a pictore of self-
sacrifice end noble idesls that was equalled by mothing [ had ever
heard of or read befare,

He was a rebel against everything that was falze ; a natural rebel
againgt the hundred and one injustices that Society has comsecrated
by time and hallowed into the name of Law, His blood boiled at the
starving-oat of his race, the expropriation of their possessions, the
cruelties of the white man aguinst his brother of anather eolour, and
in a few rapid words he sketched out a marvelious redeeming plan of
kis awn, which even embraced his enemies, the white man and the
white woman coming eqmally inte his scheme of the fitness of things
and the ultimate uplifting of all humanity by the realization that
Man was made in ' the image and likeness of God,"” and that all men
were brothers.

I listened spellbound until he had Anished, ** But your plan,” 1
asked, ** how can 1t be carried ont ? "

* Through the possession of wealth,” he amswered, " unlimited
wealth, but ntilized as Ged has intended wealth to be nsed.”

“ But where is this wealth to come from ! "' 1 asked, " it increases
cnly in the hands of those who have it—remember a very hard, but
troe-to-life text, which says: * Unto him that haih shali be given,
but to him that bath not, shiall e teken away cven that which hz hath.'

He answered me by a strange story, but one so wonderful that the
mines of the world and the gold of the earth seemed even as nothing
before his plan.

Briefly, it was as follows @ A young American chemist had discovered
how in the womb of Nature metals had been formed, how geld had
been born, how precicus jewels had been created. Would 1 come to
meet this man ¢/ He was no figment of the 1magination, no dream
of the idealist, he was a real living entity, whose snocess had already
been so great thet even at that moment, on the outskirts of that very
city, we would find this man with an installation of furnaces and
plant which was in itself a marvel, and which bad astonished every
scientist who had been permitied to see it.

Ot course, I agreed to go. 'Why shonld not such things be ? Has
man discovered all the secrels of Nature? Every day things ars dis-
covered which opset former theories and go to prows that the mysieries

nfyeaterdaymnnlongermystmmthahghtnfto-day



CONFTESSIONS: MEMOIRS OF A MODERXY SEER 107

In a few minutes I had a carriage at the hotel door, and awny we
started for—to me—some unknown place, far out on the fringe of the
city. :

Three-quarters of an hour’s drive with a good pair of horses at last
brought ts before a large building, half brick and galvanized sheet-
iron, that stood by itself in dreary solitnde among frozen fields.

My strange guide opened the side-door with 2 key and led me
through several badly lighted passages, until at last we reached a
large square room i the centre of the building.

At o long table sar a young man, with microscopes and instroments
before him, deeply engaped in examining sorne samples of a substance
that lonked like clay.

Dupont introduced me as a {riend for whomn he would answer with
his life, and the young fellow gave me a manly grip of the hand and
placed n chair for me at the tahla,

1t was then I realized for the first time what the purpose of Dupont's
visit had been in coming to see me. He wanted me to look at this
man's hand and see if the success they were hoping for was about to
be an accomplished fact,

Again I had found an interesting subject as a study, hut, let me
say. en passgal, that America is full of such types. With her mixtore
ot races, her electrical-inspiring climate, her unlimited natural resources,
the conditions of life, all help to make her soil the breeding-ground of
genius, and the home of invention.

Da not imagine for one moment that the young man before me had
one particle of the charlatan or the impostor in his nature, On the
contrary, I beheld a man—wyoung, scarcely thivty—if you like, hut an
eamnest student, a scientist in a worlonan's garh, and 2 genius in his
owq particutar line of research.

Do not think for a mument that [ am indulging in romance—the
only romance about this young chemist was the wonder of his wori.

Some years before T met him, he bad, as a chemist’s assistant, saved
enough money to enable him to visit and study every well-known
voleano in the world ; whilst ather tourists were seeing Rome or gazing
out over the far-famed Bay of Naples, this young scientist was at the
same moment rigking his life by being let down by a steel rope inside
Vesuvius, in order to wrest some of the secrets of Nature fram her
very heart.

He finally discovered certain laws about the application of heat and
the affinities of clays apd metals ; in the end he had returned to New
York ard invented a furnace that dissolved clay and sand in such a
manner that besutiful white stone in the shape of bricks were pro-
duced, which discovery the inventor sold for a considerable sam of
rmoney.

He wanted capital, however, for a totally different pﬁtﬂ than
the mere mannfacture of white bricks, for with this capital he bnilt
up the factory I saw outside Chitage, with the express purpose of
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making gold in a similar manner that Mother Earth did, when as a
malten mass of matter she was herself called into being.

It wonld take far too long to enter into the scientific aspect of his
discoveries in these pages ; the majority of my readers will probably
reject his theories A3 the dreams of a madman, or deem me g fool for
writing about them ; or in their superior wisdom (?) they will perhaps
shrag their narrow shoalders at his giving up the '* brick factory " at
New York in search of such a chimers as the manufactare of gold.

Yet, it is to such people as this man sented that the world to-day
owes some of its greatest inventions and discoveries, If Monsieur and
Madame Curie bad not suceeeded in their search for radinm, they would
both have been doomed to end their days in some misarable attic, and,
further, would have been scoffed at for their pains. But they suc-
ceeded, and to-day their names are honoured ones—the world's pain
has been relieved by their toil—Fame has lifted them with her own
hands to sit side by side with her an her throne, and those who would
have jeered are to-day silent with admiration.

Up to a certain point, the man of whom [ write also succeeded.

In the snhsequent days on which I visited his ' factory,” I saw with
my own eyes gold extracted from his crucibles, and in such guantities
that one day the total reached 4 little over £2o00 paid vver to him by
the Government Mint ;) and further, the price he got for his gold was
as high as any that has ever been given for the precious metal extracted
fromn the famous gold mines of Californla.

Further, hard-headed men in Chicago bought shares in his little
company, these shares rose to treble their value in a few months, and
a little later one could nat buy these twenty-dollar par value shares
from brokers imder four kundred and fifty dollars each.

His volcanic heat alzo produced precious stones, and it was quite a
common every-day cccurrence to find quite 2 number of rubies, garnets,
and sapphires in the hard rock sobstance found in the crucibles when
they were cooled off and broken open.

Was it any wonder then that Henri Dupont had dreamt of untold
wealth to carry out his humanitarian plans ¢

I shall never forget that moment when, 1o please him, I examined
his young friend's hands. Under the strong light in the laboratory,
his face Jooked so white and careworn that 1 wonld fain have told him
of anything but failure in his hopes.

On every side of hisn were evidences of success ; probably no less
than ten glass jars of small rubies stood on the table by my side; a
leather bag of very small, but fine, gold muggets lay under his hands,
& kind of cushion, so that 1 might better examine them, and yet,
though I read every possible evidence of his brain power and extra-
ordinary inteiligence, I conld see nothing of the fortune that they both

expecied. 1 told them exactly what I saw, but I am glad to add that
my words rought zeither of them disappointment or caused a cloud
to-<rosa their laces. They were quite accustomed to people doubting
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that such a thing could be done as the extraction of gold from broken-up
stone and powdered clay. I only succeeded in making them doubt me,
that was all ; in fact, I doubted myself and before I left asked that ¥
might purchasc a few thousand shares in the comcern.

Things went on very well with the “ factory ™ for the following su:
weeks, and many an evening after my work was over, I drove out with
Drupont to see what the developments of the day had been.

Then the severest winter that Chicage had known for ages set in
rapidly, and with snow so deep that I was jor a fortnight practically
weather-bound in my hotel.

The shares of the company had aboet this time reached four andred
and Gty dollers, and I was rather regretting I bad net bought a larger
quantity, when one evening Inipont rapped ou my doar.

" Well," T said, " what’s the matter ¢ 7

“ With this terrible snow and frost,”” he groaned, ' we can't get a
load of material to the works ; the land up at Uiah, where we get our
clay from, is covered twenty feet decp with smow, and even if we coid
get at it, there iy not @ railway that could send us a wagan load. We
have closed down all the furmaces but ane ; if the newspepers should pel
0 khear of 4t they will talk abaut the soppage and fut it down 1o any Cause
but the ¥ight one.”’

“ But is there no means of getting the materizl from any ether place
but these lands in Utah ? "' I asked,

“I fear not,’" Dupont replicd. * We analysed all kinds of earth
before we found the particular kind that gives exactly the properties
that are needed ; but come aut with me to the works to-night.”

It was with the greatest difficnlty that we got to the * factory.” In
many of the outlying streets the snow was over three feet deep and
frozen solid with the terrible frost.

At last we reached the works, Owur young friend was no lopger sitting
in his brightly lighted labotatory, a5 before ;: we found him upstairs,
Iving on his bed, utterly prostrated by the load of anxiety he was
bearing. In a few minutes we were joined by four other men, who
also had interests in the company, and together we sat around a tabla
and held 2 * conncil of war.”

Every possible plan was discussed ; at last we decided that the only
thing to do was to keep the news as long as possibie from the news-
papers and tTust that the frost might brealk, so that the clay needed
could be sent down frorm Utah.

It was further decided that the one furnace still g should be
kept at foll Blast day and night, so that the outsiders would not notice
that anything was amiss, and above all, that no stranger should be
admitied on any pretence whatever.

Now let me speak of the loyalty of the men the young inventor hagd
around him, There was not one man amoog those he employed whoe
did not offer to stand by him and see the siege of winter fought out
to the finish. Every man vf them volunteered to sleep in the factory,
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as & safegnard against being appreached or questioned by s '
or offered some bribe that might have tempted some weak brother,
who had a wife or children depending on hirn. 1t was the finest example
of loyalty 1 have sver seen.

And among those of us wha had put our money into the business,
the lovalty was just the same ; the shares stili stood at four handred
and fifty dollars, and during the week of the siege that followed, nol
ome of us sold as much as g single share.

Many of us conld have made a small fortune by selling out, but we
knew if we did, others worid follow——the price wonuld come down—
questions would be asked in the Press, and the sitnation discovered.

That we conld have sold, there was no question-—during that week
I alone received no less than five offers from buvers; but as I said
E;:re, not one of us who knew the position sold as much as a single

e,

Af last the week came to an end, There was no sign of the frost
breaking, the reports said it was likely to last for the next two months,
and with snch a prospect we knew there could be no hope.

The inventor decided to c¢all a2 general meeting of sharehoiders,
and expiain the position to them, and notices were sent out for the
following Saturday, at eight o'clock in the evening, This extracrdinary
hour was decided on so 23 to meet the convenience of many shareholders
who were engaged it business during the day.

The night came, but it was so severe that not more than about fifty
persoms assembled together. The meeting was held in a long room by
the side of the works, and the cold was s0 great that we left the doer
of the only furnace that was still renning open, so that we might get
the benefit of its heat.

It was an impressive meeting. Dupont sat on the right of the inven-
tor. I was on bis left, at the head of a long table at the top of the room.

The inventor, in & straightforward, businesslike speech, explained
the position in a few terse words, and then sat down.

Henri Dupont immediately followed, and in one of the finest Gighting

I thik I have ever listened to, backed up his chairman's
remarks, and advocated that a vote of confidence should be
and funds provided, if necassary, to carry an the works until the frost
would break and the wagons came in from Utah.

A howl of dissent prevented any efforts to second the proposal, and
in a few moments the meeting was in disorder.

Omne man, with 2 vell of rage, sprang at the inventor, but Dupont,
guick as a flash, mmadhlmmthhmhud}r,andwmppmgmthm
revolver, faved the crowd snd beld the sifuation.

The quietest man in the room was the young man on my right.
Pushing Dupont aside, he held up his band for silence, and then
speaking very ca]xnl said :

"1wﬂ1pmve to y{mthat 1 am neither a swindler nor a charlatan.
1 asXk you to select six men who will obey my instructions ; these men
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will, before your eyes, fill the crucibles, place them in the furnace, you
will control the test for yourselves, and then judge as you like after-
warde. Will you accept my proposition ? "

“ Yes, came from a dazen voices at cnce.

The six men were selected, I happened to he ona of them. We
antered the works whare the one furnace was still in full blast.

In a few words we were told what 10 do. In one corper were some
pieces of rock that were left over from the last wagor-load from Utah.
One man with a machine crushed them into powder ; another went
into the yard and with & shovel dug up a few ggﬂkets fult of ordinary
common earth from under the snow ; two other men attended thea
formagce ; and another with myself filled up the crucibles.

When all was ready, the erocibles were mn into the furnace and in
dead silence we walted for the result,

Holding his watch in his hand and looking at the thermometer, the
inventor stood like a stutuc neur the furnace door. It was one of his
own special inventions where by an inpenious system of draught and
concentrated heat, he was ahle ta obtain the temperature reqguired in
a very short space of time,

At a piven moment, he ordered the man in charge of the furnace to
withdraw the crucibles. Ont they came, a brilliant mass of white heat
—s0 bright that onc could not lock at them without usimg smoked

lasses,

5 Again, before our gaze they went through a rapid cooling process—
when sufficiently cold they were openad and a solid mass was presented
to us. Twa analysts, who were shareholders, broke what looked like
pieces of solid rock open, and there to the amazerment of everyone who
crowded round, small clear veins of pure gold could be seen glittering
under the rays of the big arc lamp over our heads. One by one, the
men cxamined it, pwked the gold out with their penknives, and
cormnmented on it,

Half an hour, perhaps, passed ; ewvery person there was convinged
that we had indeed assisted at something that was almaost akin to a
miracle. Suddenly, someone said: “ Where is he ? ™

Ent where was he ! That was the question. Through the works
they went, yelling his name, up to that simple room with a camp-bed
he had called his bedroom, they mounted. He was nowhere 20 be fownd !
Poor Dupont, with a look on his face like a broken-hearted man,
searched and searched in every corner of the place, in vain |

The night had wern on,  Omne by ane, the crowd had slipped away,
the fursace was dying out, and the silence of the place was only broken
by the fooisteps of an old workman who was turning off the lights.

I went up to Dupont and tried to rouse him from a kind of stupor
be seemed to have fallen into.

* Come back with me,” I said. * It is no use stopping here,”
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Without saying & word, he assented. After a long dreary drive

the snow, wa at last reached my hotel.

“ Come in and have something to aat and a reat,” I suggested.

With a strange, weary Jook in his #yes, he shook his head, **' Nao,”
he szid, ** T must find my friend.” He wrong my hand silently and
tmrned back into the spow and the night, and from that day to this [
have never heard of him or of his friend the inventor,

‘The next day the papers were already full of {he story. Some of
those who ozly a few weeks belfore had nothing but praise for “ an
American chemist’s discovery ” were in less than twenty-four hours as
squally keen on the mad absurdity of his iden. By Monday moming
the shares that had the week hefore stood at four hundred and fifty
dollars were offered without a bid at twenty-five cents apiece.

fe need not scofi at the idea that the young inventor I have
described in this stary did make gold out of earth, stones, and clay—
or run away with the idea that he was either a madman or 2 charlatan.
In The World Mapazine of June 2Hth, 1916, in an interview with
Rudolpk M. Hunter, of Philadelphiz—a man who ranks third afier
Edizon among the great patentees of the world, a recognized scientist,
and an inventor with a world-wide reputation—declared: "I can
manufacture gold, not only from baser metals, but from common mineral
subslgnces, such as sione, 1 can make it at a cost of less than a tenth
of the prescat value, but I have made 1t su far only as the demonstrated
result of scientific research, and not for commercial profit,”

Perhaps poor Henri Dupont and his friend, the young chemist, failed
in their preat plan only because they had lived a little '* in advance of
dﬁ agei 5]



CHAPTER XXXVI

AN INVITATION TO A CHATATQUA. A METHODIST ASSEMEBELY IN FLORIDA
AND SOME CURIOUS EXFPERIENCES

T the height of my season in Chicago I received ong day a
letter of invitation from the Rev. Dr. Davidson asking me to
come amd lecture before his Chatawgua in Florida.

The chance of leaving that terribly severe winter of the north to
revel under the glorious sun of the southern States and spend some
time among the orange groves and flowers of Florida, overcame the
gfmtia:al in my nature, so gladly I decided to stop the niagara of

icago dollars and accept the invitation.

For the sake of Curopean readars I must explain what a Chataugqua
is, otherwise they might perhaps think I was going to teach a Red
Indian camp some of the secrets of my art.

Well, a Chatauqua is, I believe, the very cleverest idea that the
Methodist body in America ever conceived. Briefly, it is an educa-
tipnal system whereby its members meet at different parts in the States
to hear lectures on cvery subject imaginable, to attend classes, and to
live in one great happy community with the brotherly link of their
religion as 4 kind of family tie pervading the whole,

A service of prayer and the heartiest singing imaginable opens the
day and closes it at night. These services the members of the Chatan-
gua can attend or not, just as they please, the same way they can
take any course of instroction they like, any set or series of lectures,
or if they prefer it they can do nothing, just live in peace and harmany
with their fellows and enjoy the beautiful scenery of the country in
which the Chatauqua is held.

At the same time, and here is where this plan is s0 wonderfully
intelligent, the whole country for hundreds of miles roond 13 invited
1o regard this meeting-place as one common centre—special traims and
excursinns at cheap fares are run daily from all points of the com
and it i8 quite an ordinary thing for frem four to five thousand people
to ind themselves gathered together to attend some lecture, concert,
or entertainment in the large arena and retum home at nmight both
mentally and spiritnally improved by theit visit.

With such an excellent idea well organized and cartied out in varione
States, it iz no wonder that the Methodist body in Americe is one of
the largest and most united of ell the religious communities in that
*land of many religions."

But to resume, the Chatangna of which Dr. Davidson was the head
was situated in one of the loveliest parts of Flotida not far froun the
beantiful cld-world Bay of Pensacola in the Gulf of Mexico., 1 call it
advisedly ' an old-world Bay " for I never in all my life experienced
the same sensation of rest and peace as we changed trains, and for
some hours I wanderad through the quaint streets of this old town
with ite memories of tha Spanish Main, or gazed across the tranqgnil
vista of its semi-inland sea, whose blue waters bathed the wounds of

203
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the storm-tomn ships that came, from-—{>0d only knows where, to rest
for & while and he at peacs,

And such ships! 1 doubt if in all the world one conld find snch a
quaint collection of

Erigs with torn sails with no sound of life on their battered decks,
ships that rode zilently at anchor like ghosts that kad come up in the
night from the Saragossa Sea. Farther out rakish-looking low black
achuunm came in with the dawn and as mysteriously slipped away 1n
the night, Some there were with breken yards or *' main mast gone
by the board ** that looked like old men who had fought the storm of
life and after many trials bad resched a haven of peace. 1 felt I wanted
to break my journey und rest here—like one of those weary ocean
tramps that had carried too many burdens.

After the cold of tbe northern winter the warmth of the southern
skies seemed so good that I did not want to ga any farther, but my
Ameriean manager had already telegraphed our arrival that night, and
s0 with many a regret 1 went on board an evening train and arrived
at the Chatauqgua towards midnight.

I would ke to go slowly—even that train crawled along—for how
could anything animate or inanimate tear through orange proves,
forests of pine, and garlands of wiid ficwers !

At last the station was reached and 1 found Dr. Davidson himsel
waiting to bid us welcome. e seemed surprised at my ** guite,”” for
I had come down with my American manager, his English wife, my
Hindu secretary, and a servant.

We waiked from the station up to the Chataugqea Hotel nnder a
starlit night that was indescribable in its beanty.

As we drew near the *’ Colony " we saw in the distance the enormous
building or arena capable of seating four or five thousand people, where
the following evening my lecture was to begwen As we passed it,
Dr. Davidson made a curions remark. He said, I am sorry, In &
way, you look such a yvoung man,

“ I have advertised yoo far and wide, there are several excursion
trains coming, and my oaly fear iz how such an andiepce is going to
take a lecture on the subject of Hands,

" For the first time in my experience of arranging these gatherings
I have perbaps made a mistake ; if they should give your strange
subject a hastile reception, I fear you are too yonng to control such an
audience,”

My reply was perh Ea strange one o give to a Methodist minister :
“ Doctor,” I said, “ dow't ek us shake hands with the devil Hil we niect
him,”

Nine o'clock in the morning T strolled ont into the grovnds and met
the Doctor returning from the moming servioe,

" Well, Dactor,”” T asked, ** how is the devil this morning 7

Y Ve:ybadindeed,"helanghed. * and we bave not only ane to face
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" I hawve just recerved a sirong protest from some of the members
against your being aloud to iecture on our platform on such a tabooed
subject as a Study of Hands ; the second trouble is that the concert

for three o'clock is doomed, as the {rain from the nerth
bringing the entertainers is held up by a forest fire which has awept
across the track less than fifty miles from here. 5o now what do yon
think of oor two devils ? *

“ I think,” I answered, " that you are far too good a Methodist to
be afraid of two devils, or even a legion of them, and as far as the
cencert is concerned I can easily help you out.”

He looked at me in surprise, ** It happens,” I continued, ™ that my
American manager is an excellent pianist, his wife, an Englishwornan,
has 2 most beautiful voice ; she was in fact a celebrated concert singer
betore she married. I will get her to give ber services to-day, and
between her songs I will come on and give some recitations. You need
not mention the name of * Cheiro,’ just say that owing to the fre the
entertainers expected were prevented from getting here, but that
another troupe will give an impromptu entertainment in their place.
You will ind, my dear Doctor, that we have got rid of Devil No. 1,
and Devi] No, 2 may never even turn up.’

So as not to upset my plan, I did not show myself about the hotel or
gronnds all day, and a Iittle before two o clock we quietly shipped into
the stage entrance at the back of the arens,

Clouds of smoke from the fire were by this time rolling seross the sky.
Dr. Davidson announced in a brief speech that 1he advertised concert
could nout be given, but that he had arranged for another entertainment
m ils place ; he was greeted with loud applanse.

The ™ celebrated English prima donpa ' then made her appearance,
She was an extremely handsome woman with a superb dramatic
soprano veice. She had chosen to sing a series of English songs. The
first she opened with was “ The Last Rose of Summer,” Ooc could
have heard a pin drop in that huge audience when the final notes of
the old song died away., I think I have never heard such a burst of
applause in all my life; they worid not let her off the stage until she
had sung it over at least three times,

It was then my turn. Withont any announcement as t0 my name,
or who I was, or what 1 was going to do, I stepped out on the platform.
1 had intended to give them some serious piece, but as [ canghi-Dr,
Davidson's eye our friend the devil came into my mind, and I annouaced
that humorous poem, ** The Devil in search of 2 Wife.”

I evidently could not have chosen anything better for a2 Methodist
audience ; they seemed to enjoy themselves thoroughly, and I had
to recite it again before they allowed me to escape.

After more songs f was again recalled, and then accurred one of those
opportunities that fit in so marvellously with the threads of destiny
that design and putpose seemed for a few seconds as i woven together.

A few months previeusly 1 had read, like many thousands of others,
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the stirring story of how an engine driver, tacing his train against a
forest fire, stopped and taken on board every person at the wvillage
of Hinckley in Minnesota, that was threatemed with certain disaster,
and in the end not only saved his owe passengets, but all the inhabitants
of Hinckley as well.

The heroism of this man on the engine had stirred me so much that
T had put it into a poem, which some kind critics have heen pleased to
praige 2s ** a dramatic pieca of writing,” I had never thowght of vaing
this poem. in public before, but now the opportunity was about to be
given me of testing ity power an an audience and with a stage setting
that seemed made for the occasion,

All day long, the clouds of smoke from the burning forest that had
prevented Dr. Davidson's entertainers from reaching the Chatauqua
had been rolling across the sky—the smell of the burning timber was
heavy in the air, and now as 1 stood there facing this large audience,
the windows bad become darkened with smoke, while great sullen
clouds seemed to hang like a pall of destroction over the open roof of
the large arenz, It was a stage setting made as it were for the poem,
“ The Burning of Hinckley,” and so also it must he my excuse for
guoting the verses here.

THE BURNING OF HINCKLEY
An Incident of Weslern Lijs

“** All ahoard ! al]l aboard | ¥ the clang of the engine-bell,
An'" we ptretched our hands theo' the windows, an’ bade them s long farewell.
We were going hack to the Fast, sir, for Jack had a vow to keep— -
* A wife in bond,’ I believe he eaid, an' he was behind a week.
Buat that wasn't du= t3 bein’ carelzss, sir, but due to that awiul dronght
An’ the fires abont the farmaread that bad kept we for weeks in donbt |
For they rose when we thought them conquered—ii you ever have Jost yomr
et

By traveilin’ acrosa the country, you may know what a blaze is West,

Well, this yrar it was somethin® awful, for the foresto were all on firs,

An' waves af $ame for miles and miles rose higher an” ever higher,

An’ the cldest in Minnesota could pot, in Lheir bypona days,

Remembar or even imagine the fisrceness of that last blaze,

11 yon've ecen a Weat'rn Are, elr, you know what I mean when I say
‘That pictures of the Judgment ain’t in it, by a long, long way,

With thoss forests of pine an’ undergrowth, an' grass aght foet in height,
That somehow catch fire and blaze, sir, a2y, morn an” noon an' night.

Pt Inck an” myself had won, sir ; we were safe in the radlroad tradn,
With mamy a o on pur face an” kands, with many 8 scar an’ stain,
But stams fromt hooest tail, sir, an' ‘Lis such makes the nobleat crest ;
Those are the heraldic signs, sir, that we honoor an’ love out West,
ﬂtﬂ'dmheba&inthEutnuw—mhadn*tbunhnmahrwm—
- ah we talloed of the dear old plare. [ mw in Tack's eves big tears |
For be wat the kin' o chap, air, whe'd never H‘gldia i:zﬁ!?
Whﬁﬂthunmuufhnmtnrmﬂmrinlmtmquhﬂdﬂ,h
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"We'd been sittin’ etill for hours, sir, for the noise an’ borr of the train
Had 2 kind of soothin' calmin’ effact after such woeks of strain,

When Jacl, he bent over an’ roused me, an’ polnted away to the right,
Wheze r banlk of stnoke rose up to the sky, black sg the wings of night ;
With a kin’ o’ shake in his voice, foo, be whispered witlin my sar:

! Mate, if yon forest talosa fire, it will be vver with us, I fear.’

T langhed at him for a moment, 1ill T saw that the woods behind

Lay right ip the arins of the fire an' stmight in the teeth of the wind ;
And before us oo eitber side, air, they stretched like & grent dack wall,
With that clopd of sincke comin’ voward, with a shaps like a foneral H
An' my heart stood stll in my bozsom for them childer and women

Who wete standin’ up in the windows, half scared by the blindin' smoke.

On, om, went the trein in the darkness, for, tho' it was only noan,

It was black as pitch all around us—ay, dark as the day of deoo ;
Put away we went tearin’' cuward, cach second incrensin’ our speed,
For thers was a man in that sngine, a here in thought an’ in deed—
A man who a few weclks belore, gir, was disgraced for aidin’ a strike,
But face to foce with our danger, he showed what a hero is like ;

Fot what did he do at Hinckley 7—tho' he hadn’t 2 moment o spare—
He bronght that train to g gtand, sir, an® took on the few that wers there,
For Hinckley was burnad to ashes, an’ befora oor aigh sighiless eyes

The flames of each cotlage an® homestead rose up to the blackened sides,
Arn' the bodies of men and cattle, eacapin’ in their mad fight,

Were o'ertaken and barned topether—ay, aimost before our sight,

Buot that hero there on the engine, he wonldn't pull off from the place

Till he'd savexi fuli many a hundred—then be entersd jor that mad race,

AR’ you skould heve seen how the wheels flew ; but were they ten tines aa iast,
Full many of uy on the cars, slr, had reckoaed that day as our last ;

For the fire had st throagh the foreat—Oh God 1 how it seemed to pain !
AS it neared o, an' nearsd us, an’ neared us, till the heat of the flyin” train
Scarcived us, as huddled together like cattie we lay on the floor,

Half blind by the smoke an’ the fames—half dead by that awiul roar |

For the tongues of fire that followed seemed to hiss with the sparks that fell =
Like the hiss of a million demons let loose from the ftames of hell,

An' Jack, he suddenly whispered ; * I£ it shonld be your fate to get thro'

I want yom to tell my old woman that T did just ps good as § imew

While strugpiing to toaks ber o homestead, an’ while 1 was gut in the Weat
1 was always homest and upright—I tried to do what was best ;

An' tell her, mate, hew [ loved bher, an’ hew in this moment of doom——
But Jack didn't finish hiz sentence, for he fell at my feet in o swoon.,

An' { took him up in my arms, sir, an’ [ fowght to get him soma air,

An’ I carried him up to the sngice, but I laid him down in despair,

Fot the flames were leapin’ around it—ay, leapin’ up higher an’ higll::r,
Till the oniy thing you could see, sir, was a blindis’ white sheet of fice,

I'e have lost my head at that moment if T hadn't caught beld of the sight
Of twn brave lads on the engine atill out n the thick of the fight ;

Their clothes were barnt an their back, air, the cab of the engine was red,
The flask of their hands was blistersd—still the fathace they rapidly fed

Ax they orged that engine onwards, for they knew that a swampy tresk

Was lyin' not fer beforn them, an’ they made for that saxrow
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1 lnaked back at {he tradn for o second-—oh God ! what an awtol night !

For the fire had reachad tha end, now, an' that car was a blazs of Lght

An' the st were about to follow, when, sickened, I tutnied swiy—

But there, just }yin’ ahead, sir, was the first faint glimpse of the day ;

An’ thers lay the creek before ns—I tded to call for a cheer,

To tell to the comrades behind us of help and relief 50 near.

Bt my heart nigh stoppad for dread, s, for the fire was well in reach,
An' sappm' each post and each pillar, an® lickin’ each Tod Bn’ mil,

Ch God ! it was awfol tn see it—ay, awinl just then to fail.

Bt those heroea there on the engine, they thought they'd a moment to spare—
We were out on the bridge in a second—thers wam't e'en time for a prayer—
When away woent the blarin' Hmbers—a cresh and a deafenin’ roar;

But we'd crosmsed, sir—crogsed in safety—oan' were safe on the ather shore,'

A" now for a cheer for thosa heroes ; if you love ko give honour its dus,
If you valae your country's recond of deeds that are great and true,

If you'd lime to encourage duty, and actions both brave and right,

{zive a ringin’ cheer for those heroes, be they far or near to-night.

It was really a great moment of pleasure {0 hear the applause that
followed. T was recalled again and again, T had won the hearts of the
audience, and qaick as a fiash T determined to nse my popularity for
the advantage of that study that had been s0 associated with my life.

When st last I could get stlence, stepping to the edge of the plat-
form, i a few brief words I told them that I would have the pleasure
of meeting them again that eveming, when nnder the name of ** Cheiro ™
I bad been engaged to give a lecture on Hands, I made the following
bargain and conditions : that if at the end of the first {en minntes
they could not pass a nnanimous vote that the subject was one that
appealed to their reason, and was worthy of their platform, I would
stop—and every person in the audience would receive their money
back at the doors.

I had the lergest audience that night I ever had in my life, and
instead of remuining a few days, 1 remained for three weeks. On the
evening before my departure I was given a farewell reception that is
one of my happiest memories.

I carried away fram this great Florida Chatauguz among many
souvenirs twg that are very dear to me, one from Dr. Davidson which
he wrote in my autograph book :

‘' I preparing programmes for my various Chatanqua assemb-
Hes, I am constanily on the look aut for something new and
entertaining, I heard of * Cheiro,” and with the least bit of mental
reservation as to the advisability of my course, 1 asked him to
come to the Florida Chataugua. 1 am glad I did. He won
mstant recognition and made hosts of friends.

He is vnaffected and anassuming, apd wics not so much by
bombastic presentation of great vits and commendations of
the Great who have become his friends, as by the quist and
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Yogical puiting of the facts he has discovered in the study of his
science,

He uses exquisite English, and has great power to plezss and
hold an sudience whether they agree with him or not. The moral
tone of all he says is uplifting and helpful, ¥ may not believe in
all be teaches, but I believe 2 * Cheire,” and T am so far turned

from my scepticism that I am going to study further along these
lines of thought. (Signed) WiLRUR T.. DAYMSON,”

The ather was this litile anooymons verse handed to me by a
messenger as I was entering my train :

“To “CEEIRD'
. A palmist if youn will, yet lay your hand
But for obe moment 1o us own, ami he
Whose eves have felt the fouch of spirt-land
Looks thrmugh the door that hag no key
And in strong subile fingers takes the sorcll
CH vour poor lite, half writ with tears, and reads
The secret symbols of your earth-bound sounl,
Finds wasted days, God's liles with Life's weeds.™

I had no means of thanking the giver, but if these pages shounld ever
meet the ayes of this unknown frisnd, I trust they will give my thanks

and tell the writer that I have iried {o live up to the sweet thought
embodied in this tribute,



CHAPTER XXXVil

I VISIT WASHINGTON, INTEEVIEWS WITH PRESIDENT AND MES. CLEVE-
LAKD, ADMIRAL DEWEY AND MEMBERS OF THE CABINET

T was a glorious spriag day when for the first time I saw Washing-

ton, the official capital of the United States. As I drove from the

station to my hotel I thought 1 had never seen a more handsome
tity ar one so beactifully Iaid out. The capital, set like the centre
of a star with wide avenunes of white asphalt planted with splendid
trees, seemed indeed a worthy setting for the seat of Government of
such 8 prospercus nation.

The ' White House,” as the President's official residence is appro-
priately called, is also magnificently sitnated, and altogether this
handsome city, so different from the other large capitals of the various
otates, cannat help hut impress the wvisitor with its air of luxury and
regal magmﬁce that it possesses

After staying at the .&rlmgtt}n * for a few days. I took possession
of a complete set of apartments in the late Senator Kzay's residence,
and there myself and “ suite ” were quickly installed.

The Press very soon got word of my visit, and in a few days I had
the uscal round of caliers desiring interviews.

Mrs. . G. Carlizle, the wife of the then Secretary of State, was one
of my first visitors. From the commencement, Mrs. Cerlisle showed
the greatest interest in my work, and a few days later I was jovited
to meet her busband and dine at their house.

Mr. J. G. Carlisle was a well known political figure in the United
States, and as a member of the Cleveland Cabinet he later on played
ar important role in connection with the Veneznelan troubles which so
nearly caused a conflict with England. He was kind and good to me,
and the day after our dinner he showed me over ihe Goverrunemt
Buildings in Waslnogton and left me in the middle of the United
Et&tes Mint, but in the good compuny of Mr. D. N. Morgan, the Secre-

of the Treasury, whose name in those days appeared on all the
duf ars bills of the nation.

I was Jater indebted to Mr. Morgan for having tha satisfaction of
destroying a million dollar bills which he let me put thmugh the cutting
machine—they were old ones, of course, but still it was an unique
satisfaction to be abie to say thai I had once in my life destroyed a
million dollars in a minute.

When I was leaving Washington this gentlemen presented me with
a frew hﬂ.lbeﬂ.tmgh.ts sigoature belonging to the first series signed by
his pen, also a of the signntures of all the United States Treasurers
who had wl?

Amnng the many interesting persomalities I met doring my visit to
Washington was thj; iamnu;a‘ihmral Dewey, the hero D?EtheySpanish-
Amsrican War, 1 was first presented to him at the house of my friends,
Commander and Mrs. McCrea, and wa met several times during the

fallowing fartnight.
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The Admiral invited me to come and see him again in the house
which had been presented ta him as a gift from the nation, and I had
the pleasurs of taking impressions of hig hands to add to my collection.

There were many souvenirs in this kouse together with presents and
decorations from crowned beads, but the one thing the Admiral
seemed to prize the most, was a small trizangolar-shaped fiag hanging
over the mantelpiece in his dining-room.

He explained to me that it was the * night flag,” which had been
forgotten on the mast of his ship as she went into action on the famons
morning when he entered Santiage Bay and destroyed the Spanish
Fleet which was lying there when the war broke out.

The Admiral gave me a =igned photograph of himself, which i
repraoduce in these pages. It is dated December 31st, 1805, Ie was
then at the very height of his fame and popularity, and had been
married a few months before to Mrs, McLean Hazen, the widow of
Generel Hazen.

At first they lived very happily in the home given to him by the
people of the United States. Later on, finding it ton small for the
entertainments he was called on to give as Admiral of the Navy, he
s0id it and bought a much larger house. His disposal of the giit housge
causged a storm of protest to sweep over the country, especially as he
geve the new residence to his wife as a present.

This action was much misunderstood ; it dimmed bis popularity,
from which he never recovered. He died in this new house in T9I7.
His widow cutlived him considerably ; she reached the good age of
eighty years, passing away on Febroary arst, 1931, She was a charm-
ing, brilliant woman, her only fanlt being that she failed to grasp the
temper of the people in allowing the poputar hero to dispose of the
house given to him on his return from the Spanish-Amenzcan War, .

QOther ineresting persenalities I met during my visit to Weshington
werc: Nelson A, Mies, Commander-in-Chief of the Unded States
Army ; Chief Justice Fuller of the Supreme Court; H. A, Herbert,
Secretary to the Naval Board; Senator Frank Hiscock ; Senator
M. 5 Quay; Senator Wolcott; Baron Hengelmuller, the Anstrian
Ambasesador ;: the Vice-President, 1. E. Stevenson : Senator Charles
Crisp; Senator W. B. Allison; Senator Allen, of Maryland; and
other remarkable men well known in political life.

Another memorable incident of my wisit to Washington was my
rieeting with Mrms. Cleveland, the wife of the ther President of the
United States. Mrs, Carlisle drove up one ajternocn and told me that
Mrs. Claveland had expressed a wish to meet me and would 1 come at
once with her to the White Houss.,

The wish of a President’s wife in the States is akin to a Royal Com-
mand. 1 naturally obeyed with pleasure, and giving np my appoint-
ments for the rest of the day, we drove over and ware admitied at once.

Everyone who has had the honour of meating Mrs. Clavaland will
agree with me that the President's wife was not only a dacidadly
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handsome woman, hut still more, she was a woman of such marked
personality that one's memary could have no difficulty in recalling
such @ meeting.

She received me with the uimost cordiality and simplicity ; she
said : “ I have read your books and I have often looked forward to
the pleasore of some day meeting you, but yon must Erst bave tea
am] then we shali hawve a Jong chat.”

Tea was served, English tea I must add, and also English toast,
just as if we had been sitting in any London drawing-room.

The President strolled in for & few moments, had me examine lus

, chatted with me about my tour through the States, and with a
heart " ghake hands ™ returned 1o his duties as Chief Executive.

Tea over, 1 ajse tomed to my duty and told the ™ Lady of the
White House” all I could about the past, present, and future as
revealed by her hands,

With ail her success in life—there was one thing she wanted, a
hungry longing in her heart which had never been realized, & stmple
mpother's wish to have a child—nothicg more,

I expect there are wives who may read these lines and who will
realize with what joy she received my message that dhis desive of her
heart would soon be fulfilled,

Mrs. Carlisle listened with incredulity expressed in every line of her
face, and yet when the happy event took place during the following
year, she did not hesitate to tcll everyone of my prediction and how
it had been fulfilled. I have an American newspaper lying before nie
at this moment which bears cut what [ say. In any case, Mrs, Cleve-
land believed—perhags belief and readizalion are hein sowls in bthe
mystery of design, but In any case a year later all America rang with
the news that Mrs. Cleveland had become the happiest woman in the
world.

As the years ralied onward, two more predictions were equally
fulfilled ; one the death of Mr. Cleveland, and the other her second

narriage.



CHAPTER XXXVHI

THE MAN WITH THE '' DOUBLE LINE OF HEAD

FEW months ago I read in one of the English papers the
story of a man who had lived for fifteen years dressad as a
woman, and who might have continned to do sa till the time

of his dezath, if a slight accident had not disclosed his real identity.

I can, however, relete in the following chapier an account of a
case that came under my own knnwledge of @ man who not only
lived as 2 woman, but who at the same time kept up his position as a
maxn, whose double life has never been disclosed except to three persons,
one of thermn myself—but in my case ] was privileged to see and hear
both sides of the story.

In giving this account to the public, 1 have for cbvious reasons con-
cealed the real names of the parties concerned, but in all other points
this strange drama of life i3 exact.

Science has in recent years in a rather reJuctant way admitted that
some people have a dual persnnality, and have been known to lead
more or less what is called " double lives.” There are, 1 believe, some
persons who deliberately enceurage their dual perscnality, an and others
again who appear to have no free will in the matier, but who often,
even unconsciously to themselves, live or play some double rale.

In the case of the person whose history I am about to relate, I have
ot becn able to discover whether he was able to control s dual
personality or not ; or whether it was that one side, ar the ather, con-
trolled at intervals, and compelled him to act as an antomaton would
do. I can anly leave it to my readers to decide the ma:ttﬂr according
to their way of thinking.

One afternoon, towards the close of my appointinents, a
pompous footman brought up a nu!e and szid he would wait for an
answer, Opening the letter, ?

GROSYVENCR STREET,

Loxpoy, W,
“ DEAR SIR,
I am wuiting downstairs and would be glad if yon would
give me an interview now.
Yours, eic.,
WiLLIaM STARDISR™

I replied: * Tell the gentleman yes, I will see him now.” The
pompous footman weni downstairs with my message, and while
waiting for my visiter, I tamed ovar in my mind what conld Sir
William Standish want in consulting me.
ﬂﬁlrgﬂh::aﬂtmmﬂ:avﬂasawu-hmmmmmmm

, bot known in pnamhle charity,
ki:ﬁnmnflum't and liberal sn mﬂmﬂmiorthehv
vmﬁmnfﬂnﬁtytuMmb,ﬂnPrMn!Chm Homes for
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the . and suchlike. What on earth could he want in coming to
consult me, T wondered, Besides, T did not like people letting me
Imow their pames or whe they were in advance,

Just then the gentieman in gnestion entered. He was a man oif a
most chamming personality--quite young, not more than thirty-five,
I imagined—clean shaven and faultiessly dressed, Advancing towards
me, he held out his hand.

“¥ am delighted to meet you, ‘ Cheiro," " he said. * T have read
your many books on yoar strange study, and as T was free this after-
noon, 1 thought ¥ would come round and see what interpretation you
would give of a peculiar matk I have on my hands. You need not
troubje to tell me of my past, ner of my future, for 1 bave no ambitions ;
but I Jost want you to give me your idea of the two odd lines I have
across my pala, I have never noticed similar markings in any other
hand. Your books are the only ones that touch on it—and if I am
not wrong, you caill it * the double Line of Head." ™

Sitting down at my table, he put two extremely small but finely
formed hands before me. ~

“ In your books," he went on, chatting pleesantly, ** you say these
double bead lines indicate a dual personality ; a man who would lead
a‘Dr. Jekyll and Mr, Hyde ’ kind of life; bat this is what puzzles
me—how conld it be that this conld apply to me, except that T am
aware ane side of my nature is extremely feminine.”

How indeed could it apply to him, I thought, a man who led a clean,
siraple life, only interested in giving to charities and doing good to
others. A man who had, as everyone in London koew, inberited a
fortunc from u very eccentric fether, who had left a curiows provision
in his will, that his son had to give away in charity a sum not less
than {16,000 2 year. A man who had marmied when he came of age
a2 woman who was equally as kind-hearted as himsa]f—a devoted
mathar to their only child—a son, whose phato was aften in the papers
ae an example of how handsome a hoy could be.

In all my experience, I had come across not more than perhaps a
dozen cases of what is culled ** the double Line of Head,” and my
menory ran back guickly over all these cases, but not one of them
seerned in any way to give me a clue to the life of the man before me.

1 have made no attempt to conceal my identity,” he went on.
‘" In the first place, subterfuge, somsehow, does not seem part of my
nature ; hesides, I have such an admiration for the way you have
writtens about yomr study that I falt I could not bring myself io
ask for an appointment under another name, as I know so many
people have done. I hate deceit or double dealing of any kind, and
yet, why should I have the mark of * the double Line of Head ’ in my
hand is what pnzzles we, and that is what brings me here,”

“¥on then do believe in this study ? "' I asked,

“Yes, I admit T do,” be replied. “* Something in my nature that
1mupmmmmmﬁmtnbmhunmemhhctof
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character expressed in the iace, head, and bands. In reading the
Bible, I have often pondered over that verse in Revelation that saya:
*I will place my matk in their foreheads and in their bands,’ and 1
do not see anything illogical in thinking that a person whe has made
such a study as you hawve of the hand should not be able to interpret
what this add mark means in mine.™

" If T had not known who you are,” I said, * I might be abls to
malke an attempt at it ; but knowing who you are, I cannot s2e any
reason for these strange double lines, for by reading them as they
cught to be read, you shouid have a dual persomality, equally good
and cqually bad—two distinct mentalities, as it were, each acting
independently of the other—compelling you to lead two distinct Hves,
one nof knowing what the other does, or as if two souls or spivits
possessed the same body, but if I told you such things you wounld
consider me a lnnatic ; and I wonld feel myself one also.”

" In a way you have touched a secret point in my nature, * Cheiro,” ”
he said, " for there are times when [ confess I feel and wan? to vz es 5
woman. | bave to gratify this irresistible desire af times, and then I
just as suddenly change, and feel as o person would when waking out
of a dream, and trying to remember whaet the dream was.

* I will just give you one example. Only last week I found myself
gitting in the early morning in my Hbrary, reading a novel in which i
was deeply interested, when I chanced to glance at my feet. To my
amazement, I noticed that my boots were covered with mud, and such,
odd, funny-logking boots they were, that I conld not believe they-
coald belong to me. Yot why shoold I be wearing them ¢ I looked
at my clothes ; they were all right, just the usual morning suit T often
wear—but those queer, muddy-looking boots! T could hardly bear
the sight of them, yet they seemed part of a dream I had, b try as
hard as I could I was unable to get any further.”

“Of course, you rang for your valet and asked him where they
came from ? '' 1 asked,

With a startled look on his face he seemed to blush, as he said: “ I
will tell you one thing I ecan’t control, and I may as well confess it,
allhough 1 do 2ot suppose for 2 moment you will understand the
feeling. I have a dread of appearing ridiculous in the eves of my
servants. [ could no roore have called my walet and asked him if
thoee tiuddy boots were mine than T conid fiy. There are a fow nien
among my acquaintance that I know have also this ides—that they
must be ebsolutely correct before, especially, their butler or their
valet ; but with me it is carried 1o such an extreme that it is absolutely

. n!'ll‘ i

“ 'Well, what did you do with the boots } ¥ I asked,

“ 1 would not tell any other man but you,” be answered. * 'Well,
I locked them up in annphuard that 1 knew was safe, and when night
ﬁmlamlnﬂntnfthnhnuaehyam“w,mdiammm
sorme poor thici that dreaded to mmet a policeman, I went by side
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sireets all the way to the Embanlonent ; and whea no one was about
I dropped them into the river.”

“ And did you never solve the myatery ! ” 1 asked.

“ Never, though those muddy boots seem to have haunted me ever
since—and I really think they have been the cause of my coming to
see you to-day.”

The idea seemed 50 ridiculous T could hardly keep from lavghing—
1o think of this immaculately dressed man before me having discoverad
himzelf with muddy boots on his feet ; and then stealing down likes a
thief to the river to get rid of them. It seemed too absurd.

My langhing appeared 1o do him goed. He laughed also, then
gettimg still more confidentiel, he said :

““ There is another thing, ‘ Cheiro,’ that [ am awiolly sensitive
about, I have feet like a woman—in fact, smaller than rmost women,
so I bave to wear special boots that are padded out to make them
look like a2 man's siza."”

" Well, the muddy boots—vhat size were they 7 ¥ I asked quickly.

'* It makes the whole thing still more queer "—and he lcoked quite
frightened as he said 1t—"" fhey were & patr of women's bools—and a
small size ab that”

I wus certrinly puzeled at this strange individual before me, T bed
noticed that his hands were unusually small, but in appearance there
did not seem anything else very womanly about him, except, perhaps,
that extremely sensitive, gentle, feminine side that at times sent
flushes of bloed into bis face. 5till, T had seen in my life sp many of
those half-feminine types of men, that after all, the small hands and
feet o the man before me did 1ot seem so very remarkable, Suddenly
I thought it might be the answer to the double Line of Head across his
hands ; so afier all I told him it could only mean he had mentally &
dual personabity of botk man and womac—and jokingly, I added:
** Sometiraes, I supposc, you are strongly tempted to darn things, or
sec how you would Iopk ip 2 woman's hat,”

" Yes,"” he said, * only T am in such dread of the servants seeing
me, I dare naf do ﬂmt al kome."

Then in a moment he seemed to think he had =aid too much. Quick
a6 a flash the confidential tone had wvanished. He was again the
palished, refined man of the world. A gold cigarette case was slipped
from his pocket, and for a few minntes we smoked and taltked of the
Academy Pictures, and the corning Henley Regatta, At last, when he
rose to go, be asked if [ were disengaged and would come to dinner the
following evening.

“You will enjoy talking to my wife,”” he said, ** she is one of the
most irrteresti Wumen in Iﬂndun She has stadied Occultism, and
I Imcrw wﬂl he ¥ to meet you.

mth rleasure and the following evening at eight I found
mysel{vﬂy y welcorned at the Siandish house in Grosvenor
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There are few bouses in London that could convey that sanme of
taste and refinement that thiz home did. It was furnished with
exquisite taste, There wrre not too many pictures, but those that
were were rare works of art, In the library, in which we sat before
dinmer, Y noticed some beautiful picces of bronze, and as for books—
there were rows and rows of cases, and most of them in exquisite
bindings,

We sat down to dinner, just four of ne—Sir William, Lady Standish,
and their son, whom they had introduced as Arthwr, 2 manly-locking
little fellow with a head and face like a Greek god.

1f | had thought on the previous day that the footman was a pompous
and splendid person, I wonder how I carn find words to describe the
butler., He sivaply radiated “ butlerdom * in its most superior sense.
He did not’ walk—he moved—the pompous footman followed every
gesture, silent signals flashed from their eyes, and in silence we got
throogh the first course. At last came the ** thaw,” and even though
it was only a partial one, still it was very welcome.

Again the Academy pictures cropped up ; again the Henley Regatta,
Little Arthur pricked his ears up at the latter and said his greatest wish
was o Hive on the river, so he could punt and splash the pretty girls
as they went past. At this the butler nearly dropped the champagne,
and had to leave the room for a moment to recover his dignity. We
were all grateful to little Arthur, and I encouraged him all I couid to
give 15 more of his ideas,

At last the dinner came to an end ; the doors of what I may call
' the dining cage ** were thrown open.  Arthur begged his mother to
have the coffee in the library, as his father had promised to let him
smoke a cigarette—and with a sigh of relie{f we entered the more
unconventional room. Caffee was served, the servants disappeared,
and a sense of home and comiort again reigned sapreme.

Lady Standish chatted pleasantly with me about the theatres,;
Arthur smoked his cigaretie, perched on the hack of my chair; while
Sir William actually put some coal on the fire and thoroughly well
biackencd his small hands in doing so.  Before I left, be took me up
to his own rooms, in another part of the house. They were 20 much
the rooms of a man that, jakingly, I remarked :

“ It certainly does not ook as if you did any sewing or :ia.mmg up
hETE a1

A curious change came over his face, as he said : " Yes, but I would
like to show you where I do t4=—it i3 quite another side of my life. Let
me call for you to-morzow at six o'clock aod I will take you and show
you my cther rooms,™
. 1I i:wd, and after saying good-bye to Lady Standish and Arthur,

eit,

The next evening, punctaally at six, Sir William, callzd, Together
we walked np Bond Street, crngsad Oxlord Street, and reached & block
of Hate; entering a side door wa want up to the top of the building.
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Taking a small Bramah key from kis pocket, he opened the door and
we went inside, As the blinds were drawn, he turned on the electric
light and then went back and closed, and, to my surprise, bolfsd the
fromd door.

The roormn we had entered was, I saw, a kind af sitiing-reom, bt
firnished in a very peculiar way. Every chair and couch was covered
in silk of a beautiful * rose de Barry ” shade. The rurtains and lamp
were of the same colour, but the whole effect was thut of a lady's
boudoir. As if to add to the effect, several small pieces of silk were
on the t2ble, and pear a rocking-chair a large well-filled basket was
lying half turned over on the floor, It was just as if a lady had been
sewing, and had left the room for a moment.

Of course, I thought the wrong thing—and stories of men who
kept mistresses within & hundred yards of thear legitimute home Sashed
through my mind.

Not noticing the questioning look in my eves, Sir William said :

* Come with me, and let me show you the rest of the flat.”

We went into the next room--—a bedreom-—and 1 stood for a mement
lost in wonder at the costly decorations and bezuty of the place. No
Fansice demi-mondaine ever had such a toom. The bed was & Louis
XY model in gi.lt. cxquisitely carved, while all the other farniture was
in keeping with it. The dressing-table had its gold-backed brushes
latd out as carefully as if an expert lady's maid was expecting her
mistress at any moment. (M this rasm was a bathroont, equally well
done, and then we walked into a tiny kitchen, where 1 noticed an
electric cooker and everything beautifully clean. There was no woman
anywhere ta be seen—not even a picture of one.

* Do you often come and live here 2 7 1 asked.

As if in a dream, he said : I wonder why it is I cammot resist the
fecling of confessing some parts of my odd life to you—and yet it is
such a relief fo e able to loll someone. 1 only ask yon never to give
away my secret until after my death ; but [ feel I can trust you. And
yet there are some parts of my Iife that are such an intangible dream,
even fo me, that I am aware there are at fimes lapses of weeks, often
months, that are like blanks in my mind that I capoot £i]l up. These
pages we will have to leave as blanks, for what J do during these periods
1 do not kwew. Please do not think T am {rying to mislexd you if 1
cannot tell yvou everything But one thing I am sure of, and that is,
that although sometimes I feel I art not responsible for my actions,
yvet I am certain that ' the double Head Line * does not mean in my
case that 1 have any cruel or criminal tendencies. I only know that
at times I go away and live an entirely different life than 1 do at
Grosvenor Street wiat that life is, I have noé the slightes? idea,”’

We had now retumed to the sitting-toom. Almost instinetively he
took the rocking-chair and I dropped into the beautiful brocaded
couch opposite, i

Without noticing what he was doing, be had stretched out his
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hand and taken one of the pieces of silk lying on the table, cut some

bits like leaves dmt of it, then, taking a nsedie and thread, in a few

ﬁnds he had formed them into something that looked Like a beautitul
&1

" You mean,” I said, ** that sometimes ynu go away from Grosvenor
Street and come and Jive here ali by

Sami-consciously he answered, as if talkmg to himself : * Oh, yes,
I know I come and live here sometimes, and if you conid only realize
what a pleasure it is for me—the peace and quiet hare, no prying eyes
of servants to worry one—ito be able to take these beautiful siiks in
my hands and fashion them into all kinds of odd things, and blend
and harmonize their colours 25 a painter would his paints. Yes, I
know T live as a woman here, but you will never be able ta realize the
comfort of being able to da so—ta allow that side of my nature, when
the craving gets toa strong—it’s freedom, if only for a few days or a
week at a time. And when that is saﬂsﬁed to slip back again into
crdinary life and take up again my position in the world of men. But
it i3 not these phases that puzzle me—it i3 some longer lapses that
come on when I koow 1 leave this flat and go away—where, I do not
know, and what I da 1 do naot know ; and as suddenly find myself
back here in these rooms, and wake ap as if from such strange dream,
and know mo more of wheve I have besn or what I have done than 3 person
wotld who rose from the degd.”

" But how do you know you have been away from bere ? ** 1 asked,
'" Perthaps vou mav have dropped off to sleep and dreamt yoo bave
been gone for some time, for in dreams time is as if it did not cxist.”

" There is no dream about it,” he replied, with a guiet, gentle smile.
“ Y¥ou see thai clock-calendar on the mantelpiece ? That clock wound
up goes far 365 days. 1 never let it run down., Once T was away for
as long & spell as three months, and it registered that such a period
had passed ; but where I was during thar tirme, all I can say is—t do
not knme.”

*“ Perhaps you werc back in Grogvenor Strect. But, tell me, what
does your wife think of your long absence at times from home # *

* They have grown accustorded to it by now,” he said. ~ Of course,
at first I was only away for perthaps a week or ten days at a stretch,
and 1 am seldom absent for more than a month, with the one exception
of the three months 1 have mentioned., Besides, [ have trained them
to think that I have business interests in Paris and Rome. I have
even arranged {o have my letters sent on to addresses in erther of
those cities, and then re-forwarded to me back here, This has gone
on now for several years, they are quite kappy about it, and agk po
questions, Of course, my greatest dread is that some dey they will
find cut, As my son grows up, [ often find myself lual-ung across the
table and wondering if swine day ke will discover my secred.”

“ But Lady Standish ¢ " 1 asked " Surely she s not contend to
allow you to go away to, say, Paris or Rome withouwt her ¥
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“ You are guits wrong,” he maid, "' she is not jealons like ofher
wanen might be. Yonm see, we married under rather uwnusual con-
ditions, She elways hated the ordinary idea of married life—you
know what I mean—and once Arthur was bdrn, we agreed to live
together as good comrades and nothing more. But don't think for
one moment that T am not happy in iny homa lifa. She is the sweetest
and truest companion in the world ; we never have a cross word, and
when I am with her, I am as happy as any man can be. But, alas!
I can’t always be with her, I can't indeed. No, it is utterly imnpossible —
when the feding lo get quway comes vver me, there 35 no will power on
sarik that can prevent my going,

‘“* Dh, yes, L have tried. Don't think that ; I'have {ried hard, {ought
against i ; 1 have walked my room, mght after night ; vyes, fonght
against it till T have dog my nails deep into my hands with agony,
but all to no purpose—I Aave lo go,

" T knowe it is as if I became possessed,  Some religians people wouid
explain it that a detnon tales possession of my mind. But if it is, it
must be a wonderfully clever demon, for in my anxiety that I may
not be discovered every point i3 thought out carefully ; everything
culeulated to such a nicety, that in all these ycars no slip or error has
yet occurred to prevent my plans being carried ont, But the only
thing I cannot caleulate is the length of time I shall be away,

' Don't imnagine for a moment that my wife thinks that T have
another home or a mistress—che knows I have no passions, that I
newver had, No, that would be the last thought that wonld ever come
intg her mind.”

“ But when do these strange feclings come over your ™ I asked.
“ Have you noticed if they coms at regular intervals 7 ™

“Yes, I have noticed,” hie replied, "' they come with singular
tegularity every dwenly-eight days—-sometimes the feeling is of the
greatest infensity, sometimes so weak that I am able to resist it ; but
every month T go through the same phase, mare or less, as the case
may be, T am nearing one of these now, I know, and perhaps that ia
ancther raason why I am telling you ali this.”

I sat silently smoking a cigarette he had given me. I hardly knew
what to say or suggest. The piece of silk was nearly fipished, amd
abouti & dozen really beautifnl things, like flowers, or more Like orchids,
he had made from it. He seemed perfectly bappy looking at these
things, but as the clock siruck seven, ke rose, put theam away in a
drawer, then taking his hat, he said :

" I haye just got time to dress for dinner, Will you walk over with
me a5 far as Grosvenor Street ¢ "

The following week I received a note from Lady Standish asking
me if I wonld come around for dinner on Tuesday at eight o'clock, 1

, and in dus coursa had vy coat and hat taker from me by
the pompous footman, and was escorted in sclemn state up to the
drawing-room floor, and oehered into the boudoir,
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Lady Standish roge to grest me, saying at the same time ;

" I hope yor won't mind baving only Arthur and myself for dinner
to-night, as 5ir William had to go rather suddenly to Roma yesterday.”

To tell the truth, [ was, if anything, very pleased. I thought I
might be able 1o get scme information from Lady Standish on what
I now considered one of the strangest cases 1 bad ever come across.

** Sir William appeared to have no idea when I saw him a few days
apo that he would so socon have to take such a long journey,"” I
said.

“ Oh, one can never know with him,” she langhed. * I have even
knownt him to leave the dinner table and catch the nine o'clock frain
for Paris; and I never know when he is returning until I sea him

‘* Rather an uncomfortahle kind of husband,” I suggestad.

‘* Yes, but then all men have their faults "——she smiled—" and for
a matn he has really very few.”

‘1 would have imagined you would have loved to run over to
Rome also, there is no city I love more to visit at any season of the

ar.i‘!

! I can’t say I know it well,” she said. *° I much prefer Paris. But
I never o with Sir William on any of his journeys. He never seemed
to care for me to de so, and I have long since given up the idea.™

" What a wonderfully well-trained wife,”’ I thonght.

** You see,” she went on, ** we live very independently of one another,
He is wrapped up in his various charities, and [ am equally absorbed
in mine, And then I bave my boy ta look after. Sir Witliam has his
own income and I have mine, so we never even discuss money matters
tagether, It isall for the best, I believe, for we are very contented, and
as long as he is happy, that is all I care about.”

“ But surely vou must get anxions at {imes when he 1= away, and
you do not know when he is coming back ¢

“ Well, sometimes I do get anxieus. I suppese I would not be
human if T did not. But these trips of his to Rome 1 think T under-
stand, and so would ynu, if you knew him as well'as T do.”

" But why Roma ? 7 T asked.

Well you see “—and her whole face changed and looked very
grave—" at heart, although he never speaks of it, Sir Willlam is
deeply religious, and my idea is that every now and then he gets into
z kind of religions ecsteyy. He world hate 1t 10 be known in London,
and so 1 believe he goes abroad to go into a Retreat or into some
Order for 2 week or a month at a time. With all his family, strict
Protestants as they are, he would not dare admit such an idea, for
ne man is more sensitive to criticism than he is. Hut I really believe
it is this that takeshhnahrnadfmawmkursnnwlymmmth
but, of course, you must never suggest such a thing to him.”

Just then Arthor rushed in. “ Sorry, Mother, I have kept youo
waiting dinner for me, but I was scribbling a few linea to father and
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p:iltingitmnfhjsagent in Rome. I do hope I got the address
right,’

She looked at tha snvalops, ** Yes, dear, you have written it quite
correctly. He has had the same man for the past ten years. 1 hope
yon gave him my love P "

““ Of course [ did, Mother.” He laughed. “ And I had a double
reason for doing s0, as [ threatened him that if he did not take me
with hiin on one of these trips to Rome, that one of these days [ would
bolt there after him and make him show me over the place.”

* You nanghty bay,” she said. ** Here is James to announce dinner.
Don’t forget to give him your letter to get it posted at once.”

James, more silent and potmpous than ever, announced dinner,
and together we went downstairs and cotered the dining-room.,

When the usoal formel dinner was over—and this time more formal
thar ever, because, at heart, T am certain both the butler and the foot-
man agreed in disapproving of their mistress dining with a man, even
thongh Arthur was present. In any case, at the end the doors were
flung vpen with more dignity than ever, and the batler annonnced that
coffes had been sarved in the Library.

** Upstairs,” Lady Standish said, in a tone that admitted no dispute,
and upstairs we went to the room we had come from. Coffee over,
Arthur trotted away to do some lessona, and when we were again
alope, Lady Standish said ; ™ I would so long for you to see my hands
and tell me o as few words as you like how things will turn out for
rae in the end.”

Hers were easy hands fo read. There was nothing in them but good-
ness and charity, the daily round of kind actions. There was no love
but the " mother-love ™ for her husband and her boy. That other
love, that men and women nearly ali realize sooner or later, was
vampietely absent-—even in the far distant futore, there was no love
and no re-marriage. One mark, howewver, stood out strange and
threatening, and not so very far away—the sign of some terrible
tragedy she would pass through, after which, though she might still
Iive, all emeotions and sentiment would be as dead.

‘Then commenced that parrying of gnestions—that homible evazsion
of straight dewmmads that doctors go through so often from their
paticoty—that covering up of the tragedy that was crying out in her
hands to be read. Not muoch more than a year, and then—ihat swift
sudden blow of some shock that would paralyse her very senses, and
after, this woman of the world would never quite see life in the same
light as before, Bet the reason J did sof knoe, and Aew could T fell
Rer if I did ?

Yez, we all have to tell lies sometimes—perhaps that is why on this
earth we have been given speech. Truth in her nakedness can at times
become such a monster, that a little paint and powder, or an extra
large “ fig leaf ”” becomes absolutely necassary, lest aha shonld send us
{0 & mad-house,
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Her woman's guick kad, however, canght some of thee ioTrs
that passed nve:?'m g ueh P

" What iIs it, Chmrﬂ ¢’ " she askeci “ What is the tragedy you
s8¢ in my hands 2 °°

* Only the tragedy of your never having loved,” I replied quickly
—anything that came into my mind, just to put her off.

Flushing scarlet, * Yes, [ suppose it is a tragedy,’” she said, ** but
80 many rnarried women, are like me that such tragedies are comumon-
place. Perhaps, after &ll, it is better not to love—better to ask only
for contentment, and to thank Goa if one can get even that. 111 were
madly in love with my husband, how could 1 support his going away
as he does, leaving me withont even a message for weeks or a month
at atime ? No, love with such 4 man would be 2 tarment-~it iz better
as it 18."”

It was fully 2 month later when I was again invited io dine at
Grosvenor Street, Sir William had returned, and thiags went on as
before—the same formal dinner, the same silent butler and footman,
cofiee in the library, but not ane word about his absence.

It wae only as I stood at the street door bidding him good-bye, that
I summoned up my courage to say: *' I suppose you have been in
vonr flat all this time ¢

Very calmlv be said: " No, I have not beer there, ut least, not
more than o few hours—JT oxly wish I knne where I had been "’

Months passed. The winter had come and gome; Londen had
thrown off her fogs and furs and the rostling of the new green leaves
in the Park was like ihe whispering of so many lovers in her ears. I
had been to America end back, and to me the charm of London after
every voyage sfécmed to grow decper and more intense, There are
other great cilies in the world, I know: New York, with its “ sky-
scrapers,” making the Tower of Babel a ¢hild's toy in comparison,
equalling the Bihle story in the noise and confusion of its languages ;
then there are Paris, Rome, Vienna, Caira, Petrograd—all with their
own beanty—all wonderful in their way—but there is no nse trying to
analyse or explain it, fo the heari that hes known Londos there is always
that sirange ** home-siclkness © to come back.

It must have been somewhere about the middle of May, that I
found myself one evening affer six sitting ander the trees in the
Green Park, just having a rest between the day and the night, listening
te the song of the streeis in the distance, and trying to make up my
mind what restaurant would tempt me for dinner.

I had not told the Standishs that I had retnrned, fox T was not in
the mood for any formal dinners, and was just thinking of a guaint
quﬁphmmﬁohn,whenlnunmdamnlhadnutmtmym

towards me acrass the

STa58,
In those days | confess 1 did like odd peaple, and pertainly this
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man coming towards me could not be described by any other
word,

We had mei some before at a Poets’ Club, a weird afiair,
where everyone brought his own food and drink, and where the rule
was to eat everyone else’s grub but ane's own. Of course, such a
club did not last long, but while it did it was decidedly interesting,
Many of #ts members became in the end ' quite respectable ™ ; twa
of thern had been knighted for some extra bad poetry; the rest have
been married—and by now, probably, divorced.

The individual coming towards me had always atiracted my interest
—not on sccount of his verses, which were about the maddest things
that bawve ever been written—-but on account of his own odd person-
ality. He may not have written good poetry, but he lived as only a
good poet should live, He reully did lue in the clonds, and how he
kept his feet on earth, and did not have them chopped off in the
London traffic, was more than T was ever able to salve.

Wken [ first met him at the Paets” Clnb, he had given vent to some
extraordinary views on the subject of marriage. His idea was that
it should be a mental and not a physical associaton. He would have
divided the world inte two sects—the breeders and the thinkers—buot
for the unfortunate ** breeders ** he had nothing but contempt.

When I poimted ovut to him that without the “ breeders ™ there
would be no population to read his wonderful poerns—if they werc
ever published=-he admitted that was a setback to his theory, but
immediately got over the difficulty by suggesting that the Creator
could nstitute some kind of cabbage plant incubators, and every back
garden in Londor and the Provinces would then be a truthful example
ol our vsual childbeod education.

I had suggested that his hair looked as if he had been found under
the proverbizl cabbage, but this only led hun from the vegetable to
the fower kingdom, where he pictured blushing maidens found under
rose bushes, and Poets the offspring of orchids.

As this lanky individual came slowly towards me—moving quickly,
to him, wonld have been incompatible with his dignity—it flashed
throogh my mind that if orchids had souls, the most grotesque of them
bad reincarnated in his body. Still, this man had eyes—wonderful
eyes—preat violet eves, with black lashes—eyes that dreamt and

t and held communicn with other worlds so that under their
spell one forgot the rest of the picture.

“ Well, Algy,” I said, as he sat down by my side, ** have any poems
been publithed yet ? ”

“ No,” he replied calmly, '’ the publisher has not yet been bom
who can appreciate my work.”

" Puoblishers ate found under cabbages.” Ilaughed, " Yon remem-
ber your theory of years ago? " .

“ 1 do.” he replied, ‘* and I have never seen any reason to alter it

except that cabbages are too good for publishers.”™
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" No wonder yon have mot found one.” [ laughed. ‘'But, teil me,
Algy, how have your theories on marriage progressed during my
ah%q_anﬂe?? Have ¥ou had any good reason to alter yaur views on that
subject ¢ ¢ .

What a transformation! The very thought seemed to have changed
the odd being by my side into something that for & moment locked
rezlly human,

" My friend,’” he said, * yon will never believe it till you see her.
[ did find my twin sou! after all, I found an odd soul just like my
own-—a soul wandering in the darkness of loneliness, till wa met—and

in ﬂ;lat meeting to know what heaven means while we still tréad this
Eﬂ.rt ‘JF

" Perfectly wonderful,” T exclaimed, ** I sincerely congratulate vou.
Ect tell me, where did you meet this wonderful heing ? *

“ The meeting was a bit strange, I confess. It was not a bit con-
ventional. We were introduced by—hy the Dawn.”

“ Just what I would have thought, Algy,” I jaughed, ** An intro-
duction to you could enly he negotiated by the Moon, or the Goddess
of Dawn. I wonder one of your Odes to Venus did not bring her down -
to earth specially for you, Bat do tell me all abont it,"

“ Well, you know how [ hate ridicute ; so if vou won’t ridiculs me,

I will tell you. But when you know the sequel, you will realize how
gerious it all is.”

I nodded assent, and he went on ¢

" Well, of course, you know I don't live like anyone else. I never
could. I counld never earn money at anything, and I must say T have
never tried. 1 have the good fortune to have a retired stockbroker
for a father, who, though he never sees me, allows me three hundred
a year just to keep me ont of the workhouse. With this pittance, I
manage te keep along year after yeor, knowing that some day my
talents will be appreciated, and that sooner or later a grateful country
will elect me Poet Laureate, Prime Minister, or some odd jobr that
they may have in their giving. Don't farget, my friend, that Beacons-
feld was also a writer.”

“ Yes,” I nodded, " but don't forget he was also 2 Jew."”

““Well,” he went on, “ with my three hundred a year I have dis-
covered one thing that would take more than a Jew to find out. 1 have
solved the economic problem of the world-—how to live on the smallest
guantity of food."”

"* The devil you have,” I exclaimed, "' bow have you doneit? "

“* Oh, very simply, my friend. It is quite an easy problem—meraly
the climination of the wear and tear of the tissues of the body,”

* Soundy grand,” I interrupted, ** but axplain a bit more.”

“ You see,” he went on, * food and labour are twa of the most
costly things in Life~—poth bave to be paid for by someone, Now, if
you don't do any work, you dop't need food ; and if you don’t need
feod, you are independent of labour. Da yoo follow ?
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“ Ask the Hritish working-man,” I laughed, * he will give you 2
better answer than ¥ can,"

“ Then,' he went on, delighted to have someone to air his views ta,
** another fallacy this world has, is the Pagan idea of working during
the daytime. The keat of the sun, the brilliancy of the light, all
conduce to increased wear and tear of the Gssues—result, banger, the
desire for food ; comsequently, expense in maidng up the waste and
sustaining life. ngsystem is, sleep all day, get up towards evening and
wander through the night.

‘' When one is not jostled by hurrying crowds, one’s clothes also
lagt longer; eat when you have something {0 eat, but vou wiil find
that with little wear and tear on the body, you will reguire very little
food. With my sysiem of living, I even save money on my three
hendred a year,"”

“ Yes, you lock as if you did,”" I could not help saying;  but
suppose row, for a change, you come and have dinner with me and
iell me more of this wonderful woman vou met—wine and women are

nions, even in vour gaaint system, I am sare.”

“ Agreed,” he said ; “ we will have the wine and the woman story
together.”

After a good dinner and a bottle of wine, the coffee and the
cigarettes made their appearance, and my friend Algy went on with
his story.

“ Yes, I was introduced to her, as 1 told you, by the Dawn; and
it wag, indeed, the dawn of another life for me. You sce, my {riend,
with my small allowance I cannot aflord to Live in London. I live

the river, not far from Richmond.

“Ome night in June—it is two years ago naw—faithiul to my
system of living while cthers sleep, I found myself sitting on one of
those benches by the river, watching the reflection of the stars in the
Thames at my feet. The night had been very dark, but warm with
the heat of the summer. As the pink rays of the dawn slowly rose in
the East and gently lifted the curtain of night from the valley, to
my surprise, I noticed for the first time that I was not alone. Another
human being was sitting at the farther end of my bench. Yes, my
friend, it was a woman--antd the woman of my story,

* At first, sha did not notice me—ahe just sat there with her eyes
hixed motionless on the rays of ruby light, brealing and beating, as
it were, up there on the far-off shores of heaver, As I sat and watched
her, I began to realize that she was like me—a worshipper of Nature,
& lonely soul, one who also only jived at night and whose losalines
was felt less in the night—yes, a twin soul, with perhaps the same
feclings, the samie longings, the same ideals. 1

“Na, I won't go into detajls—why we spoke, or how we spoke, 19
quite immaterial. It iy sufficlent to say that it was like the meeting
of ol Iriends, who had bern parted for 2 moment and yet not parted ;
whose minds took up the conversation where they had left off ; whose
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re-meeting was what both expected, a patural tiing, and sothing
more.

" After some time, as if to aveid the harsh light of the advancing
day, by mutnal consent we rose and walked by the side of tha river—
we were the only persans about, we had stili the world to ourseives.

"' We walked on and on, until at last we came to where I Hved—to
my very humble little dwelling, balf-smothered as it was by roses
and virginia creeper. We entered it together, as if it were the most
ordinary thing in ibe world to do.

* She seated herself on the long scttee under the window, while I
went off to find the only servant I ever ad, an old bunchback, whom
yvears ago I had rescued from the workhouse, and whe lives with me
without wages, but devated as a dog ta his master.

“ Poar old Pat was already ahout. As he had lived in France at some
period of his lifs, he had no equal in the art of making coffee. Soon he
appeared with our simple breakfast, and drawing a low table belore
the sctiee, he laid it out before ws. 1t was a frugal meal indeed—just
some brown bread, fresh watercress, and the coflee.

“ With a quick glance he noticed the Jady—there was an enquiring
loak in his eyes as they met mine, but nothing more. Pat was tao much
of a gentleman to ask questions ; besides, his one set law in life was
that everyihing his master did was right, so, closing the door, he lefi
us once more alone.

“ My visitor did not speak much; she seemed tited. Walked a
long way, perhaps, I thought ; so when breakiast was finished, T took
her to a room which was always prepared for a guest, but which had
never been used, and telling her that it was my custom to sleep all
day, and that T would czall her for dinner, I left and went to my own
TOOT.

‘" All day I slept, better in fact than I had done for years. It wasas
if sotoe great peace had come imto my heart, as if the lonely brokenness
of my life bad passed with the night.

““ The last rays of red sunsct were streaming throngh the windows.
I got up and went into the sitting-roonr. I could hardly believe
my eyes for a moment, as I noticed the transformation that had taken
piace. The furniture had been arranged in a difierent way that made
the room leck much more comfortable and cosy ; cushions had heen
rooted out of holes and camers, and had some kKind of arder about
them ; alarge vase of roses stood in the centre of the table and another
in the window casement.

" Pat was just disappearing as I entered, but he came back, and in
o mysterious, half-frightened, half-pleased voice, said :

“ * She did ir, sir, she did it, God biess her. I didn't touch a thing.
Women are wundﬂ:i'ul. sir, it was ell done in five minvtes. She is gut
in the garden now, {ying up the yoses over the porch.’

“ Thmnghtheupendmr I could see her liftmg branch after branch
and tylng them up, so that they would show to the greatest advantage.
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Her lomg, fawh-colonred dust cloak with a hat to match sesmed ta
blend with the pml:nfthemsesand, with the river as a background,
made s piatly a as any artist conld desire.

“ Her tash +#he came in, With a worman's critical eye, she
took anggler survey of the room, re-arranged the flowers on the centre
table, and then noticed me standing in the shadow of the door.

“*‘It looks better now, doesn't it ¥’ she said simply. ‘1 hate
dﬂordder. I hope m-ﬂm't mind, but I can't live ic a place that is
untidy

* Ther you arg going tu levc here ? ™ T Blurted out in astomshment,

" Yes, T am,’ she answered, ‘ that is, if you have no objection.
You evidently need someone to look after yon.'

“‘You are indeed right,’ I smiled. * My ald Pat is no good at

ing a place tidy.'

“*Of course not,” she answered. ° Men are no use at that sort of
thing, but be certamnly can make codlee.”

“*Yes,' I said, ' but I doo’t know what he is going to give us for
dinner. Hadn't I better see abont it—yon must be getting hangry
by now.’

e No,' she replied, ' T am never hungry, I can go for days withont
eating. Yom had better leave it to him., 1 think he has besn out
fishing, for I saw a fish on the kitchen table & few moments ago.
Besides, Poets should not think about such things; in fact, 1 don't
believe Poets should eat at all.’

** * It is wonderful how your ideas are so like mune,” I laughed. * But
how could you tell I ain 2 Poet—or, rather, have some pretensions in
that direction ¢’

“* How could T think otherwise ¥ ' she said, ' after having dosted
that pile of papers on the top of your table ?

“ It was now my turn to ask her questions, but the moment I did
so, her conversation ceased. She could only remember that she lived
somewhere in London. She did not kmow who she was, or what her
name was, or wiat bronght her all the way to the riverside the night
bejore, or how she gof there, and very firmly added if 1 persisted in
asking questions she would leave.

“ Dinner came in and turned out to be an excellent trout that Pat
had caught, by accideat, he said. I wondered why such accidents
never happened before. I aiso wondered what a good cook he had
suddenly tormed out to he. Pat grinned and whispered: * A lady's
influence in the housse, sir, they're wanderful things, sir, God bless
’ﬂn I’

 After dinner, the lamps were lit ; she pulled some sewing oot of
one nfherpoclcets. I read my poems and marvelled that at lasi [ bad
:Ionnd someone who understood what I wrote.

“ That night went past, and the next, and the pext again; then a
week and a month m&dnﬂyrﬂﬂmﬁMHf;wmﬁkem
children in a dream, and [ prayed that I might never awalosn.”
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* You did wake up, then # ** § said, W *’I

“ Yes" he answered “It hﬂppened like this. Onﬂ
seemed distressed and unhappy. She was coftinnall w
deor, opening it, appearing tn hsten for sondaiding }l” il too
much wrapped up in my own selfish happmess to nutn::&Mls L
slept heavily—the morning came, and when w&ke up in the evening,
ghe was gone."’

“ Gone,” I said, '* 1 amsasurrvfc-r]rou. «Bd tell me, Algy, if it
is all really true, How do I kmow it is not one of your fantastic poems
that you are trying on me, to see how it goes ? "

“True,” he repeated sadly, 1 should think it s true. But
ﬂﬁ&_ day you will meet her, a.ml then you will know how tme it
all is.”

"“ Meet her! Ther you met her again 7 '" T asked.

‘ Oh, ves, I have indeed,” he replied. 1 was miserable and Leart-
broken. for abowt a month, then she turmed up at the cottepe one
morning, and walked in, just us if she had never been away.”

“}"ﬁhat an extraordinary person, Algy. Why don’t you give her

* Impassible, my friend, impossible. 1 would not give her up even
if I conld. DBesides, now that we are martied, it would be still more
impossible.”

*“Marmmied! "' I cried.  Surely you were net mad enough tomearry a
worman whom you knew nothing sbout—and with your geser ideas
about marriage, how could yuvu do such a thing ? ™

“ Oh, that part of it waseasy.” Hesmiled, " She has just as strong
views on marriage as I have. She only betieves in the mental side of
it, as T do. 'We were quite agreed on that, and we live like hrather and
gister together. Yes, we really did marry—all my fault, I axpect.
Yes, in my seHishness I thought to hold her for ever with me in thet
way. We were married in a Registry Office, just like ordinary human
beiﬂgﬁ."

* And still she leaves you at times ? ” I exclaimoed, * and you bave
no idea where she disappears to. Is she away at present ¢ "

" Yes, that is why wou found me wandering throngh the Park, 1
never come to London when she is with me. She has besn away
nearly a month now ; T am expecting her home at any moment. One
of these days I will send yon a wire, saying * T am calling for you." Will
you come then and spend the evening with as ¢ ™

*Ye5,"” I said, * you can count on my deing so. I would like to ses
something of this mysterions lady.”

A week later the wire came. [ sent out to (unters and had a
nice little supper basket prepared ; with a couple of batties of wine
I was not going to take any chances with people who eould go for
weeks withont .
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Punctually at six, Algy tumned up, and we took the traim to Rick-
mond. ' It wes a lovely summer evening, we sauntered ap the path
by the side of the river, and T thought that after ali there was some
wisdomn in his idea in hiving away fram the dust and heat of London.

The lamps had already beer lit in the sitting-room when we arrived ;
flowers were on the table, on the mantelpiece, and in a large brass
howl in the Sreplace.  All over the room, one could see the touch oia
woman, and a woman of faste at that. Ik an alsent-minded way, she
rose to greet me—she had only come back the day before, Algy told
e in the train,

There was nothing very remarkable abont her beanty, I thought.
Her brown hair, with just a glint of gold, was nnmistakably like a wig.
Of higure, she did not appear to have much, but in any case it was hidden
in a straight up-and-down kind of costume. She wore no rings or
jewellery of any kind—s bunch of roses at her waist was the only
attempt at ornament,

She looked at me in a drearny kind of way, as if she were not quite
awake. 1 looked at her, pethaps rather boldly, for she seemed to feel
it, and shrank back into the corner of the settee where she remamed
nntil we took our plares at the table.

My supper basket was a welcome addition, otherwise there did not
seem to be muoch to eat. Algy spologized, saying that his wiie had
baﬁi away, and Pat brought in encugh watercress to cover the entire
table,

The wine I had brought was goad ; she even sipped a glass, and
then played with the tail of a sardine wntil my cold chicken made its
appearance.

Algy was very talkative and happy, he entered into details of the
wonderful life they lived—their rambles by the river in the moonlight,
the sitvery sheen of the dawn when they went to bed, and the golden
glory of the sunset when they woke in the evening.

All very beautiful, I thought, but those separate rooms at each
side of the house did not guite appeal to my ideas of love, so oul of sheer
mischief 1 also painted a picture of children’s feet romping throngh
the roams, and the prattle of children’s vaices in the early moming.

Of course, 1 had done the wrong thing ; Alay twisted and turned
on bis chair, like an sl on a hot frying pan, while she glared at me
as if I were a wild bull in a china shep. Of course, I was in a china
shop, and I knew 4, 50 I went on with my smashing and had the sats-
faction of hearing Pat whisper in my ear: ** Keep at it, sir, that's the
stuff to give ‘'em—it will do ‘em goed, sir, God bless ‘'em.”

Do them good, I thupght—could anything do them good ¢

Algy had choked himself with watercress, and she had shrunk into
her corner of the settee where she hugged a huge coshion to her side,
as a king of protector, 1hadt to have drawn her and hear her
defend her theories, but in that T was mistaken—she simply glared
at ma as if Algy bad brought home the devil himself to their househoid.
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As that would not do, I suggested that we shounid hear same of
Algy’s poems, and harmony was at once restored. With the help of
a glass of wine, Algy unwound the watercress from his tomsils, and
gave us one verse after the other. The one I remember the wost is
the following :

" Love the jionless, ia Love most pure.
Love for Leve, i3 the Love most gure.
Love the pexless, alone car be
"The soul of Love for both you and mea,
Love the perfect, is Love sublime,
Goddess of Fate, and Mistress of Time."

“ Wonderful, wonderful,” she said slowly, and then in a kind of
dreamy way, she fished in her pockets and pulled out one after the
other, first g scissors, then a piece of silk, then a thimble, and lastly
a spoul of thread. Then the silk was cut into curious forms; the
needle and thread flew through her fingers, and in a few minutes she
had formed two odd-shaped, but beantiful flowers, which fell at her
feet, as if she had hardly noticed she had made them.

Before Algy conld move 1 had picked them up, and in handing them
to her, our eyes met for 2 momant. Surely [ had seen those eyes
betore, but vet it conld not be, for her eyes looked straight into mine,
but with no flash of recognition, I went buck to my chair and watched
her more closely than ever.

Algy was pow reading one of his really exotic poems, in which sun-
sets were purple, lilies black, the grass bire, and the stars calling one
another by pet names.

Ancther flowar fell from her fingers ; again I picked it np, but this
time I carried it back with me to my ehair.

She was so enraptured with Algy’s poem, that she had not noticed
me,
I tumned the flower over in my fingers. Surely I had seen something
Lke it before—but again I dashed the idea from my mind. Mo, it
could not be pogsible, I thought ; it could ot be possibic.

1 had kept very silent for some time——[ had not produced any views
oT ideas io clash with theirs—perfect harmony reigned in the room.
They had begun to feel that I was being converted to their own way
of thinking ; the cushion protector had even dropped from her side ;
I was no longer the unclean-minded person that she had imagined
me to be. I drew my chair closer to her ; she did not resent it.

My eyes were fiill of admiration for those wonderful silk flowers she
mgade 30 rapidly. A little mare admiration and the flattery of it had
alreedy reached her feminine heart.

Looking at me quite gently, she gave me one to exaxine. From it
my went £0 her hands.

* wonderful hands you have, Madame,” 1 said.

“Doyonmean it 7 " She amiled, ** [ think they are rather large
for a woman.,”
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* Certainly mot,” I answered, ‘ there ere many ladies with much
larger hands than yours : and then yonrs seem so light and quick with
the needle. No wonder you can make such wonderful things. May I
ook at them ? 7

The Sattery kad done ite work. The needle and thread were quictly
1aid down, and for a full minute I examined her hands, taking iu every
line and mark, Suddenty I seemced to realize what it all meant. As
I did so, my brain turned icy cold—across bath left and right was the
“ double Line of Head ” thad I kad seen on @ man's hands and not so

ﬂﬁ'?‘i’iirgﬂﬁ;indﬁ of ideas racing through my mind, I stumbled back to
my chair, bardly knowing what to do or say.

Just then, Algy stopped reading. I took the opportunity of saying
that their hours of living were not my hours, and bidding good-bye as
quickly as I could, I got out inte the coolness of the night.

How I pot back to my rooms I hardly know ; I had walked most
of the way, but I believe I found a late cab somewhere near
Chiswick.

What should [ de? I turncd it over and over in my thoughts.
Could I have made & mustake 7 Sometimes T jumped at that idea, and
then ’i:;ve it up again in despair. Thero cowld be mo miskake-—-I had
seen thoss hands i1 a flat off Oxford Sireet—that flal furnished only as
a woman mighié have furnished st—also culling up pieces of silk, and
Surning them into fmeers ; and as proof thar T was not out of tny mind,
here in my possession wak that otker flower, made before my tyes in that
iitle cottage by the Thames.

In one of the hall-opened wardrobes in the flat in Oxford Street 1
had seen women's dresses; he had told me himself that there were
lapses in Ins memory where the calendar clock on the mantelpiece
had registered that he had been away for weeks and months at a time
—ang without kaowing what he dsd or where he went,

Then, there was no mistaling that ' double Line of Head " acrass
the hands—again I had seen it in that cottage only a few hours

ago.

There wras no mistaking that sipn on the hands T kvew only too well.

No, there was no getting away from the fact that Sir William
Standish, of Grosvenor Street and of the flat off Oxford Street, was
e same sndividual thal a few howrs Previously I had been dining wilh,
and eho was e supposed wife of Wt poor crackbrained poid.

But what should I do ? I realized [ could not leave things as they
were, Yet, if I went and fold Lady Standish, two things would most
probably happen—the shock would drive her mad, or she would order
m# from the house. If I went to the police, it might be still worse—
there would be one of the greatest scandals in London, and prebably

ons tragedy piled on another,
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- All day long I paced my rooms—IJ sent everyone away who called—
1 could not keep any appointments. At last, towards six o'dock, 1
wandered out into the wsual Bond Street crowd.

rosvenor Street Jooked quiet and lonely, and half unconsciously 1
turred into it.

As T passed the Standishs’ house I looked over. MNothing was
changed there—it had the same respectable, conventional Iook that
ali the other honees had in that most conventional street.

What if I were wrong—what if Sir William swere at that moment
reading The Times in his library-—or having tea npstairs with Lady
Standish ? The crowds in Bond Street bad done me good, they had
brought me back to the everyday world of realities. I walked across
and rang the bell.

* Ts Sir William at home ¢ " T asked the footman,

Lady Standish saw me from the hall

" Come in,” she said, ' T am so glad to see you, it seems ages since
vou called, Come upstairs and have some tea.’’

We went upstairs {0 the drewing-room, where tea had already
been served.

‘" They did keep you a long time in the States,” she said, "1
suppose you met many interesting people, you must fell me all about
it.'”

**I am %0 sorry Sir William is not in,”" she went orn. “ He had
another of his trips t0 Kome about a month ago—and only last week
he went off again. I am at last getting tired of his continual joumeys ;
they ave getting worse than cver ; as for Arthar, he is threatening all
sorts of things, he has just gone to the railway to see about trains; he
says he will go to Rome and find out what takes his father there so
often.”

I had not much heart to talk. I felt the comedy was nearing its end
—the footsieps of tragedy had alrcady been set in motion, If Arthur
goed to Kome, I thought, he will soon find out his father has not been
thcre—and that in itself will bring about a dénouement.

“ ¥ou are looking ill and tired," Lady Standish went on, * what is
the matter ? "'

I had not time to answer. We heard rapid lootsteps mishing up the
stairs and in another moment Algy was standing before us.

" My wife, my wile,” he screamed, ** where is my wife 7 '*

1 sprang up. ' For God's gake, calm yourself, man,” I cried, ** what
is the matter ¢ "

Sinking into a chair, he half moeaned, ' I cannot remember all. After
you left last night, 1 secrmed to get half mad with reading my poems
aloud. I approached her, took her in my arms, attempted to kiss her
for the first time in our married life.  She struggled--1 succeeded, and
kizsed her straight on the lips. With a scream of terror, she threw me
from her and rushed aut into the night,

* I thought she would come back, but hour after hour passsd ; then
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I determined to follow, After some time ] traced her {0 London-~to
this street—to my amazement, I saw her with a latchkey enter this
very house, ] {found thednnroyen and rushed in. My wile is here—
I must find her,” e screamed, “ T vl find her”

I stood speechless with horror,

" The man is mad,” Lady 5tandish eaid. * Ring the bell.”

Before anything could be done, steps were heard on the ianding
outside, steps coming towards the door—strangs, shuffling kind of steps,
and then a fumhling at the handie.

1ady Standish stood white as death in the centre of the room, every
nerve in har body at tension.

Very slowly the door opened, and the figure of the night atood

me.

Lady Standish did not move--ghe seemed turned into stone.

The Poet, with hands ontstretched, leaped towards the figure.

The paor badraggled-looking creature, with a bunch of roses still at
its waist, stond far a moment looking from one to the other; the
wide-open, entranced-looking eyes finally fixed themselves on Lady
Standish’s white face—a pair of trembling hands slowly stretched cut
towards her ; with a broken cry of recognition—"" My Wife, my Wile "'
—Sir Williarn Standish fell dead at her feet.?

L Ap recently an 1929 a similar exampls aa pelated in the above story was brought
before the Courta in Londen In the case known as ' Colone! Tvor Barker.”’

11 was disclowed in this ingstance that the person who for six years had bved uoder
this oame, amd who had oocopied important posibons in London soch as secrotary to
the National Fascisti Movemest, etc., and who actually mattled & young gifl In & chasch

at tom pard bved wilth her fon ue\rum! VEAls---Wad & WOLILlan.
Full acconnts of this extraordlnary case were printed in all the Tondon pepers after
thm was arrested while filling i positicn as reception clerk at the Kegent Palace

on Febroary z3th, 1925.



CHAPTER XXXIX

SOME GAMBLERS WHO CONSULTED ME AS TO LUCK. LORD CLANRICARDE
AND HIE “ EHTILLING BETS.” ARTHUR DE COURCY BOWER—AOW I
EELPED HIM TO ™ BREAK THE BANK " AT MONTE CARLD,

OHE of my most curicus visitors was an exiremely shabby old
gentleman, who called to make an inquiry concerning—
Chance. His clothes showed such evidence of poverty that
my secretary was loth to admit him ; tut there was something about
the old gentleman that commanded respect, and sorely puzzled by the
enigma, he was given entrance. Long experience had tanght me that
appearances ave deceiving, and I was soon convinced that my shabby
vigitor was a '’ somebody.”

He explained brusquely that he wished to have some information on
the subject of ** luck.™

When he had finished bargaining over the fee with my secretary, 1
examined his hands and, frankly, they amazed me. They indicated
good birth, wealth, and position, and hinted 2t an alilance in the future
that suggested royalty. 1 told him all this, expecting him to scuif
Ivudly, but he smiled sarcastically and said, ** Why not ?

But racing was his pet suldect. He told me in a burst of confidence
that he was acrustomed to put on an " occasional shilling,” bnt be-
moaned the fact that the horses generally lost. ** Was there not some
system whereby events in racing could be prognesticated with ac-
curacy ! * It was the a2ge-long craving of the covetous to find the
short cut to eusy money, I assurcd my caller that his ingquiry abuuot
luck in this respect was beyond my art.

*"My bets are small,” he said, ' for T am careful with my money,
and I den't intend towaste it. But in my young days, ' Cheiro,’ T have
put my pounds an—yes, and won as well as lost. But it's a fool's
game,” he added testily and prepared to depart.

“ Would vou sign my Visitors' Book ? ' | inquired. He paused for
a moment and then said, ** No, I should be giving you a good advertise-
ment and you might benefit by it. I'I} tell vou who I am, although you
may not believe it.” = He drew himself up and s2id: I am Leord
Clanricarde, an Erish nobleman, and T live on ten shillings a day,” and
with this he walked out of the room.

As most people are aware, the late Lord Clanricarde was a miser and,
although he lived in hiz magnificent town mansion, Chesterfizld House,
he exdsted es a Techuse.  All his splendid fwrniture and pictures were
kq;;t covered, while e was often seen eating his lunch from a paper bag
in Hyde Park. He died worth o vast fortune, which he left tohis nephew,
Yiscount Lascelles, wha later became the hnsband of Princess Mary.!

It was strange how clearly I had seen in that withered old palm the
tale of ancient lineage, great wealth, and a more splendid chapter
opemng out, when, in due course, Lord Lascelles became the son-in-law
¢f the King of England.

¥ Only daughter of the present King and Crasen,
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About this time [ was visited by another inveterate gambler. He
came several times to see me, and one day on leaving wrote the follow-
ing testimony in my Visitors' Book in the outer room :

“ T visiterd ‘ Cheiro ' in his rooms in Bond Street in March last
when he told e with the most marvellous accuracy the events of
the next three months.

At the time of my visit I was having the most remarkable lnuck
racing. He foretold a great disaster. This carne true in the next
fortnight when I lost over f4000. At the same time he szid I
wonlkd get this foss back in & most unexpected manner, This T did
on the Tth April as T won 84,000 francs at fresbe-ef-quaranie at
Monte Carlo.

On my return [ wvisited him agzin and he foretold two
good wins and then a bad time. The good things came off in
Isinglass and Orvieto and now Ascot has brought about the bad
time,

Facts go further than empty words of praise.

G. MacCarTIE."

I am glad to add that I recommended my visitor to go back to Monte
Carlo in the following Scptember and play on certain numbers and
those only from Septewmiber 15th until the 25th, This he obeyed to
the letter and returned to London with his winnings of aver 150,000
francs. He very generously insisted oo my accepting a present of a
handzome diamond pin, as a souvenir.

One of my remarkable expeariences, however, in this line, happened
with that ** King of Gamblers,” Captain Arthor de (ourcy Bower,
His recent dearh in London was the means of flooding the papers with
all kinds of stories of his adventures 2t Monte Carlo. I think therefore
an scrount of my experience with this really unusual man may be of
interest in these pages.

When I first heard of Bower he was at the height of his fame as a
Business man and associate of the famous Colone]l Narth who made his
fortune in Chilian Nitrate speculations.

As far as | can find out, Colonel North, wha was a very uneducated
man, owed the foundation of his immense fortune to Arthur de Courcy
Buower,

 was owing to him that North first heard of the encrmous deposits
of Nitrates in Chile. It was Bower who planned his fitst visit to that
country and who, by his luency in Spanish, together with his charm
and diplemacy, opened every door to Colone] North when they visited

One of Bower's preatest delights was to ‘' pull the eirings”
and he found in Colonel North an excellent subject for spectacular
effects,
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On their arvival in Chile, Bower gave cut throogh the channels of the
Press and other means, that his friend the Colonel’s sole object in life
was to develop the resources of unkoown parts of the world.

Within a week of their arrival Bower organized that a banquet should
be given to welcome the great English capitalist.

This banguet, under the anspices of the Government, was an enortnous
affair. As Celonel North locked the personification of British solidity
gnd respectability, he only had to make an appearance for Bower fo
da the rest.

The Colonel had ne gift of eloquence, Bower replied to the toasts.
Korth had only to stand up and bow as stifily and as Britishly as only
an Englishman knows how, when he can't speak any other language
but his own.

The banquet was a great success, Mines of silver and every possible
and immossible concession were offered to the great Englishman. Bower
was, however, out for the Nitrate deposits and he got them ; beforea
month passed the two left for London with concessions that were the
foundation of one of the greatest trades in the world and have made
fortunes for the original buyers of Chilian Nitrate shares.

Colonel North became a millicnaire and Bower a very rich man,
Then the two quarrelled and each went his own way.

Colonel Korth stuck to his money and, as the Scripture zays, it
multiplied exceedingly.”” DBower lost his—laughed at Faie snd com-
menced again.

Arthur de Courcy Bower was not built to become a conventional
member of Society. He had been at Eton, but had broken every rule
of that highly respectable college—that melting-pot of manners where
English youth is moulded into models of Aristocracy.

Bower was a gentleman to his finger-tips, but ha conid not hecome a
cabbage. IHe had no ambition to have an estate in the country, read
the Lessons on Sundays, and have J.P. or M.P. after his name. He
wanted to see life in all its forms. He wanted to play * pitch and toss v
with Fate, and he cared hitte which of the two won.

He was one of the most versatile men I ever met ; he was a
chemist, an excellent geologist, 4 mathematician who in figures had ma
equal, and yet with it all a—wayward child,

In North Africa he won the hearts of the Arabs, and for a year becams
a kind of Sheik. He refurned o England with valuable concessions
which he never used ; he Hoated Companies that he never finished, he
threw money away as i it were so much dirt.

It was & love affair in the end that drove him to consult me,

And what a riddle the whole thing was | Here was a man, whom the
most beautiful women in the world had idolized and thrown them-
selves at hisﬁliflt, :IEH who had married one of the richest women in
London, to , that love and mo rarel well together
in double harness. i i

Then came the love story. ¥ cannot write it ali here for it would
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make a palume in itself. I can only in a book like this give a mere
outline.

After a scene of jealousy with hia wife—sick to death of trying to live
w conventivhal life—Bower one da{ watked out of his luxurious sur-
roundings and reached London with the large sam of Two Pounds in
his

He had determined to begin life all over again, but Fate was jnst as
egually determined that her spoiled favouriie should first Lhave a

severe lesson,

She plonned that a bed attack of preumonia would bring down his
pride and strength at the same time and, in the two-roomed flat that
he had taken on credit in a back street in Chelsea, lef him to get very
close to death without food or a friend in the world.

Then 1t was that Lydia turned up. Do not ask me who Lydia was,
or where she came from, for I do not know,

I only know that this wonderful woman loved this broken-dewn man
with a devotion that is almast without equal even among those pages
of womean’s sacrifice to men, that has raore than balanced the evil that
kas been credited to them since the time when Mother Eve npearly

choked the first man with an apple.

Night and day for weeks and months Lydia nursed and watched and
waited. When her little savings were gone, whatever jewels she had
went also, so the bght kept on—until Lydia won.

Fate, also, had not deserted her favourite forever, She was, perhaps,
waiting round the corner of one of Life's turnings {o see the effect of
her lesson.

Whether this was g0 or not, Bower, during Lis convalescence, worked
ount an extremely clever process to rednce the cost of electric batteres
by nearly onc-hali.

Elcctricity was in its infancy in those days. Bower’s process filled
the gop of the moment ; within less than o month he had the satis-
faction of selling his nghts for £10,000 in cash,

Needless to add, Lydia got back her jewels and any athers she wanted,
while Bower went down ta the City, made some extremely lucky
gambles on the Stock Exchange, and again becarmn# a wvery rich
marn.

There was one thing, however, still missing. He wanted to make
Lydia hiz wife—but ¥ai one hing would nol come righd,

Thus it was he came to me. Yery nervously he put his hands oo the
cushion on my table. Would be ever have his freedom ? Would he
ever be able to marry Lydia ¥ Would he ever be able to pat her in the
position he wanfed her to bave ?

It was one of those cases in which I could give—no hope. The
woman to whom he was married would die before she would give him
his freadorm. Her daath was also in the very far off distant futnre.
I conld give hira ne hope whatever.,

¥rom this out I saw & good deal of Bower, and badore long I met
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Lydia. One evening he called for me in 2 magnificent Rolls-Royce.
It had been a hot day towards the end of June. “ T will glva you some
alr first,” he said, ‘' and then dinner.”

During the drive to Hampton Court and back, he explaiged that our
dinner was going to be thnrc:ughl:,r Bohemien.

* Lydia will cook it,’" he said, ** and we will probably have it on the
kitchen table.”

When we did arrive at the fat—a small, bat beautifolly furnished
one I may add—Lydiz joined us in the drawing-room. She had a white
silk dress fhat fitted her perfectly, with a dark blue cook’s apron that,
tied round her waist, showed off her figure to perfection.

Women Aad figures in those days and were proud of them. The
age had not arrived when they emulated ** drain-pipes ” with a waist
line round their hips and front and back like flat ivons,

No! Lydia had what was called in thase days, * a perfect figure,”
one in which “ bnst ” and hips had their natural lines and womanty
curves. Her hair was also her own, the rich gleam of gold in it setiing
off the exquisite whiteness of her skin.

She was not only an extremely pretty woman, but she possessed the
greatest chamm of all, personality and magnetism.

Her devotion to Bower was something really beautiful. There was
nothing blatant about it. Tt did not eonsist in calling hirn * darling ™

minete, as some women in love hrritate every one elsa by doing.
One could simply fel it in the atmosphere she created about her, a
watTn, gartial, affectionate something that one may understand, yet not
be able to describe.

As ior Bower, he simply basked in this eternal sunshine, I brought
out all the good in his nature, from a rake he became a lover, from
a rank weed—a sno-flower, ever turning towsards his giver of light
and life,

We followed her out into the kitchen, Bower explaining to me that
they got rid of all servants by six o'clock.

He also put on an apron. I langhed to see the man whoe had at one
time two butlers and four footmen to wait on him, engaged in pealing
potatoes to help Lydia and as bappy as a schedalboy on a holiday.

Love indeed works miracles—what a pity we mortils know so little
about it.

Sitting round the snow-white kitchen-table, we had a smail but really
delightful dinner, accompanied by ane of the best bottles of Burgundy
¢ne conld have.

Then it was ** the skeleton ** appeared for the first time at the feast.
Bower went into the dinipg-room to fetch a bottle of brandy. It was
the one thing in the wnﬂd be loved most—next to Lydia.

Ouick as a flash, she whispered to me——

“* His excuse to-night will be that he must have brandy for his guest.
For God’s sake, refuse it. He would be the greatest man in England
if it were not for this curse.”
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Bower returned holding the bottle more carefully then if it were &
baby. DPwtting it down before me, he said——

“ My friend, you must now join me in drinking the finest Cognac in
the world. I bought ail I could get from the Café Voisin the last time
Iwasin Paris. Lydia hatas me to touch it, so I only get a chance when
I have a friend like you for dinner.”

Of course, I refused,

He had already poured out a large glass for himsell. Lydia
him not to drink i, but it was no vse. He held the gliss close to his
face, fondly warming it in both hands, he smelt it ; the whole expres.
sion on his face changed, an evil look came into his ayes.

“ I must have it, Lydia,”" he cried. ** I musk bave 18

Lydia did not for one moment lose her head.  Very quietly she said,
“ And to think, Arthur, that I have waited in all the day thinking and
Iooking forward to that drive in the car your promised mae for te-night—
you would hate yonrself if you broke 2 promise to me.”

Bower's face twitched as if he had been struck with a whip. One
could see the shmggle passing in his mind, a death-like silence seemed
to crecp ia through the windows.

Like a hypnotized man, his eyes slowly turned from the glass in his
hands—they met bers—Love wan,

Another second the glass went fiying throngh the window to be
smashed in a thousand pieces in the garden below,

But Lydiz could not always be with hime. Temptation waited and
watched for him at every corner of the City ; men who krew of his
weakness called at his office with flasks of brandy 1 their pockets and
faked contracts in their hands,

1t did not last long. One mistake followed on the hesls of another.
Soon gossip got busy that Bower was ruined and the Bankruptey Court
starad him in the face.

{ne afternoon abont three o'clock he called in at my rooms. He was
very quiet, very pale, with a horrible bunted look in his eyes.

1 had not seen him for over a year. 1 was shocked at the change
that had come over him.

‘" Great Heavens, Bower,” I said. ‘" What’s the matter—have you
beenill 7 "

* Yes,"” he said, "' very ill.”

" Are you on your way hame now ? '’ was my next question.

* No,"” he answered. ‘' I'm an my way to Monte Carle if I can get
the aine o'clock train.”

* But where iz Lydiz ?

** 1 do not know,” he groaned. ' I broke her heart, 3o she left me”

“ Look here,” he started off, speaking very rapidly. “ Don't let us

fence with one another—in the Jast year I've gone to the dogs—to Hell
itself, I've lost everythipg—even Lydia, 1 deserve all I've been
turough and more, Yoo won't preach af me [ know. I want your belp
in a terrible crisis, that’s why ['ve coma io yvou. I must find eighty
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thousand pounds within the next forinight. I must, or there wili be a
war::gnt -:m't for Iﬁ—nnw do you understand my dmate paosition.”

“But ,.."1

“ There are no buts he went on. ‘I kmow I can't find eighty
thousand pounds lor the asking in London, but it is waiting for me at
Monte Carlo and you must help me to get there.”

Bower had one of those magnetic personalities that it was impossible
to resist.

I knew he had studied my systemn of numbers for years, he had often
taunted me that I had not enough courage or belict in myself to apply
my icdeas ir a practical way. He had the most prodigions memory for
numbers of any man I had ever come across. He could remember every
tan of red or black that occurred on a fresfe-ci-guarasiz table in a
pight's play, and as for roulette he was a weritable master of the
varicus combinations of the game.

“ How much money do you roquire ¢ ' I asked,

* Five hondred pounds,” was the reply. ‘" We have just time to
reach your bank before it closes; bring your cheque baok and come
with me."”

There was such a pathetic look in his eyes 1 couid not refuse.

We went o the bank, got the money, and a few hours later 1 saw
him off on the night train {or the Continent,

“ (rood-bye,'” he said. “ Yoo will bave your five bundred back
within a week and another five hundred profit,”

“I don’t want any profit.” I answered. * 1 only want you to get
ott of your difficulties and win Lydia back to yon as well.”

He gripped my hand. “ Try and find Lydia,” he gasped. * Tell
her I won’t tonch a drop of drink till I have redeemed myself.”

Two weeks went past, no news of any kind came. On the very last
day L found Lydia, & wretched, broxen-hearied woman, working as a
scamstress in a drcssmaker's shop off the Brompton Koad.

The next morning, a paragrapk it a pewspaper caught my eye ;
was headed-—

““ Sensation at Monte Carlo, Arthur de Conrcy Bower breaks the
bank three times in one night.”

A few hours [ater two teleprams were placed in my hands, one was
an order on the Credit Lyonnais 10 pay me [rooo, the other was for
Lydis, saying that fs000 was placed to her account at the same bank.

I fourd Lydia at the dressmaker’s place. I showed her the wires,
she broke down and sobbed like a child, We went to the bank together
and drew the mopey, The first thing she did was to get beck to the
dressmaker’s as quickly as she could and pay off a writ that had been
served on the woman that morning.

Lydla was the best-hearted woman in the world end dessrved a
better fate than to have loved Bower.

Every day for the following week, telegraphic orders of money came
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ponring in. He hagd left me a list of his credibors, his £80,000 of debts
venished like smake,

Then, one day, came the most welcome wire of 2ll. * Join me with

Ixydia, Hotel Continental, Paris, end of week.”
. I will not describs that mesting, no lover's rennion conldé have
equalled it. Like two happy children fresh from school they wandered
abont Paris together.

Lydiz got some beautiful clothes, and Bower could hardly pass a
jeweller’s window without buving rings or stones for her, ta make up
for those she had last during the dark days, before ha went to Monte
Carlo.

It 15 in mornents like these that one realizes the value of money, and
the happiness it can bring. The delight of spending it may not last
long it1s true, bat while it does, it can give the most exquisite pleasure.

After paying all his debts, Bower had still nearly fifty thonsand
pounds left ; with that as capital ke returned to London to begin life
Over again.

Shortly afterwards, I bid the happy pair good-bye and returned
again to the States.

When I got back to London, some four years had passed. 1 had lost
tonch with Bower, but had casually heard through friends what had
in the meantime taken place.

Bower had made money in the City and had last it again. Once mors
Lydia's jewels were pawned, once more he had repeated his extra.
ordinary success at Monte Carlo, winning in one night, according to
the papers, more than two hundred thousand pounds.

‘This time, however, he had done it on brandy, sometimes drinlcng an
entire bottle hefore be faced the tables. Passing through Paris ke got
robbed of what was left . . . there was no Lydia to meet him on this
occasion. Instead, a few brief words on a telegram from a Doctor, to
say she was in the London Hospital dying of pneumonia and not
e ed to live twenty-four hoors, .

bered in an instant by the bad news, he sold ever his overcoat to
get back to Landon.,

Fate had turned her face on her favourite, those dread words, * {oo
late,” were ringing in his ears. A fog in the Channel delayed the boat,
a derailed trick held up the train, At last the hospital was reached,
Bower rushed past the porter at the gates to meet Lydia’s dead body
being carried from her ward.

From that day en, Bower never tasted drink of any shape or kind ;
he was a changed man, but the change had also come ** too late.”

On Christimas Eve he sent out what be called an 5.0.5, to the friends
who knew him in his ] days. He sajd 1 was the only one whe
answered © the Calll” I found him in & miserable room helow the
street level, with the walls reeking with damp. He omly asked me one
favour, some money to put flowers on Lydia's grave, which he had
never failed to do every Christmas morning.
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The following week I took an office for him and started him in

business in Kingsway House.
. A?ig;in those awlul words, ** too Jate," seemed written on everything
e di
A year went past; Chriztmas came apgain. He had been out to
Lydia’s grave in the moming ; he had placed a cross of white lilies
where he thought her heart must be—und that same night, Arthur de
Courcy Bower passed to his own long rest.



CHAPTER XL

CRIME HAS A FECULIAR FASUCINATION OF IT3 OWN. HOW WHITTAEER
WERIGHT MET HIS WATEELOO

ROFESSOR LOMBROS(O, the celsbrated criminclogist, made
the following statement to me after a conversation concerning
my Study of Hands,

" There is uindoubtedly a crirninal, 3 ¢ bad ' hand. I think it strange
‘that the Study of the Hand has not been cultivated more assiduonsly
by the pathologist and the expert criminologist.”

Nature, it cerfainly appears, imprints its warnings upon the palm of
the hand—burt few can read, and fewer still—heed the silent witness.

I must confess that there is no department of my art that has
fascinated me more strongly than the tracing cot of what may be called
criznimal instingts, as portrayed by the lines of the hand.

Cain, the murderer, was said te have carried his mark on his fore-
head ; 1 wonder how many people realize that the words of Holy Writ
actually say, ** T will place a mark upon thy forehead and ox thy hand."”

Juast as there is the snicide's kand, so there is the hand of the
murderer, and as if that were not sufficient, thers are fatal predominat-
ing influences shown by the Plancts at birth that seem to mark down
many cecupants of the murderers’ plot in the precincts of the gaol,

On the other hand, criminal instincts may be combated by strength
of character and by judicious training. That is why this study should
play such a different part in our social schome,  1f parents did but know
the bias of their offspring, they would be on their gonard—but, un-
happily, this is rarely done.

In this connection the fcllowing may be found of interest.

Kight at the begimning of my career, a lady brought her child of ten
years of age to me and asked if 1 would give a characterization of his
hand,

I made an examination, and I ¢an write with truth that T was
appalled at the lines I saw therein. Noi only so, but the abnarmal
shape, with the talon-likke and prehensile fingers indicated the true
thicf who steals for the love of sequisition. 1 examined the Line of
Head ; it was good, showing unusual intelligence ; the Heart Line was
almost indistinguishable, while the Line of Fate ended abruptly,

After the boy had been removed by his aunt who was with them, the
mother told me a story for which I was fully prepared. The boy was
untruthful, a thiei, callous 1o an amazing degree, and beyond control.
His father was dead ; if was indeed a widow's problem.

I explained as tactfully as I conld that the only hope was a firm
regime, directed with sympathy and intelligence ; that a strict school
would undaubtedly be best to send him to.

The years pasged, and one day I received a visit from a geod-looking
voung man. IHe had received an important Government position, and
was evidently well plezsed with the world and himself,

To my surprise, he recalled how his mother had bropght him to me

Ly
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as o little lad. ] turned up the case in my books. Surely, I thought,
this is an instance of bow knowledge derived from a 5tud}r of the hand
can cambat evil instincis,

I belisve it was about two months later that & sensation was cansed
by a theft of money in a Treasury deparimeni of Whitehall. It was
allcged that an assailant had attacked a clerk ; ke had certainly Inst
some hundreds of pounds. Eventually the detectives arrested & man ;
he was tried at the QOld Bailey, and a csingalar double life was revealed.

He had managed to retain his veneer of ontward respectability, but
by night he sank into abysmal depths of depravity. It was the young
man who seemed to have battled successfully against his bias towards
evil. After he came out of prison, I saw him again, but dope had now
gripped him ; he descended lower and lower, and died of an overdose
of veronal. In this case, the tendencies for erime had evidently been
toa strong, or the Will had been too weak,

Before giving an actount of some of the interesting criminaly I have
met, it may interest my readers to hear something of the great Enanciers
who came ta consult me from time to time.

One evening I was about to sit down to dinner in my apartment in
Parig, when the bell rang and my servant announced that a man he
tock to be English was in the waiting-room and insisted on seeing me
at once.

I went out determined to tell him I had finished work for the day
and to cejl soime other time.

~ Ifound @ rather fall heavily built man pacing up and down the roem

tiently.

Pﬂ Eheun """ he said abroptly. * [ am sorry to call at this hour, but
you #ust see me. There is only one question 1 want yon to answer.
[ am taking the frain to Havre to-night and I was oot able to call
during the day.”

There was something so majestic and compelling about his person-
ality that [ could not refuse. There was also an intense yearoing,
wistful look in his eyes that went straipht o my heart.

We entered my consulting-room, he put his bands on the cushion of
my table,

" The only question 1 want to ask,” he commenced, 2t the same time
melking an effort to appear calm and golected, “ is this: I am at this
moinent at a terrible crisis in my Iife. Will I get through it ¥ That is
all I want to know,

“ I can help you to arrive at your decision by telling jou that it all
depends on Avwe long T kave got lo live. Look closely at my Line of Life.
Is there any indication in it of a sign of any immediate sadden or
violent death ¢ *

) 1:51: was a startling questicn for such a well-built, healthy looking man
o ask.

Without speaking I examined the main lines of the right hand very
closaly,
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The Line of Mentality or Head was significant ; it was long, straight,
and clear, the type that is always assoriated with the man of business
or the finrancier,

I told him s0 and a sarcastic expression passed over his face.

“ Youn are wrong,"” he said. " I am the greatest fool that ever lived.
If it were not 50, I would not be in the crucial position I am in to-day.”

“ The {rouble is,” 1 answered, ** your ideas are too large ; they have
becotue fop-heavy and unmanageable in the jast few years, but with
such a mentality, yon should be able to carry thirough all your plans to
a successful finish.”

" That is exactly the point, will T live long encngh to do it 2 >

I pressed the Line of Life. At the part that corresponded to the age
be had reached (he tald me he was harn in Cheshire in 1848 and was
consequently in his fifty-eighth year when he visited me in the March
of 1go3) there was & peculiar sharp red line that appeared to cut into
it at this date. It was a sinister mark directly under what is called
the Mount of Saturn,

I macde a short calculation by Astrology, from his date of birth it
was decdedly ominous,

* At this moment,” T said, * you are nnder terribly bad conditions.
You cannot help but make errors of judgment in every step you take.
This long voyage you are about to take will, I fear, end badly. I sce
nothing but confuston and failure for you.” Then with an effort to
soften the effects of my words, T rapidly added-—" There is, however,
no danger of death for you for about a vear, perhaps it is the worry
and strain that is killing yon. Twelve months is quite a long time to
a man of your temperament. Could yon not in that time straighten
things gut 7

For answer, he said very quietly, “ Do yoeu think irom what you sce,
that there is a likelihood of death inside of & year ¢

“Yes,” T replied, ** if things do not change for you. T think there
ie. ¥our heart is not really sound, there is every indication of sudden
death.”

He pulled his hands away. ‘" You have told me,” he said abraptly,
‘" exactly what 1 wanted to know. It means that [ will not be able to
pull things through. I am being hounded to death at the present
moment. I um on my way to New York to-night, to see one man who
could pull me through and put me in the position to return and face
my enemies, From what you say, I am evidently going to take this
journey for nothing. T1f I fail, T have made up my mind to end my
life, now you know why there is the indieation of sudden death.”

“Buyt . .."” I interropted.

“ There are no buts about it,”" he retorted. ' You will read all about
me in the papers ia the next few dayy. I must be off now, I have just
time to catch my train at St. Lazaire, If I meet my friend in New
York and get his help, I will send vou a cable. My name is Wright—
Whittaker Wright."'
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‘The rest of the story is public history. On the amrival of the boat,
Whittaker Wright was arrested under an extradition order irom
England. His friend the banker did stol coms lo kis assécbance,

After considerable delay and legal formalities, he was brought back
to London, went throupgh one of the most amazing trials in history
belore Mr. Justice Bigham, who sentenced him fo seven years’ penal
servitude.

At the end of a long trial that lasted for twelve days, ke kept his
nerve to the very last. When the sentemce was passed, in a silence in
which one might have heard a pin drop, he bowed to the Judge and
said, ‘" My Lord, all T can say is that T am innocent of any intent to
deceive anyvone.”

Leaving ths dock, accompanied by four man, he entared a small
room with his lawyer, Sir George Lewis. He discussed the gquestion
of an appeal. His solicitors toid him that such a thing was hopeless,
Very quietly he took a cigar from his pocket, biting the cod of it off,
he accepted a match from, Sir George Lewids, lighted it, and stood for
a moment without spealing lonldng aut of the window.

Snddenly he turned, staggered towards a chair, cellapsed into it, and
died in a few moments.

The end had come within the year.

When a doctor from King's College Hospital arrived, it was dis-
covered that in biting ofi the end of the cigar ke had swallowed & small
pilule containing cyanide of potessiun which had caused almost instant
collapse of the heart,

Such was the end of a man whe had controlled some of the biggest
financial companies in England, who had financed the now sucoessful
Baker Street-Waterloo Tube, which was the forerunner of London’s
present system of underpround railways.

By an extracrdinary irony of Fate, it was the backing of this great
railway scheme which was later destined to play such & future in
London’s progress, that bad locked wp all the money of his group,
the London and (Globe Financial Corporation, and brought sbout
the fatiure by which Whittaker Wright met his—Waterloo,



CHAFTER XLI
MATA HARI, THE FAMOUS WOMAN SPY

MET this extrasrdinary wwoman several times. 1 knew her under

her many names of Madame Zelle, Mata Hari, Baroness yon

Mingen, and in the latter stage of her life when during the War
she as a neutral under the name of Madame van Hontin,

OF all the remarkable women my profession camsed me to meet, T
must give an npique place to Mata Hari, and I think if T carnot class
her as the mosat beautiful, I can claim that she was the most bewitching,
the most fascinating, and the most dangerous.

The only reason I escaped falling a wictim to her toils, as far better
and eleverer men had dane, was sitnply and solely becanse as a beautiful
womnan—she had nc hearl,

In my unusual career I met many socalled “ bad women,” bat
although it may sound an extraordinary thing to say, I believe I can
truthfolly state that I never met a “ bad woman ** who had nct sote
redecrning feature of self-sacrifice, love, or affection thal ran like a golden
cord through her Life,

Mata Hari was the vne exception ; she was handsome as a queen,
fascinating, inteiligent, besutiful.

My curiously constmcted natore, however, called for sentiment. To
that cail there was no answer—éhat was the only reqson I escaped.

Perhaps at the tivae [ first met her, her heart was already dead,

All kinds of stories have been circulated about her nationality. After
I got to know her well, the tale she told me was that she was a ** hali-
caste,” Her father, she said, was a wealthy Dutch planter in Java,
her mother a Japancse. Her father had died when she was only a few
months old. Her mother took her to Burma and placed her in a
Temple where she was trained as a religious dancer.

When only fourteen vears of age she fell in love with a distinguished
British cofficer whe wvisited the [Temple at & moment ¢f an smmual
Buddist festival. She escaped from fhe Tomple, found him at the
capital, and eventually married kim.

This man, from what she told me, held a very distingnished positien,
representing England in a high official capacity; at the death of his
father he became a peer and for many years was 8 distinguished
member of the House of Lords.

Two children were born, a bay and a girl, but the marriage
to be anything but happy; her explanaticn was that her husband be-
came ¢old and indifferent to her, she grew to hate him, and from that
o haie the counlry ke belomged lo and everyihing English,

Her lirst tragedy was the death of her little oy, She had reason to
supposa that he had heen poisoned by a gardener whao distiked her.
She could not have the man arrested as he had emnplayed a plant
poison that had left no trace in the body, but in 2 moment of foily he
had boasted 1o her maid that he had had his revenge.

As her husband would 1ake no action, she took his revolver, which

uad



CONFESEIONE: MEMOIRS OF A MODERN SEER 249

was ahways loaded, seizad an opportunity of meeting the gardensr
alone, told him what she intended to do, and shot him through the
head as he threw himself on his kmees to beg for mercy.

Her rusband's high position saved her from being arrested ; tot she
was compelled to leave Burma.

Her husband refused to accompany her ; taking her little danghter
with her she bid him good-bye and never heard from him wgain.

The little gir? died in a convent in Amsterdam a few months later,
Free from a]l tiss she turned to Paris to tempt fortune as so many
women have done before her.

The few bitz of jewellery she had socn went in her fruitless efforis to
get work as a dancer among the music halls,

Dancing was the only thing she knew or could do, yet in the early
stages of her carcer she could not get an engagement of any kind
whatever.

It was about this time T meat her. 1 was walking home one night
from a meeting organized by an English woman for the aid of the badly
treated cats and dogs of Paris, when I noticed a few paces shead
aﬁ extremely graceful figure of & woman that [ could not help but
admire,

It was a hitterly cold night, the woman before me had no coat :
vanity, I thought-—women will de anything for vanity, just be-
cause she has such a graceful figura she will risk pneumeonia to show it
off.

Just then she turned into the Champs Elysées ; twenty vards ahead
stood a lighted brazier where some workmen were repairing teleplione
WITCS,

Shu; went straight {o the fire ; T could see her hald her hands towards
it as

Perbaps she is cold, ¥ thought—still, it is no business of mine., I
cannot ge to the aid of every strange woman I find in the strests of
Paris.

1 passed on; 1 had gone about a hundred feet when some of those
sentiments the English woman had used at the meeting about starving
cats and homeless dogs twisted and turned in my brain.

Can I go into my house, sit down and read the evening paper at my
cheery fireside, and be haunted by the figure of this woman warming
het fingers at a street brazier /

Just then a wisp of sleet sttuck me in the face.

I turned and went back towards the brazier ; she was still standing
there with her hands stretched fowards the fire,
heI ksu]‘;puse 1 said the wrong thing. Men always do when they try to

1n

Like a fiash she turned on me. ™ How dare you speak to me," she
snapped. " Do yon take me for 2 woman of the strests 2

] was ton cnnfused to know what I said. I apologizad most humbiy.,
Then noder those glorious eyes that blazed with scorn, I found mysulf
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begging for forgiveness and blurting out something about my sympathy
for lost dogs, cats, and the meeting I had attended.

‘This touched her sense of bummowr, " SoI'malostcat, am EP Ob
well, ;’?:1 English are always gewche; what can one expect from

" You can expect sympathy fram me,”” I gaid rapidly. I can't
leave yon here frying to warm yourself at a brazier on such a night as
thie. Have you no home? ™

“ Nol" she said and turned rapidly away.

Yes, 1 admit I followed her. I talked rapidly as T walked by her
side. I did not like to offcr her money, yet I did not like to leave her
shivering in the streets.

My house was no distance away., Would she come there and warm
herself ?

An hour Jater, after sume supper and 2 gecd many cigarettes, she
cutled np on the hearthrug and slepi till morning.

It was in this way I made the acquaintance of Mata Hari.

Some few weecks later, one afterncon she called to scec me. She
looked radiant with hope and exciiement. ** The turn in the tide has
come, as you said it would,” she lagghed. “ 1 am leaving for Berlin
to-morrow. I shall have a thousand marks a week and hotel free. Is
it not wonderful ? '

- ' How did it come aboat ¢ ™ I asked.

“ Oh, quite siraply and vet in such 2 funny way. I was giving an
exhibition test on the stage of Olympia and had been tumed down as
they said my dance was too Orieatal, too exotic. 1 was so broken-
hearted at my repeated disappoinrments in irying to get an engage-
ment that T slipped into one of the stalls at the back of the theatre
and cried my heart ont.

" Two people were sitting near me, a man and a weman, Suddenly
the woman came over and, speaking in German, said :

*“ Don't be heart-broken, hittle Friuiein, the Frenchman is a fool,
he dees not understand yvour wonderful arf, his mind counld never get
higher than ballet-skarts. Come with us t0 Berlin, you will be ap-

preciated there,
* She introdnced me to her hushand, Baron von Werthim ; we dined
t that night and many times since, Finally, he made me the

et I have mentioned. T accepted. Does my Haroscope say that
Berlin will be lucky forme 1 ™

Some time previously she had given me the date of her birth. She
was born in Java on March 31st, 1879, 1 took it out of my desk and
showed it to her.

“ Curiously enough,” 1 said, " from your Horoscope, Berlin and
Germany, as a nation, will have a great attraction for you and should
be fated to play an important role in your life. Under the rules laid
down by what is called Mundane Astrology, Germany is governed by
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Aries, the Bouse of the Planet Mars, and so are you. At the date of
your birth you had whet is known as the Sun in Aries, which will
influence you all through your life,

““ At the same time, owing to some of the aspeets in yout Horoscope,
your life will be & remarkable one, but full of tragedy.

"“The cycle vou are commencing now witl reach its climax about
October 1917, There it w3l end su same violent death for you."

sShe left for Berlin the following day,

‘The next time we met was in the Hotel de I'"Europe in St. Petersburg.
She had the most expensive suite of rooms; she emtertained latgely,
but I noticed the guests were chiefly important heads of the Govern-
ment or Staff officers in the Russien Army. The name she lived under
was Baroness von Mingen ; she was considered] extremely rich with a
weakness for deing charitable and ecoentric things,

One night very late I was finishing some writing in vy rooms in the
hotel, when the handle of the door turned and she entered.

*“ My dear friend,” she said, “ | am going to treat myself to having
a quiet hour with you—will you mind very much ?

How could any man refose ? I am glad for the reputation of the
Catholic Church that 5t. Anthony died long before Mata Hari was
born ; he was the only man, it is said, that beauty did not appeal to—
no wonder ke was made & Saint.

She looked exqgrisitely handsome in the ball dress she was wearing,
she was covercqd with jewels, with 2 megniticent row of pearls round
ker gshapely throat.

" The German stage seems to be a luerative profession,” 1 said,

“ The World’s stage pays still better, my friend.”

Then she told me an extraordinary story. O her arrival in Berlin
she. had found that na theatrical engagement awaited her.

Instead the Baron had installed her in the private hotel run by the
International Spy Lepariment of the German Secret Service.

It was gradually instilled into her mind that her beaunty, her talents,
Ler knowledge of languages would be lost in an ordinary stage career
as a dancer, but thut as * a diplomatic investigator ” she would have
a wonderinl career,

" For three months she went through every day 2 systematic training
in the generzl palitical aims of the leading countries of the world.
Naval and military plans were given tc her to copy, she was also
instructed in deciphering secret codes, also how to make them, and
bow 1o send and receive messages by Morse signals.

She wag invited by high officials to watness {ield days, army displays,
and many of the important Conrt ceremonies.

The Kaiser himself had been specially graciaus to her on many
cccasions, the result being that she conceived an admiration for
Germany and everything German that became as fanatical as the
devotion of any convert to a new religion.

" How did yor obiain your title ¢ ” I asked.
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“‘I am supposed to be the widow of a rich German Baron,” she
laughed. * If you should be tempted to make ingairies at the German
Lagation here, or in any other country, yon will find my papers are
quite in order ; further, you will get the information that my late
hnsband and myself are only interested in chariable work and in the
promotion of International Peace.”

* And the end of it all will be,” [ said sadly, " that if war ever does
come, vou will be shot somewhere * At Dawn © as a GGerman spy.

“* Yes,” she nodded, ' I have mever forgotten your prediction ifur
October 1917, but believe me or not, as you wish, the life I have chosen
is well worth the misk.

“* Espionage ' is the greatest game of all,” she went on ; " it is the
battle of brains on the chess-board of life, a game in which even the
humblest spy plays a hand in the destiny of Empires.

" Think af it ye little people content ta live in the monotony of * an
eat, drink, and sleep existence.’” The end for you may ke a marble
cross in some village churchyard, a feww wreaths, or an obituary notice
prubably paid for out of the money vou left some poor relation.

* Some penny journal, if vou were 2 aharehnlder may E.Etﬂl the good
you did your couniry. A year later your ' proud country * may {orget
your very name. Think of the wockery of it all }

* For us, spies, life has no illusions, We know the gold we gain
15 tainted, We have not to delude ourselves that we are honest
shap-kespers who have never cheated our neighbour, added water to
children’s milk, chalk to flour, or damped sogar to gain an extra penny
a ponnid.

“ Believe me, the money we make is just as clean—if making
money can ever be called clean—we sell our brains for the highest
price, i we sometimes EEH. lives—deon't forget we as often sell our
own-but in thet cuse " Shot at Dawn ' capcels the promussory
notes,

“ For us there is no grassy mound in some village churchyard, no
cross of marble—a bed of quick-lime is cur shroud--a number ina
prison yard-—our reward,

* For us there is no brevet of Merit, no Legion d"Honeur, as for the
soldier who killed all he could hefore he fell in glory. The bomb-
throiwer, or the gas chemist can be honoured by their grateful country.
The treacherons mine-maker who burrows under ground, who blows
up whole regiments by the press of a buttan, can ba decorated or
receive columns of praige for bravery.

" Our Dbituary Notice is & propagandza of lies, the country we have
served demies having employed us, denies having paid us, denies that
they bought ns withk their gold or tricked us into service.

" For us there is no appeal—ne friend to come forward to testify
how well we obeyed orders.

“ As we have worked in silence—40 we monst die in silence."

She had made me shudder with the bitterness af her words.
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“ The picture you paint is terrible,” I said. “ For (rod’s sake give
the whole thing up.”

‘! Spies never give up,” she retorted. ™ No gambling faver, no drug
that was ever invented hes such a held.

“ No," she interrupted savagely, *' don't tell me [ can marry and
settle down. I tried it once—what did it give me ? A husband who
used me as a plaything, whe gave me two children, and then did not
care if we starved or went to hell.

“ Marriags is good emough for the cabbage type of woman—all
leaves and no heart. In her toern she is it food for the caterpillarg who
crawl on her—who eat her—and who desert her when there is nothing
left but the stalk,

“ Don’t preach to me of love—it exists solely in the egotistical
Lrains of fuddied fools, Friendship, camaraderie, passion, between
men and women, if you like. Beyond this there is nothing but sex-
warjare that Imows neither armistice nor peace,

“ The one caresr that wornan can excel in-=is that of the professional
spy. In thisall her natural qealities can find full scope. Her powers as
an actress, ber love of intrigur, her desire for wealth, dissimmulation, her
intuition, her inberent gift of lying, her art of thieving, her innate
curiosity, her snake-like body, her beauly, and lastly—her sex.

“One of the maxims of the German Secret Service is * Tha only
perfect epy is a perfect woman provided she bas no heart,” ™

" You must be perfecticn,” I could not help sayving under my
breath,

She had either heard or read my thoughts.

“T am,’” she frankly admitted, *“and yet with the weakness of
the woman in me I wanted to unbirden my thoughts to someone
—to somecne I eould trnst—that is why I hawe come ta you to-
night.

" God only knows when we may meet again, 1 am leaving Russia
in the mermng, bet my good friend, i our paths should cross in the
future, I will always come and tell yon if T am stil sucoessinl ag a
woman spy.”

COur pathe did not again cross until a few months before the cutbreak
of the (rreat War.

The telephone bell rang in my room, the voice of Mata Har sounded
very clear and distinct. Her voice like her face she was able to change
at 8 moment’s notice to snit any part she might be playing. Her
own naturel voice was soft, deep-toned, with & curions cadence of
sadness about it that once heard one could never forget.

“*Cheiro,” "' the voice said, * I am in Londen for a few days. Come
and dine to-night at the * Savoy.” There will be one other man, but
an interesting study for you.”

“ A stody, in what way 7 '’ I asked.

Along the wire came thaf same low, curious laugh that she used

when she was pleased with something she had accomplished.
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“ A study in love,” came the answer. * Surely nothing could be
more interesting for yoe.”

“ Ate you caught at last, Mata 7 ™"

" Come and judge for yourself,” she purred. ' I hardly kmow what
to say. Lowve is such a wonderful thing, it tales so many forms and
thapes.”

”PB“?.]].E' shall 1 ask for when I arrive at the * Savoy?””

" Baroness von Mingen, of course. Do you think 1 change my
namne as often 89 I de my dresses 7

At eight o'clock I presented myself al her suite of rooms,

Az 1 came down the corridor, [ amuseq myself trying to picture what
this wonderful iover of hers would belike. Her remark on the telepbone
abont “ many forms and shapes * had decidedly ronsed my curiesity.
1 was prepared to meet anything from a dwasf to an elaphant, but T
was hardly prepared for the surprise that awaited me.

It was midsummer, the blinds had not yvet been drawn, the by
sunset gleayning across the Thames had twrned London into & city of

Id,

Enl.nst in admiration stood before me one of the most prominent men
in French politics. One of those few really great men that France has
created ic recent ‘years.

He tumned round as I crossed the room, he recognized me. We had
met several times in Paris when { was running the paper L'Ensdenie
Cordiale that I have allnded {o in & previous chapter,

“ Jost to think of meeting you here,” he sald, as he cordially shook
my hand. * But of course it i1s natural that you know our charming
bostess on accoumt of her wonderful work for international goodwill
among nations,

" What a wonderful woman, is she not ? * he rattled on. " Just to
think of the good feeling that has sprung up between France and
Englarnd and also with Germany since that night yon and I met at the
banquet given to the late King Edward on his visit to Paris in 1903,
1t is women like our hostess who have done so much to bring all this
about. Baroness von Mingen may, it is true, be 2 German by matriage,
but she is an Angel of Peace by birth.”

I had no dme te answer, { could only lock at this remarkable man
and wonder—wonder at the metamorphosis that love can make when
it touches the heart and brain of men whp are suppased to be as hard
as stone.

When I had first met this man, be was so French that the very
mention of Gerruany was enough to give him a fit of apoplexy. As for
England, she had always been * la perfide Aibion ™' in his eyes, so much
sor that persons of all shades of politics had asked how muck he was
bribed to attend the banguet to King Edward.

Just then © the Angel © enlered,

11 T had thought her handsome that last time T saw her in 5t. Peters-
burg, how could I describe her now. 1 can only say that if ever an
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angel had came down to earth and got dressed by Parisian masters of
art—it was the woman who entared the room at that moment.

Being nearer to her she greeted me almost affectionately as an old
friend, but T was merely a foil, a prelude, a symphony in B Flat for the
greeting she guve the French politician.

Zhe did not walk—she glided across the carpet to him, Her glarious
eyes—made no doubt more brilliant by an extra drop of belladonna—
shone with a radiance almost divine.

She stretched out Lotk hands. He stooped and kissed them as
devotedly a3 he would have done the hands of a saimdt.

“ Mon chey awi," was all she said, but those three words vibrated
with such apparent emotion and meaning, that the poor Frenchman
looked for a moment quite weak about the knees,

Then I learned that in answer to her telegram, he had risked his
life by coming in an aeroplane from Paris, and such things were a risk
in those garly days of fying.

She rewarded him by a cocktail of absinthe made by her own hands,
and we sat down to dinner.

What a dinner it was! As a compliment to her gaest, everything
was French ; in fact, she told him the frogs’ legs—and the snails—had
come over by aercplane—perhaps the very one that had brought him.

“ Mown LDex,” she sighed. ' If all had creshed together—what a
mess [

“ But why have gloommy thoughts # 7 she added quicldy, seeing his
look of horror.  * God is so good, life is so beautiful, disaster could not
happen to any frierd of mine—I Bear their names in my prayers each
night to the Throne of Grace.”

The dinner, like all good things, came to an end. The waiters had
disappeared, we Lit our ciparettes and mowved out fo the chairs on the
balcony,

The wine, her beautifel words, the sceme below us, the Thames
sweeping silently out to the sen, the last rays of light tunching the
dnme of 5t. Paul's, gilding its Cross with gold, all conspired to give
ane a feeling of peace with oneself and with homaunity in general,

It the Ilrenchman’s face looked benign before dinner, it now wore a
expression of satisfied beatitude, sormething Hke what one szes on a
fat priest's face when he breaks his fast after the midday Mass.

* Yes,” Mata went on, '* 1 know my dreams of Universal Peace will
be realized before long. I know it is coming. As you are such good
friends of mine, I will trust you with a secret. Only last week when
interviewing the Kaiser for his subscription to the Internationat Red
Cross, I fonnd him in his study taking down the picture of Germany's
earliest battleship and hanging in ifs place an illuminated text. What
do you imagine were the words 2 '

We leaned forward breathlessly.

“ They were : * I will turn their swords into plonghshares and their
battleships into Noah's Arks."”
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*“ Mon Dizw! how wonderfnl,'” the Frenchman said,

. Then in his tuwrn he confided that the Minister of War had such a
deficit in his Budget that certain stores had ran out, that the Army
had not epough boots ta last three months, that the new rifle had not
been supplied, and that famous gas which had been tried on a fleck of
sheep and killed them in a mement could not be manufactured in any
quamtity, as it was too dangerons to bandle,

“As [ said,” Mata whispered, *' ail is making for international
peace. What a glorions place this world will be to live in in the next
few years.”

It is due to noble women like you, Madame, that all this has
come about,” the Frenchman said. “ The English have a true pro-
verh : * The hand that rocks the cradle mles the world,' ™

Asg the conversation had now turned to cradles and from that might
turn o babies, I thought it was time for me ta leave,

She stepped cut on the landing to bid me good-bye.

“ My Frenchman is very much in love, don't you think sa? ' she
la .
" ¥Yes," I replied. ‘' But why did you have me at the dinner 7
‘" Becarse,'’ she Janghed, ™ I am an actress et heart and must have
an sudience, Good-bye—don’t forget me in October 1015."

But perbaps the most dramatic experience I had in connection with
Mata Hari was a strange encounter with her activities in Ireland
towards the end of the War. T had run up to Dublin fo pass a few
hours thers and attand to some business. About seven o'clock one
evening I went into a rather third-rate restaurant in the shipping
district of the Liffey.

T was just imshing some tea and toast before I started home, when
I noticed at the other side of the restaurant a decrepit Irish peasant
wornan, about to finish her meal. After she had paid her hill she
[ocked across at me in a wistful lonely kind of way, as if the wanted to
ask something. Then she got up and came over to my table and said,
ir a broad Irizsh brogue—rather that of the South of Ireland : * Sure,
gir, an’ can you tell me what time o’ day it is? " I pulled out my
watch and said: *“ My good woman, it 15 now seven-thirty.” It
appeared to distress her, ‘" Sure, sir,” she said sharply, * row thin
::Enh 1 Eﬂél I ;Iﬂ.ill for the South that is to be leaving I{ingsh:ridge at
E_" t nl [ ]

I replied: * Jt'll certainly take you all your time to get there. 1
suppose the best plan would be for yvou to walk up to O'Connell Bridge
and take a tram from there to Kingabridge Station.” As I was sayi
the words I realized that she conld not possibly get there in time.
felt sorry for the poor old thing, and impulsively decided to help her.

I said quickly: " You'll never be able to get that train in time.
Where do you want togoto?

Zhe replied : '* Sure an I mnst get to Cark some time to-night and
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from there on to Kinsale, and T musi do it, OQh God, sit—if you only
Enese why I st do i1

Touched by the agonized look on her face I zaid : “ My car is at the
door. It wall not take me far out of my way. Jump in and I'll get you
there in time.”

“ Sure—an’ may the good Lord bless you,” she said, in her quaint
Irish brogue, and piclking up her bundle, which was that of an Irish
peasant, she and I went out to the car and were guickly racing to
Kingsbridge, to the station,

She bad a refurn third class ticket, i put her in a compartment. As
I 52id grod-bye and tumed away, the woman leaned out of the window,
and in a very soft voice called me back, With & sweet sinile she said :
“* Cheiro,’ my dear, I am so glad vou did not recognize me. It gives
me inplicit confidence o my disguise.,” For a moment [ wwas dumb-
founded. It was none other than Mata Hari.

The next morning she reached Kinsale, and as far as anyone can
follow the story, she was talken off by a coliapsible boat and picked up
by a German submarine waiting off the coast, which took her to Spain.
From there she could easily hzve escaped. She knew the police of all
countries were now watching for her. Instead, however, she risked her
Jife by returning to France. She went straight to the trenches near
Verdun, whera she again took up ber role as a dancer.

One night she slipped across the trenches into the German lines,
but she had been watched and followed, When she returned she was
placed under arrest, transferred to Puris, tried and sentenced to the
death of a spy.

One dismal moming in October 1917 she met her fate to the year and
the month of my tragic prediction. Actress and soldier of fortune io
the last, she refused to be blindfolded, kissed her hands to the soldiers,
and met her fate with a smile vn her lips,



CHAPTER XLII

I VIEIT MONTE CARLO TO PROVE MY EYETEM OF NUMEERS. ITE
ASTECLOGICAL FOUNDATION

FTER a long journey in Russia, I concluded I would give my

nerves a much-needed rest, 53 being in the south near Odesea,

I took the Black Sea route for Europe, stopped 2 few days off
Constantinople, and finally found myself in Genoa,

After a good rest in Ttaly, I thought 1 would like to try a new form
of excitement, o 1 let mysel! drift inte that maelstrom of humanity
that circies and surges round the tables at Monte Carlo,

There was, however, & method in my madness. I wanted to see for

myself if that strange law of numbers that I have sa often alluded to
in my books wonld bave any practical meamng when applied to the
numbers of roulette,

It may sorprise some people to hear that it can be amply demon-
strated that this extraordinary game, which to many conveys no
meaning to their ears, except that of a gambling idea that has no equal,
15 1n reality a wonderfully thought out system, whose base rests on
astrological knowledge.

Without geing into ton much detail which might prove confusing
to the majority of my readers, 1 will just peint out a few of the leading
peculiarities about roulette which go far o prove my contention,

Why were the 36 numbers and a zero placed round the circum-
ference of the wheel ?  Add the zero to the 36 and you will immediately
have the answer. [f will Mhen represent the 360 degrees of the earih’s
Lodiac,

The four-pointed cross by which the wheel s turned corresponds in
its turn to the four cardinal points of the Zodiac, and to the four
divisions of the year.

MNo matter what way one may add the numbers that lie on the green
cloth together {(which even by its very colour—green—represents
vegetation or the earth) one can only get the nwnber g as a total,
which is in itself the exact number of the planzis of our Solay System.

In ali cocult studies the number 7 is regarded as the " sacred ™
creative, or spiritual npumber, while the  in all cases represents the
“ material,”

It is a curious fact worth remembering that there are seven planets
that revolve on their axis through the Zodiac 7% one direction, and iwo
of the Iarthest pianets, Uranus and Neptune, that revolve on the
axis in the ﬂh_l;posite direction. The seven tones of Music represent their
" Spirit of Music "’ from which all harmony is produced, the seven
colours represent the ** Spirit of Colour ” which manifests itself in all
that relates to colour, and in passing it may be remarked that all
through the Bible the “ seven ¥ wherever mentioned always stands in
relation {a the mysterious God ferce influencing humanity,

In the most ancient rules of occplt philosophy one can find the Iaw
laid down that the number 7 is the only nnmber capabls of dividing

258
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what is called the * Number of Etarnity ™ and continuing to do so a5
long as the symbaol representing Eternity lasts, and yet at evary addition
of its division producing the number g, or in other words i} cregies the
basic sumber on which all malerialistic calculations are bl and on
which &/l human offort depends, Example.—Number I the first number
—represents the First Cavse ar Creator, while a circle or 2ero has from

time immemorial been given to reprasent the endless—or in ather
words, Eternity.

Place the 1 and this gymnbol of zero side by side as seven
divide by the * sacred nwmber,” the 4, and one obtains the number
142857, whu:h if added together to the last digit produces the number
g, or in other words, the materialistic or Earth symbol, as :

100000
L42857=27=4.

In the Book of Revelation we read the following cryptic words :

‘" Here is Wisdom. Let him that hath understanding count

the numnber of the beast : for it is the number of man ; and
his number is 666.” ({Bev. xiii, v. 18.)

Add this number together, it gives 18, and redncing it to one digit,
Y plus 8, we get the number g ™ iokch &s the number of man.”

Loolkang at the tableau of the roulette table, no matter in what way
one may add the numbers on 1t tugether, either ecross the columns
or up the columus, the total in every case is the mysterious aumber of
0, the * number of man " and the number of the planels that govarn man,

The very colanrs of the numbers given in roulette as Red and Black
convey in the most acentate symbolism the qualities of the planets
these numbers represent, namely, masculine and feminine, and fit the
foliowing series :

Moon's Number 2, 11, 20, 29 are Black (fenuinine)

Mars - g I8, 29, 36 ,, Red (mascoiine)
Venus " 6, 14, 24, 33 ,, Black (feminine)
Jupiter ,, 3, 12, 21, 30 ,, Ked (masculing)
Uranus . 4, 13, 22, 3T . Black Efn:nﬂnine}
Mercury ,, 5, 14, 25. 32 .. Red {(masculine)
Saturn y 8, 17, 26, 35 ,, DBlack {feminine)
Neptune ,, 4 76, 25, 3¢ ,, Red {masculine)
Sun 1g, 28 ,, Red {masculine)
The numher 10 of the Sun 12 Black (feminine)
And the Zaro . . .-, Black {feminine)

The numbers given above as belonging to the nine planets are no
fantasy of modern tiroes, but have been handed down to man as
representative of the varions planets.

In those far-off ages, certain sects of men devoted their lives to these
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gtudies. Such men wera tha zbsolnte masters of the occult or hidden
meaning ¢f numbers, both in their application to Timz and in their
relaticn to human life. We cannot forget thaf it was the angient
Hindus who diseovered what is known as * the procession of the
Equinoxes,” and in their calenlation they worked out that such an
cccurrence takes place every 25,850 years. Our modern science with
all its advantages of mechanical devices has after endless Iabour only
proved that the discovery of this anment pecple was correcd in ruvery
darbicular.

How, or by what means, {hese wonderful students of the heavens
were ahle to arrive at such a caleulation has never been discovered,
but their decision as to this remarkable ocenrrence has bheen handed
down to uz from the mest remote ages and by our modaern appliances
been proved correct. It is, therefore, not illogical fo accept the idea
that they may have been as equally right in the nombers they gave to
each planet and in some mystericus way intimately related to them.

It wonld not he appropriate for me in a bock cf this nature to set
out the argnments that can be raised in favour of the theory that the
Sun, Moon, and other planets influence not only the smallest action
of our lives, but also the vibrations of the tiniest molecules of matter.
It has recently been demonstrated by scientists that electrons in the
atorn revolve at 2 speed of 1800 revolutions per second.,

As even the greatest sceptic of such things is forced to admit the
influence of the Moon on the tides of the ocean and on the brain of
lanatics, he is also forced to admit when a conjunction of the San and
Moon occors in some particular Jongitede and lutitude thut the highest
tides must take place. Following this line of argument, it is not illogical
to assume that when the conjustction of dlanels acowrs, say divectly aver
Monte Carlo, that all things, even the suecession of nutnbers coming
from the roulette wheel, may also be affected.

Briefly working on this idea, and caleulating the conjunctions and
aspects of the planets for an exact period such as one hour at Monie
Carlo, T was able after a little time to work out with cansiderable
accuracy the probable ran of numbers that would mest eccur during
an hour on a given day when 1 went to the "' tables.”

It would take too much spage end perhaps be wearying to the
majority of my readers if I went more deeply into this subject in such
a book of Memoirs. T can, however, state and withont fear of con-
tradiction, as I have kept the records, that after considerable praciice
T was able 16 gain on an average about 5000 francs ({200) during the
hour that 1 had selected 10 play.

‘I'o do this, however, day after day was no easy matter | the working
out of the calculations that were necessary, together with the nervous
tension irvolved, became so great, that I confess I was rather giad
wnen the period of my self-imposed test was ended and I said e revos?
to that *' mile square bit of earthly Paradise * called Monte Carlo.

I have sqid, [ think, sufficient to show the astralogical connection
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that may be found between numbers in themselves and the famous
game of roulette—but I specily as played at Monle Carln, {or there is
ne place in the world where this game is played with more fairness or
under such pood conditions.

It cerfainly took me a month of real hard work to finally demonstrate
with snccess that one can work ont the relation between the numbers
given by roulctte and Astrology, but I must warn those who think
such an idea is an ensy way of making moncy that unless they are
armed with an equally wall thought ont system of progression in
connection with the amount they are prepared to stake, there is no
system that will enable them to win, for the financial side of the game
has been as cleverly thought out as is the game iiself,

The real origin of rouleite can be traced back to the cousin of Mah
Jongg, who invented the farmous Chinese game of that name that
recently became such a vogne in Eurcpe and Americz. It is said that
hc taught renlette to a Jesuit priest in Mongolia, who brought it back
with him to Frasce, where it was reconstructed inte its present form
by a2 monk whao discovered the seeret of the game by his knowledgs of
Astrology as I will set out in the following chapter. France claims
that it was invented by her celebrated mathematician, Pascal, who
was the originator of the accepted Theory of Probability. I howewer
consider that the story of the monk is the more likely of the two.



CHAPTER XLIII

THE LEGEND OF MOKRTE CARLO~—-THE SEECRET THAT WAI LO3T

WILL now tell ** The Legend of Monlte Carlo.” I received it

from a good old priest who lived no great distance from the

Casino, and I have every reason for believing that this story is
the correct one.

Long before Monte Carlo was ever heard of, so the story runs, it
was an unknown hamtet in the bankrupt Principality of Monaco, and
far up in the mountains overlooking it stood an also equally bankrupt
monastery.

The good monks prayed the good Lord day after day and night
after night for money Lo carry on their work, but the goed Lord, in His
wisdom, up te then had only seen fit to augment year by year their
Rock of impoverished peasants, and the day was not far distant when
the monastery would be scized for debt and the good monks turned out
to the mercies of a cold and heartless world.

Unahle ta endnre the suspense any longer, one evening after Vespers
the monks went in a body to call on the Head of the monastery
::1::. impress on him that it was his duty to see that something should be

onhe.

This important personage, who was ta them a kind of a semi-god,
the oidest of them afl, lived apart in the top of cne of the towers, as
near Heaven ag he conld possibly get.

All day he studied old manwscripts and books, at night he studied
the stars, and berween 1the two he had losi the confidence of his 1n-
tariors, far he also, ltke God, did not seem to Hsten to their prayers
and had alsc closed his eves to the rapidly diminishing size of their
warsts,

The evening they climbed to his wppermost abode, they found him
in the best of good humour, playhully turning & curious-locking wheel
and jotting down figures on a paper beside him,

The good monks were, of conrse, terribly shocked—so much so,
they could hardly speak. When they did, they all spoke at once, but
the ald mank turned from them and went on spinning his whesl,

At iast, when they had tired themselwes ont, he heard their story.

He asked how much money they needed by the end of ihe year.

" Une hundred thousand francs,” ikey all gasped with one voice,

* A mere bagatelle,” he smiled. ‘' Come {0 me on the first day of
the year and you shall have it.”

When they had gone, the old monk, still smiling, packed his wheel
in a vag, put his papers in his pocket, and the next day descended
fror the monastery, took the narrow path down the mountain, and
befare long might have been seen wending his way towards a smuil
Testanrant that lay under the shadow of the castle of Monaco, kept by
- Iﬁf I.mawg 1::; Mongieunr Blanc.

nsleur € wias not 8 seccesafn] man, but he wag epterprising ;
hehadﬂmwthingnftheartisgtinhiicompositiun, hrhﬂlﬂbﬂﬂt
263
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hig little café in one of the loveliest spots in Nature, believing with the
true artmtic spirit that some day Nature would call her worshippers
there to revel in her beauty, and when they had fed their eyes, he
worald feed their stomachs, and then his fortune would be made,

Alas 1 like many other artists, Monsieur Blanc had been a little too
premature in his dreams. Nature’s worshippers had not heard her
call. No railway bad yet gone farthar than Nice and the solitary
¢oach that passed only occasionally deposited a visitor at his door.

Up above him in his lonely castle, the Prince of Monaco was nearly
'i';s_ pg-::r as himself, and being poor, perhaps as rarely saw a visitor at

is door.

Monsiesr Blane received the old monk rather dubiously : monks
generally came to beg, and he was not in a very charitable mood that
that day.

Imagine his surprise when the black-robed stranger shook him by
the hand and said, “ Men cher Monsieur Blang, 1 have come to bring
you & fortunc, I have come to make you the wealthiest man in the world,
I have come 10 make of this place flie Mecca of the carth.”

Monsieur Blane at first thomght that his wisitor was an escaped
tinatic, but as the little restanrant was empty, he perhaps thonght be
rnight as well waste his fime with a lunatic 2s to hawve no one to talk
g20. They sat down at a little iron-topped table in the window, and
over a glass of red wine he let the oid man talk.

““Monsieur Blanc,”' he said, waving his hand towards the window,
“ look at the beanty of 1hai exquisite scene beneath as, and mot a
person here to appreciate it but our own two selves.”

Monsienr Blanc nodded his head. e had often thought the same
thing himself.

" Well,” the old monk continued, * what we want here is something
that will draw people—u magnet charged with the greatest of ali
human attructions, a magnet whose lines of ferce will radiate nocth,
south, east, and west. Yes, a magnet to draw people and to hold
them here when they come.”

" ¥es, mon cher Monsieur Blane,” continued the monk, * yon nearly
had the same idea when vou built your restanrant. You thought you
would draw people by their stomacha, but there are {co many other
restazurants in competition—and you forget, cher Monsieur, that there
is another magnet even more strong than the stomach.”

“ What is it ? " Monsieur Blanc asked.

" The pocket,” the old man quickly replied.

Monsieur Blane had, in spite of himself, become interested. Thare
was something in the monk's philosophy thaet appealed to his reason.

“ o on, Father,' he said, * tell me some more about your magnet.”

** Ah cher Monsieur,” the monk went on, " Nature is a strange
goddess. T have had time to study her ways and in return she has
teld me something of her secrets. She plays with man as a waman
plays with her lover. She kisses him one mement and ruins him the
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next, She brings to life in order to kill, She gives in order to take,
Is it not so, cher Monsienr ?

Monsieor Blanc did not know what to reply, and the old man
continued.

' Man is vain, Mansienr Blane. He thinks he has intelligence, but
Kature has onty given him enough to Hluminate his own stupidity.

" Man pretends he worships God, but it is cnly to gsin something
from HLIII. that he goes down upon his kuees, he would even steal from
his God if he only kpew that he would net be found out.

“ No, believe me, Monsienr Blane, man does not worship either
Nature ar God. I he did this little paradise here would be crowded
to its seachore and your little place would be a temple and not a
cafe.”

“ But I don't want a temple, my good friend,” Monsicur Blanc said.

“ I knaw you don't, cher Monsicur, but you thall have one all the
same—and your temple will do great good to the world as well Tf
will humble the rich, it will raise the peoor, it will epconrage Art ;
Music will find ber home here among these gardens, Painting will
have galleries built for her among these rocks. Thousands who
have never seen Nature at her best will one day from here lock inio
bker eyes for the first time—end if you never did more than that,
Monsieur Blane, you would even then have done a great deal ™

“ But Ivow is all this to be dene ? 7 Monsieur Blanc asked,

** Oh, so easily,” the old man smiled, ' that yon wonld never have

d it—it is only a game, Monsiear Blanc—only a game, DBut let
us not forget that ali life is but a game and men and women but stupid
pizyers.”

Opening his valise, he drew omt his cloth and roulette wheel and
explained bis inventivn. He ncxt showed how mathematically he
had culeulated all the chances, and how all were, in the end, s favour
of the bank.

" The gambling instinct,” he went on to say, “is, In the human
family, the strongest of all eutside of self-preservation,

" You gambied,” he continned, ** when yon staked your money on
this little restaurant. The respectable shopkeeper in London gambles
when he chooses Oxford Strect instead of Regent Sirect for his shop
Every man gambles, even when be takes a woman to be his lawiud
wile., All pamble! Nations on navies, Kings on arnmies, it is the one
active principle of life and without it there would be stagnation,

“In the case of my invention, cher Monsieur,” he continued, * it is
the most honest gambis of all. Most people anly get * even chances '
in life, but here you can give a thirty-five to cne chance against any
one chosen number tamning up, and if this should be too much for the
pleyer's mind {e grasp, or if he should be so religicus that he would
not like 1o take such advantage of your generosity, then he can console
his conacience on the even chances of black and red, just as he knows
he does an the everyday affalrs of life,
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" Yes, Monsieur, you hawve the magnet here fo draw all ciasses.
You appeal to the strongest instinet of all.

* Lastly, it is only a toy—a plaything——and remernber, cher Monsieur,
all human beings love toys. When they are young they have them
given {o them and when they are old Hey fay for them tﬁamsa!uns

Ha then spun the roulette wheel, Monsieur Blanc put counters on
the different numbers and the other combinations, atwd as he sometimes
won and somstimes lest, he marvelled at the monk’s marvellous
financial combination which was calculated to soch a nicety that,
although periectly fair to the players, resulted in giving & percentage
to the bank of, an average, 13 to 2 por cent on every transaction.
Although apparently such a small percentage in the favour of the bank,
each bour’s play would bring in such a profit that was undreamt of in
any other buziness.

Monsicur Blanc was enchanted with theidea. At last in a hesitating
voice he said @ “ Tcll me, Father, what will be your terms if I agree
to start this wonderful game ¢ v

“ My good Monsieur Blanc,” the monk answered, “ riches have no
meaning in my eyes ; it is only for the good of my monastery T have
worked out this idea. Ewvery year the claims on my litile community
become heavier and heavier, and it is only to enable us to carry on
our good work that [ would give vou this plan.

“But I am not gomg to ask you for comunissions or regular per-
centage on the profits you will make, for that wouald be a bunden 3
would be placing on you, and it would have the effect of making my
community so rich that those wha came after me might cease to work,
for money too easily got, &reeds laziness, elen among the best.

“ No, mon cher Monsicur, my terms will be easier than vou think,
They will be as follows—at the close of every year when I have the
accounts of {he monastery brought before me, I will see what the debt is
we have to face. I will come down to your casine (dressed as a civilian}
and I will have the right to go to your bank and draw the amount of
capital T will tegmire (but don't look frightened, cher Momnsienr, T will
only require it as a loan). With this capital, which apain will be only
the quarter of the sum we will be in need of at the end of eny year, 1
will play my system, and in one evening E will gain the amount required
for our debts, plus the amount I may have berrowed from your :
Before leaving, I will repay vour bank whatever amount it how
advanced and I will return to my monastery with the balance,

" When my life comes to a close, as it shortly will, I <hall baqueath
my system 1o my successor, he will do the same at the end of
vear, and his successor after him, and so on year after year, We will
have the satisfaction of looking down from our windows and seeing
these barren rocks becoming covered with gardens.

“ Beantiful villas will be buiit elong the slopes of these wild
mountaing, the milway will be bronght here and trains will come from
all parts of Europe.
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“ Music will make her home here, and the paintings of gzeat masters
will be hung in your galleries. Taxation will be unknown, the limenta-
tions of the poor will not be heard in your streets, pilgrims will coms
from all parts of the world to your Mecca of gold, but they will be
rich pilgrims, Monsiear Blanc—and as pilgrims always leave some
sonvenirs i ther pilgrimage bebind them, so will vour rich pilgrims
leave their wealth and their jewels with you, in return for the new
sensation your enterprise will give them.

* Some will be humbled while others will be exalyed, some will come
in poverty and leave in wealth, some will laarn lessons that ne ather
sthool could teach themn, and lastly, thongh some may lose, Monsieur
Blanc wifl gain always. Dost thou like the picture, cher Mongieur ¢ ”

*

Within a montk Monsieur Blane had already started with the first
table of ronlette in his little restaurant under the grey walls of the
rastle of Monaco.

Carriages and diligences loaded with passengers soon came in daily
from Nice, Cannes, Mentone, and [taly ; in a few months the 1'.L.M.
Railway asked the Prince of Monaco for a concession to carry their
line through ; villas sprang up as in a night, and large hotels began
laying their foundations,

The then semi-bankrupt Prince of Monaco woke from a nightmare
of poverty to a day-dream of wealth, He gave Monsieur Blanc a
concession of land for a new casino in Monte Carlo, on the consideration
of a royalty to be paid to his family for ever,

Then an alliance was brought aboui. The princely house of Monaco
became joined with the lowly house of Blanc, in “ the holy bonds of
matrimony.” Monte Carlo became the magnet of the world—the
old monk’s prophetic vision had becorne a reality.

Meanwhile, the Jittle monastery high up in the mountains had also
gone zhead ; at the end of every year the old Superior had always the
money to meet its debts. The rare flowers in the garden could now be
distilled and their perfume sent to all parts of theearth ; old monks had
no longer to die in poverty or hope for the charity of an ungrateful world.

And when the Angelus tolled at sunsct, the prayers that rose from
that monastery on the hill, were so full of gratefulness and heartfelt
thanks that I can imagine the harps of Heaven grew silent for a
moraent to fet them pass,

Alas! that it shonld he 50 in this world of change, this ** abiding
place " where no happiness can last for long, the days of the old
Superior were nambered, the sands in Life's hour giass were running
out.

1t had bern with slow and laboured steps bhe made at the end of one
of his years his last journey to the casino, and when the needed money
was won, the weight of the gold was so heavy that dawn was breaking
when he at last again reached the monastery. ,
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Eooling upward with a prayer of thankiulness on his trembling lips,
he read his own approaching end in the fading stars that were extin-
gwished one by one with the approach of another day. *' I, teo, musk
appaint another to fake my place,” he murmured, as he opened the
side gate that led him towards his abode,

With a quiet sigh of relief he paid over the money, but as the monks
filed away with cheerful faces, he called tme back and closed the door.

The one his choice had fallen on was Father Ambrozge, a man about
middle age, hut so handsome that had he not been 2 monk, the goddess
of Fartune herself might have given up her throne 1o follow his fate.

Fatber Ambrose had also studied Astralogy, he was such a gond
mathematician that ** the stars in their courses ” conld not err far him
in the fraction of a second in a cycle of time. The old Superior had
vften thought of him in his chreice of a snccessor—and so the moment
bad come at last for the secret he beld so dear to his beart to be given
to anaother.

Up there in the silence af the hills, day after day, and month after
month, broken only by the hours of devotion, the old monk! taught
the younger one his wonderful system.

As he had made the game, based on Astrology, he alone conld teach
the conjunctions and combinations of the planets that produced
certain effects oo anvnate and mammate things, whose shightest
vibration changed the colours of flowers, the thoughts of men, and
aftected the formation of the hardest rock in the very depths of the
earth itself,

One svening, when all had been taught, when etror of judgment had
been made impossible—the vow was given—he vow ¥ keep fhe secred
snviolgie—ilo kecp §4 until the foolsteps of deaih came near enough o warn
Reme 18 wons teme o pass hes drust on o another.

Father Ambrose, with trembling lips, taak the vow.

The 1ast rays of sunset lit the Mediterranean with gold and purple
and blue, the approaching night stoed stilt for 4 moment to watch the
light quivering through the windows of the monastery, then the gold
and the blue faded away and fke purdic majesty of deqth came inlo
tis purm.

The year was again coming to a close ; the monks had passed their
acconnts to Father Ambrose, and many an anxious thought went
round as 1o whether the secret had been passed on to him—the secret
that pald their debts on the first day of every year.

‘The new Superior seemed the leagt worried of ull. His duties had
always been carried out to the letter of the law, and nnder his rule the
monastery had gained in many ways, even better than when the old
monk was at its head.

Towards night, a man in correct evening dress with 2 dark Inverness
tloak thrown across his shoulders, might have been seen leaving the
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side gate of the monastery and, with long vigorous strides, making his
way down the narrow, twisted meountain path towards the casine of
Mante Carlo that lay like a glittering jewel far down below.

Being the last night of the old year, light-heartedness and gaiety
ruled supreme. The restaurants and hotels, gay with flowers and
brilliamt with light, vied with one another in their many-sided attrac-
{ions, music foated throwgh the air and rose and fell as if keeping time
to the ripple of the waves of the Mediterranean's tideless seq.

Men in evening dress and women rohed like queens, passed and re-
passed throngh tha gardens and the streets.

Poets, philozsopbers, politicians, fnanciers, Jews, and Gentiles, every
description of mankind jostled and joked and were happy together,

Wonen of all grades and from gll paris of the earth—ihe dark, the
fair, the ngly, and the beautiful, wore their jewels as lightly as they did
their smiles, Money seemed to have lost its value ; it appeared for a
moment-—to vanish the next.

The brilliant Yight of the casino streamed far out t0 sea; passing
ships caught its rays for a moment, shone Iike spectres and disappeared.
White gulls, like dead gamblers' =ouls, seemed to whirl and float for
cver and ever round ifs giistening dome. And below—the fluttering of
the iving maths in and out and round the tables and back again to the
glittering piles of gold.

As if he suddenly came out of the night, the tall figure of Father
Ambrose passed throngh the brilliantly lighted streets and the crowds
and passed into the casino.

He went to the bank near the doer, had a few moments’ conversation
with the caghier, exchanged a paper for a bag of moaey, end finding e
seat at one of the centre tables, without uny hesitation commenced to

Puriting the imit in gold on a set of nmmbers, he did the same with
the square, the tranaversal, the dozen, the column, and the colour of
the number. ‘" Rien ne wa plus,” the croupier cried. A moment’s
silence, then the click of the ivory ball as it fell info the pocket of the
oumber he kad chosen. It tock some moments for the croupier to pay
out the enormous amount of the winnings, and meanwhile, every cne's
eves seemed fixed on the strong face of the handsome stranger,

For him the scene seemed to have po interest.  There was no smile
of pleasure on his jips—his eyes had ne gleam of triumph.

Un again the wheel spun with again the same resul, and again and
agam without coe miss.

Then it was he sutdenly stopped and witk a pencil guickly totted
on 2 piece of paper the amount he had won. It was the first moment
that an expression passed over his iace—it was an expression of surprise.
Be had gained more than be had intended.

For him the play was over., He leaned back in hig chair while he
filled a chamois-leather bag with the gold he had won.

He had not noticed that by hiz side sat a fragile, but beautifnl-looking
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gitl—me could hardly call her a woman, she Jopked so fzir and sweet

and, in her rather simple dress, she appeared strangely out of place in
such surroimdings.

She also had some gystem and was so engrossed in her play that she
never once locked up at the handsome face besida her.

Picce by piece her money disappeared. She nevar winced or
munnumd, but steadily went on to the end.

When she came to her last gold piece, for the first time a mental
struggle want on in her mind. She turned it over in her hand and twice
Eide a movement to put it on some number, but each time withdrew

coin.

The stranger at her side had been watching her for a faw minutes—
she scemed the only thing he saw in the room. He made an effort to
Ieave and then as suddenly leaned forward and told her some number,

She did not hesitate—there was not a moment to lose—the croupier
had already hegun his “ Rien ne va . . .”" bot she had got it on, A
secont more, the hall fall—<he had won.

For a moment she seemed dazed by the pile of gold that was pushed
before her.

The stranger whispered sgain; and she put all her winnings back on
a namber, its square, transversal, column, dozen, and colour.  Che could
hear a pin drop in that moment of tension, the veins stood out like cords
on her delicate shapely throat; herlips grew as white as her face,

She hardly seemed to hear the click of the hall.

She hardly realized she had won again, and this time, 2 very large
amount.

Her white hands touched the gold, poured it icto her bag—a short,
gquick gasp camc from her Lips, she slipped from her chair and fell in a
swoon by the side of the man thot up to then she had but barely
noticed.

The stranger lifted her gently and carried her through the long
windows into the garden.

He had heard her slory, be had felt her tears of gratitude fall on his
strong hands—her face, as beantiful as that of a Madonna, was lifted
up fowards his ; her eyes were fixed on his. And such eyes—he who
had only seer the painted eyes of saints, trembled before the human
eyes of thic woman,

Asg in a dream he heard her story. A short confession it was, out
there in the garden with the vault of Heaven for a confessional, the
same old kwwan story—the waman who had lost her way in a dream,
ani when the awnkening came, Love had gone and everything had gone
with of,

Agajin it was the sama old story—why should 1 trouble to repeai it—
some strange law of affinity had brought these two together, it made of
ons a Magdalen, and the other an cutcast.
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The dawn was breaking over the sea as they wandered from the
terrace garden and reached the outslkirty of the town. At the com-
mencemnent of the winding path towards the mountains, he bede her
good-bye, then he turned again and drew Ler towards him,

Theze is something terrible about the love of a strong-willed man—

ially a man whao has passed middle life, and still mare so if he has
never loved before, It is the bursting into beaing of a new heaven and
new earth—-—the breaking up of past ideals—the shattering of the former
1dols that one thonght one worshipped apd the placing of the iree god
on the altar of one’s heart,

1t is the btk of the real that makes the traveil and the labour-pains
so intense ; this birth of the soul that sweeps everything into nothing-
ness, that one moment in existence when man can look Ambition,
Wealth, Life itself, in the face-—and reply to all #kat it is only Love that
wiatlers.

As Father Ambrosa felt this love I describe sweeping through his
veins he made up his mind.

““ I will come back to-mormow mght,” he sad.  ** [ will play tll 1
make enough money for us both tolive on.  You will give up your life.
I will give up mine. Together we will know what love means—the
love that is jealous of all things, the love for which we must secrifice all—
the love which s in dfself all.”

He never looked back, he felt he dared not.

With new vigour and new life he climbed the mountzin path to the
monastery gate.

He reached his cell as the dawn was breaking.

The monks were waiting anxiously, impatiently. Changing irto his
habit, be called themn and emptied his leather bag of gold before their
eyes. Chickly they counted it, and again the second time, it was more
than they wanted or expected to receive.

“ Are you satisfied # ¥ Fathar Ambrose asked.

" More than satizfied,” they replied.

“ And 50 am I,'" he said, as they filed out of the room and left him
alone.

Night fell ; again the sde guie of the monaste ned, again a
manlg;uﬂd there for a mﬂmelg]'t. tnt this time h&rjiigsﬁated :ﬁd his
hands trembled so nmwach he could hardly bring himself to close the
gate,

His heart and soul seemed torn in twain, he was surrendering afl that
he had cherished most, and, as he had been taught to believe, abandaon-
ing his hope of salvation,

The struggle was moere than he could bear. He sank on his knees,
but dared not pray. He attempted to make the sign of the cross, but
his arm EEEIIIEE paralysed ; he could not lift it. The words of his vow
rang through his ears and froze his brain—that vow to use till death,
the secret the old monk had taught him, not for kis own gads, dut for
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The night had got suddenly dark ; a bitter wind from the far-off:
Alps chilled hitn to the Bone. Snow already had begun to fall.

In another moment a blizzard of ice and hail raged and hissed and
blotted the twisting pathway from his view. Again he hesitated and
this time he looked back,

The chapel windows of the monastery were aglow with light, a bell
tolled softly the call to prayers. Shaking in every Limb, e dropped on
hie kness in the snow, Again he tried to pray, but oo prayer would
come. Pulling himself to his feet in 2 moment of agony he cried :

“ Even God has forsaken me. I have given up all—for what ? '"

It may have been an echo—it may have been the dalirium of his own
brain—but the answer came back from the valley below—For Love,

“ For Love,” he cried,  for Love [ have given up all,”

Staggering forward wilh his hands stretched out towards the valley,
the storm caught him in its arms—hurled hin over the precipice to his
doom ; and the sacret of Monte Carlo was lost for ever,



CHAPTER XLIV

A DEAL IN A EGUTH AFRICAN MINE. A LADY PAYS EER £Iﬂﬂ HET,
[ AM DUTWITTED HY A FRENCH ADVENTURESE

S 1 stated in the Foreword at the commencement of these
Confessians, I have no longer any teason to try te persuade
my readers of the truth of that strange study which has ghren

me the material on which 1 write these reminiscences ; and they are
not written with the object of ** converting ¥ the public te any theory
ot belief of my own,

I bhave finished ™ the span ™ I allotted myself to what I regarded as
2 kind of missicn in life. I bave consequently to-day “ no axe to
grind " in rendering my account of a strange career.

For myssif, I will ever be grateful that T was privileged to lead such
an nnnsual lifs, to meet the interesting personalities I have met, to be
allowed to come so closely and so intimately with the human side of
so many of those who came to consult me,

Although I have never posed as a philanthropist, T gladly gave my
time, and often my money to those I thought 1 could help; 1 was
always ready to sacrifice personai gain in the interest of my study ;
and perhaps hecause I did not make money my scle object, money
poured in =il the samsa, and * the bread ™ that 1 threw * npon the
waters ' was returned to me even multiplied a thousandfold.

Apart from my ordinary fees, I got edd chances of making money ;
but in every case, due to something relating to my sirange prefession,
One or twa illustrations may be of interest to my readers,

A DEAL IN A SOTUTH AFRICAN MINE

At the close of ane of my busy days in Londan, 2 pecaliar-lcoking,
wild-eyved man insisted on an interview and would not be put off by
2Ly eXcuse,

Perbaps for this reason I could not feel wvery sympathetic, sa 1
confess I tald him what I saw, without much regard as to whether he
liked the picture of hirnsslf or not.

I told kim he had risen from nothing ; had no education and very
little braims, that Fate had been unusually kind to him and had given
him chances that few men get ; that he had but one gift, the only one
that I could make out, an instinet for speculation in land and mines,
which had always brought bim money, and which he as rapidly threw
awa::; by gambles in Stocks and Shares and things he did not under-
stand.

I also told kim he was a drupkard, but with the one redecming
feature, dhat ke drank only when successfl, but thet in a few years he
wouid drink himself to death. _

At this remark he looked up for the first time, " Then I will be
successinl again,” he =ajd.

1 abnost lenghed at the longing expression of his eyes. “ Yes,” 1

2374
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said, © T am sare you will, . From what T see, Fate will give you a Jast
chance as you enter your forty-eighth year.”

“ Are you quite sure that in my farty-eighth year, my luack will

? Iy

" Yes,” I said, “* abeolutely sure.

Speaking slowly and deliberately, he looked me straight in the eyes
and went on: I was forty-eight cn the 14th of September—just a
month ago from to-day—and things have been worse than ever since
then. Do yon still hold 1o what yon said ¢ ™

I hesitated a moment and then taook another look at a certain line
that stood out clear and distinct at the forty-eighth year. I could feel
the man trembling ; myv words perhaps mezant life or death to him.
Then something scemed to possess me angd give me confidence,

" Yes,"” I answered, “ T hold to what I said—as you enter your forty-
eighth vear you will get vour last chance ; you will succeed in what-
ever your plan is, provided it is in Jands or mines.”

*" Look here, guv'nor,” he said. “ I will tell you what tha position
is. I am an Amstralian, born on the land, reared on it, and as you say,
L have made money both with land and mines. and with nothing else.
I have now been 1 London for the past eight months irying to get

interested in an option I have on land near Joharnnesburg, in
which I know there are the best diamends ever found in Scuth
Africa.

I have ne money mytalf to exercise my aption, which will soon
rm out. 1 can get no group in the City fo join me. T am, in fact,
‘ broke to the world.,” Do you still believe in what you have gaid ¢

“ Yes,” Isaid, " {do.”

“Very well, then, Will you back up this study you believe in so
much ; by handing me over fifty pounds to carry me on for one month
more ? "

Without a word T went to my desk and handed him over the money
he asked for. I did not even ask for a receipt.

He just gaid : ** Thank you, guv'nor—you’re a white man,”” rammed
the notes in his pocket, and walked out,

1 aedmit I felt a fool, but I felt a bigger vne when, a moanth later, he
turned up again,

" Well, guv'nor,” he said, ' the month has gone and things are just
as bad as ever. Will vou gamble anather fifty and give me another
month’'s ran ?

‘There was a hungry, wistinl look in his eyes that was terrible to ses.
I felt & greater foul than before, and yet I conld not refuse. I gave bim
the second bfty withont a word.

He gave my hand a grip that hurt it for a week. .

Ha went to the door, stopped, and said: ** Look here, guv'nor—
don’t think I am going to come down on you every manth like this,
If I can’t pull it off this time, you won't be bothered by secing me
again~—but by God if I do puilit off, you won't regret it.”
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About t#a days later he phoned me from the City, asking me ta jein
him at once at an address he gave 1o Austin Frisrg,

He had indeed " pulled it off.” He had sold his option vetright for
a very large sum of money—and I returned to my rootns with a good
many thousand pounds which, he said, was my share ir the deal,

The last T heard of him was that he had retorned to Sonth Afriea,
where he persistent]ly drank himself to death and died without a penny,
a few years Jater,

A LADY PAYS HER £I0C DET

Ancther instance of my getting & “ coup ” of money in an un-
expected way was as equally mysterious,

Peo le are inclined to think that women are nat good in paying up
bets, but in the case T am about to relate, 1 certainiy met with one
TWOITAN whcu was mast scrupulous in ** settling up.”

One morning I received by post some excallent impressions on paper
of 2 man and a woman’'s hands, asking my opinion as 10 the prospects
if marriage took place, and the likely yeer when such wonld oceur, if at
all, It was elso stated that the man's age was twenty-eight and the
woman's twenty. 1 was above all enjoined to state exactly what T saw
in these hands, and a fee of twenty guineas was enclosed for my work.
The only address given far my reply was: ' X, Poste Rastante,
Charing Cross Post Office.”

The woman’s hands were particolarly well marked : the lines were
unusually clear and easy to read. They showed every indication of
her being not only rich, but with great promise of sugcess and a

distinguished position in life, and a splendid and Lhappy marriage if she
woaiied uniil skﬁ reached twendy-four.

The man’s hands were the very reverse. They indicated a magnetic
but strongly animal nature : a man with no rea! purpose or ambition
axcept 10 get money by any means—honest or otharwise,

I answered back that “ I had rarely seen the hands of two people
more dissgimilar in charecter or temperament, and that if a marriage
did occar between such persons, it could only end in separation,
scandal, and disaster to the lady.” 1 farther added : “ If ihis man
is now twenty-eight years of age, there is every indication that he
bhas been married before ; there is no imdication that this marriage
bas bean terminated ; and I belisve such a man is not free to marry
again in his twenty-eighth year.”

In due course, back came a reply, 2nod again in the same lady's
writing, It was to the cffect thet all I had said about herself was
correct ; but everything T had said about the man was wrong—that
he had newver been married, had not even been engaged, or ever bad a
love affair in his Hfe hefore. And she added : * 'We shall be married
next month, and to show how wrong you are, I will bet you one hundred

unds to tem, that within two years from this date, our marTiage,
instead of being = disaster, will he happy and successfel; and I will
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consider it anly honowrable of yon (and she underlined it) fo gckmomladge
bhis chailenge and wocept my bat.”

I accepted the bet and sent my answer to " X, Poste Restanta,
Charing Cross,' as before,

The foliowing month, T again went to America, and it was exactly
two vears later before I Tound myself back in London.

Oune afternoon, somecne made an appointment by telephone for five
o'clock, and punctually at that hour & Jady called and claimed the
appointment.

Hardly locking at the person who entered, T placed a chair for her at
the small consuliing-table near the window.

Throwing her veil back, she said : ™ I have not come to consult yon,
"Cheiro ' ; I have gnly come to pay my bet.,’' Opening her satchel,
she laid before me the letter in my vwn handwriting accepting the bet
of two years ago, together with a Bank ol England Note for £100.

“ I never paid a bet with greater pleasure,” she said. * He turned
ot in every way as yon described. He had bean married hefore; 2
few months after our marriage he was arrested. He got a heavy
gsentence for bigamy, but, thank Geod, [ got free and took back my
muldenr namc, Ferhaps you know now who [ am,”

“Yes,” T sald, * every one read the case in the papers. Even in
America it was published, on aceount of your family ; but I had not
thaught of assaciating the scandal with my bet to 2 Poste Restante
addrese.’”’

" Of course net,” she laughed, ™ but as you were so accurate over it,
I am now living in hopes that the happy marriage you predicted for me
at twenty-four will take place.”

1 am glad to say that less than two years Jater T was one of the many
invited guests to her wedding in 5t. Margaret’s, Westminster, which
was one of the mast distinguished that took place that season.

QUTWITTED BY A FRENCH ADVENTURLSS

My readers must not conclude. after reading scime of the previous
Eermm:ﬁs that my life was always an easy one, or that my profession
not sometimes leaui me intn dangers that on one or two occasions
very nearly cost rie my lifa
In the middle of may second season in New York, a man attemmpted to
gtab me, and 4id in fact succeed in making a gash just above my heart—
the scar of which I will carry to the end of my life, my attacker's object
being to put me cut of the world before a lady-—lhe subject of his
affections—could have ber amds read by me the following day. That
story I will, however, leave aside as se mauny papers quoted it, and give
2 more amnsiog one, but one in which the principal character swore to
hawve my life if we ever again met—which, thanks to Fate and another
visit to the States very kindly prevented, and allowed suificient time
for a baneficant Providence to remove the gentlerman to anather world.
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One evening a distinguished French diplomat called at my rocmns in
London and insisted on an immediate interview, although he had made
no specific appointment in advance,

He carried onder his arm, a small wooden box and laid it down on
the table before me with as much care as if it contained some priceless
treasure,

Ons glance wag sufficient to show that he was in a state of great
nervous excitesnent that required all his self-comnand to control

Seeing that the easiest way to dispose of the matter was to have the
intetview over as quickly 28 possible, I invited my guest to be seated.

He spoke with great impeinosity and mixed his very elcgant Freach
with very broken Englich, cxplaining his mission in a few words.
It was " ze affairs of ze heart,” ashe put it, ** and ze affection is here,"”
he added as ha patted tha little box in the most tender manner,

According to his statement, he was madly in love with a woman
whom a1l his friends were arrayed against. Their prejudice against the
lady was, to his mind, as unaccountable as it was violent, They had
told him she was an adventuress of the worst type, whose only object
could be some political intrigue, and to accomplish his downfall. He,
of course, mamn-like, believed nothing of such gossip. He was in love
with the woman—and & man 1x love is a child af May.

“ I believe in ze grand science of ze hand, Monsieur,” he rattled on,

" 50 1 have brought you my angel's palros here in dis leetle box. 1
want you to write down what you in them see, I know you will be in
one accord with my judgment that she bas great enermies that tell ze
lies, but that she is pure as one great piece of while snow.

‘" For many weeks,”" he went an, '* she has modestly refused to my
many requests to send me over casts of her leetle hands from Paris,
bnt at iast she had piven in and ze casts had arrived that moming.”

The box ke reverently opened contained the precious hands that
had been made in plaster, for it was Inpossible for her to leave Paris
at that moment. and bring her beautiful hands for me to read.

Very carefully he unﬁ the catton wool in which they were packed,
and then as he lajd them befors me, he lightly touchked them with his
lips, as if he were offering adoration to the relics of some saint.

I looked at the casts. They were extremely well made ; every line
stood out clear and distinct ; even the neils were of the delicate
almond-shaped type. Yes, a pair of hands that seenied made mare
for prayer than love. 1 took them up very carefnlly—he was
trembling for fear I shorld let them drop, They were wonderful hands,
every line and mark ‘indicating innocence, tendernass, congtancy,
devotion—every virtue that an angel and cot a woman is supposed to
posSess.

I looked over at my visitor. 1 noticed his waxed moustache, d d
at. the ends, his sensnal lips, his glittering cruel eyes, and I marvelled
at the miracle that love performs,

" Monsienr,” I said, '* let ms surn these hands up in a single sentence.
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Whoevet the owner of them may be, she is a thonsand times too good for
you.” -

“Onui, Quil” he intermepted, with unrestrained delight. * She is
one angel ; I knew you wonld speak ze truth. T am an unwarthy pig,
beet I shall get good ven I get her as my angel vife.”

I took # sheet of paper and wrote ont my verdict, and as I did so, [
got enthusiastic mysclf. 1 pointed out 1o um the good sides in the
character as shown by the various marks. I called his attention to
the indication of extreme honesty and fruthfvlness; that duplicity
and intrigue would be impossible fo the owner of such hands ; that
they were almost ideal and showed a nature with high spiritual
devotion with almogt every virtue in the calendar. In response to each
statement I made, he smiled with profuse delight, and reaffirmed
every moment his bellef in and admiration for “my wonderful
gciemce.’’

Some months passed. I had quite forgotten the incident, when ona
day an extremely beautiful woman, wearing a dazrling array of jewels,
called to have her hands read.

Her wisit was in the regular order of eppointments made in edvance
by my secretary,

As she crossed the room towards me, I could not help noticing a
curious cynical smile an her 1ips and a defiant look in her eves.

Without a word, she took the seat I offered her, and at once placed
Loth her hands on the cushion, with the palms turned upward.

- If ever I gave a really unfattering reading, it was in this case. My
analysisof her character was scathing in the extreme, but fully justified
by the pair of hands spread out on the cusluon before me,

She did not gel angry; she remained perfectly calm until T had
finished. Then she leaned hack, and induiged for a moment in a
suhdited laugh, full of cold, heartless frmimph.

‘" How men do change their minds | ** she =aid, with itony. * How
different all this is from the verdict you rendered iess than a year ago.
Then [ was " an angel " a thouwsand tmes too good to beeome the wite
of a crafty French diplomai. T was a marvel of spiritual devation, a
heing devoid aof duplicity, faithful, loving, virtuons—in fact, in your
professional opinion, the direct opposite of everything yon have just
had the goodness to declare I am to-day.”

“ Bat,” I blurted out in astonishment, ** vour hands are not those
from which the casts were . . . " -

* Wait & moment, please,” she interrupted. " 1 have come for the
express purpose of having a good laugh at you, and alse to express my
u‘bligéltinm

* To the wonderful ‘ reading * you gave to those self-same casts, 1
am indebted for the fact that T am now the * angel wife ' of Mconsieur
So-and-%a, and T can assure you I have made good use of my position.

‘" ¥es, T used you and his belief in your * grand science * for my own
purpose.
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" He has become aware of this fact, so I thought it was as well 1o
inform you apd also to warn you, for the first thing my charming
busband will do when he gets up from his bed of slckness will be o
shoot youn at sight. But,’”’ she added, ' I somehow doubt that he will
get up. Don't look so 52d ever it, | will solve the mystery for you in
a few words. It wassimply that there w ‘e certuin things which I was
determined to accomplish 1o a political way, and the only way was hy
marriage to the man wha brought you the casts,

“ His pecple knew too much, but still, my friend, fortunately for
me, Love is blind and a bit deaf as well. I knew he had zbsolute
confidence in your ability to read character from the lines of the hand,
1 was afraid of you and determined not to gratify his wish {hat T should
have casts made of my hands to be submitted to you.

* He imsisted, 50 T had to give in ; but still, T was not tee stupid.
1 went to the nearest convent and persuaded the most devout and
angelic ittle nun, who pussesscd exgrisite hands, to allow me to make
casts of them. The rest of the slory you know, But don't lock so
grim:ed abont it. T anly used vou, Mansieur, a5 I use all men, Au
revair.”’



CHAPTER XLV

STRANGE FATATITIES OF THE GREAT WAE. HOW I PREDICTED A TIOLENT
DEATH FOR LENA GUILBERT FORD, AUTHORESS OF THE FAMOUY
SONG, ' EEFP THE HOME FIRES BURNING "

HAT a strange fatelity, people said, ' that tha gified

anthoress of * Keep the Home Fires Bumning ' should meet

her death in a London air-raid, buried in the burning ruins of
ber own home,”

The following story is still more strange, it indicates how for soma
persons escape from Fate seems to be impossible,

It was so with Lena Guilbert Ford, o charming, great-hearted
woman from the Southern States of North America.

1 first met her when she wus a hard-working journalist in London,
whicre her name 15 gtill revered in Fleet Strect, oot from any great
brilliancy in her work, but for her good-heartedness in never failing to
help others in distress or troukle of any kingd.

Her reputation in giving every cent she ermed away became 30 well
imown that editors insisted that she had to be paid by cheques marked
* not negotiable,” so she could not cash them to get immediate maney,
but would be compelled to pay them into her bank.

Yet no woman worked harder to earn maoney than dig this ' hack
writer ** of Flect Street—she had a crippled son and an aged imvalid
mether to support.

One afterncon she called to interview me for some newspaper,
30 very naturally I examined her hands,

She bad plenty of signs of having brains and mentality, her Line
of Head was finely traced ; but what struck me most forcibly was
that the Line of Heart (the line under the basc of the fingers)
dominated all other marks and lay like a desp furrow across her

Her thumb also was supple-jointed and bent outwards, another
indication of a genercus nature, while the fomrth finger was sa extremely
short that it was guite abnormal. The fourth, or as it is called * the
little finger,"” for the benefit of my rcaders, 1 must remark sn passand,
iz called in symboliem ™ the crompier’s rake,” If long, the man or
woman has the quality of ‘" raking ’ money or things toward him or
hersell ; if short, they are deficient in this quality, they aiso lack
acquisitiveness, aud especially so with a supple-jointed thumb.

No wonder this clever woman conld never keep a cent for herself.

Another mark that stood out clear and distinct was that of danger
from fire or explosions, _

She langhed when I told her this, saying : * How curions that is,
wherever I go fire seems to be attracted to me, I handly can remember
a mooth when I have not had some accident by fire af ane sort or
another. But tell me, * Cheiro,” ™ she added, " when shall I ever make
some—what T wonld call seal momey by my pan 2™

“You wonld,” T answered, ™ if some war came on, you would be

2y
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inspired to wrrte sorze * Battle Hymn,” like Julia Ward Howe did in
the Civil War,” Being an American, she knew at once what I referred
to, and just es quickly she made a note of it in a little red book she
ahways carried.

We did not meet again for some years, The Great War came on,
hurling doom and destriuction across the world, Lenz Guilbart Ford
wrote ** Keep the Home Fires Burning,™ and, as the papers after her
death said, * there was probably never a soldier song so inspiring.””

Many a time I had felt proud of knowing this bandsome, gifted
woman when regiment affer regiment marched past singing her
famons song,

Then I met her again ; it was cme evening at the upper end of Baler
Street. I was waiting for an opening in the traffic to allaw me to
croas when I saw Lena Guilbert Ford coming towards me.

She seemed so happy to see me. ' You were right, my friend,”’” she
laughed, “ it took a war io wake me up.”

“'Well, I hope the song brought you some money ? ** I asked.

"1 sold it for two guineas, but what does that matter? " She
shrogged her shoudders. * The soldiers love it, that is recompense
enough. But,” she added, " coricusly enough, it gave me my start.
My other songs that followed, * When God Gave Yo to Me," and * We
are Coming, Mother England,” are bringing me in good royalties. [
yemember so well you told me 1 would one day make more money
wiiting verses thao I cver would as & journalist, but that it would
take a war to make me do it—and it certainly has done.”

“* Come round and have dinner with me,” [ said, * My house is na
distance away.”

‘" Certainly I will,” she replied. " I would love to talk with you over
that danger from fire you told me was my fate. Lately it Aas become
worse than cver.”’

'We had walked on for about five minutes. Suddenly a gun in the
far-off distance gave the alarm that a Zeppelin had been sigmalled.
Then another and anather haom, peaple began to rush past us with
frightened faces, street lights went ont ona after the cther. London
drew over her shoulders a mantle of darkness, waited and boped for
the best.

At the first boom of that far-off canncn, Lena had clutched my arm.
with a grip like a vice, she was trembling all over, * We are just
at my house,” 1 whispered, " We will be safe there till the raid is
over,”

“ Na, no,” she answered. I must get home, something is pulling
me ﬂ1er~e M}r mother and my boy have already heard the guns—J
must get kome,”’

" At leagt I will drive you there.” T hailed a passing taxi. We
jornped in. “ Warrington Crescent, Maida Vale,”" she called to the
driver

Inav&ryfawmutﬁwahadmachadthehm It was in
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black darkness, as all housas had to be when a Zeppelin raid
was signalied.
Lena Guilbert Ford waved her hand to me as she ran up the steps.
It was the Jast time I ever saw her,

_ Cannoe in the nearer barrages to London were already booming
ncegsantly.

Their circle of protecting shrapnel and bursting shells seemed to
pierce the sky from all points of vantage, Defending aeroplanes
roared over the now silent city. Taxis, omnibuses, carriages, people
had run to shelter,

My taxi-driver refused to go further. I had to get out and make
my way heme as best I could.

I had reached my door, and groped with my laichkey to find the
lock. As I entered, I looked upward to the black sky above me.
Far away at an enormous height, like the flash of a falling meteor, I
canght sight of an aerial torpedo tearing downwards—then +the
increasing roar that such engines of destruction make, T stood troated
b the spot.  Where would it strike ? that was the question,

Passing seconds seemed like eternities—the roar of the iorpedo
seemied now over my very head--then the crash—and an explosion
that shook the doors and windows down the street,

The next morning news filtered through. The enemy torpedo had
fallen on the centre of Warrington Crescent. “the home of Lena
Guilbert Ford had been blown to pieces. Her aged mother, her
crippled son and herself, were gone for ever, buried under the burning
ruing of what she had once called home,



CHAPTER XLVI

HOW CAFPTAIN LIONBL BOWLES WON THE VICTCRIA CROSS, TO BE KILLED
BY A BOMEB IN A LONDON STREET

NOTHER tragedy during the Great War in which I w=as
forced to pluy a role was in the casc of Captain Lionel Bowles,
It came about as follows :

At the outhreak of the Boer War in 1Bg0, Lionel Bowles, then a man
of between twenty-nine and thirty vears of age, was one of my clients,
In his right hand was a sipister mark of fatality, indicated for his
forty-fourth year, It seemed so far off that we both langhed over it.

Up to that date the lines in his hand promised excepticnal success
in everything he undertock—a kind of “ lucky Jim' one would
pronounce him to be.

Altbough a young man he had aiready made a name as one of the
most fortunate speculators on the Stock Exchange.

Everything be touched turned to gold—even an old crock of & race-
horse ke had bought in a moment of caprice at a public anction for
the small sum of £50, had the year before won four of the big races in
England and brought him in a smal} fartune,

* 1 am going to * jein up,” * Cheiro,” ** he laughed. ** Do you think
fmmm;irlinfﬁel?willbe as Jucky in war as [ have been up to now in

E FE

“Most decidedly,” T answered. “ You will certainly come back
with the Victoria Crass pinned on your breast.” And that was exactly
what did happen.

Here is the story as [ heard it from his own lips shortly after the
Boer War was over,

He joined up as a private in that famous battalion called the .1.V's,?
and in due course was semt to South Africa. Ouf there his luck did not
for a moment desert him @ he had the most wonderful hairbreadth
escapes from death that one could possibly imagine, on one tccasion
being caught in an ambush--he was the only man to get out

His indifference to danger brought him rapid promotion. He was
transferred from one detachment to another, and in an engagement
where every officer was killed he took command of the regiment and
brought his men safely back to camp. For this action he received his
comumission, and in due course becamc captain.  And now comes imto
the picture the curious story of how he won the highest award of the
British Army—the Victoria Cross.

Curipusly enough, after the war was over he wore this muach coveted
decoration as rarely as possible,

" One wonld almost think you were ashamed of baving it,” T said
to him one evening when hie used my rooms to dress for an important
military dinner. ,

* I bave ten minutes to spare,” he said, looking at his watch, *1

1 City Imperial Volunfesrs,
20z
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will tell you the real story about it, only keap it to yourself till after
my smash-up in my forty-fourth vear.”

I nodded assent and he went on,

" T am supposed to be a brave man, ore born with supreme indiffer-
ence to danger, death, and all that sort of clap-trap,

“ 'Well, 1et me tell you, my friend, it is all bunkum. T was exception-
ally lm:ky. that i3 all. In the war I Enew T was lucky., I knew my
haur had not struck, so I tovk exceptional riskew~but it was not due
to courage. When the real test came I realized I was the most ammant
coward that ever breathed. I will tell you how the fest came : you
can think what you Yike after you hear it. T will tel} you the story
gtraight from my very soul—the soul that has despised me ever since.’

Lighting a cigarette and pacing up and down tha raomy, he went on @
““ In the madness and excitermnent of war, men hardly know what they
da, or can do, but in the silence of the night when one is alone and face
to ﬁu:e_ with death, then it is that & man knows what his {rue nature
really is,

“ Under the blazing light of day with my comrades round me, or
galloping across the veldt to the attack, where one could see the enemy
in the open, the madness of blood-lust came to my rescue and I felt I
could go through anything.

“ On Spion Kop, however, I went through my first test, and realized
what a coward at heart T really was.

" There, exposed for days and nights without shalter, cuf-mancewvred
bty the Boers, unable to gee their sharp-shooters firing down from a
higher position, it was quite a ditferent story, I assure you,

“ My so-called courage ocozed from my very finger tips. I lay in a
cold sweat of abject fear, wondering if the next bullet would find me
as its mark. T got through withont a seratch—just hack, pure luck,

" Then came the battle of Modder River.

" Imagine, if you can, a wide stretch of open veldt between us and

the warter, no sign of any enemy, not a iree or a shrub to give cover,
not a shot fived.

" Onir orders were to crass the river to cocupy the law-lying hills on
the opposite bank,

" Orders have to be cbeyed, not 2 man among us shirked the
advance, even though the humblest private in the ranks felt in his
heart that ' someone had blundered.’

“ The river was wide but fordeblc, our horses piunged in, the men
followed holding their rifles and ammunition above their heads to
keep them dry.

‘“‘ We had gone more than half-way—no enemy was to ba seen ; that
wonderful product, the Pritish soldier, had already recovered his
spi nts. jokes were cracked from one man to ancther.

denly a shot rang out, then another and another—ihe bank
opposite became a livid line of fire, we were virtually looking into the
muzzies of rifles, before us, beyond us, and from the hills above,
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‘* Bullets bissad through the air, splashed the water, dead bodies
of horses and men floated down the river. We were trapped as British
troops had never been trapped before in &l their history.

“ And still the fight went on, some men serambled through and
fought the enemy hand to hand.

“Field guns thundered up to our assistance, shells ripped Beer
trenches, but to no avail ; sharpshoaters from holes and rocks above
us picked off the commandars first, then the non-commissionad officers,
then the men.

“ Night was coming on, the retreat rang out. But how any of us
scrambled back I do not know.

* For hours I lay behind a dead horse for shelter. The Boers had
crossed the river ; their snipers shot down any figure that moved in
the shadowy night.

“T1 dared not stir. 1 was paralysed with fear, the dread silence
broken only by groans from dying men complately nnnerved ine.

" Then it was I &rew I was a cowerd. 1 could not face the death
that other men had met with 2 smile,

“ It was not so far back to vur advanced lines. In the dim light
I eould see the Red Cross unils bringing in the wonnded and the
dying, but T was too afraid to make the dash across the open veldt.

* Snddenly, 1 saw not far from me 2 hadly wounded man struggle
to his feet. A sniper saw him, too, and answered with a crack of a
rifle. The bullet missed ; e man went on.

'" He was so crippled he could only move slowly, but yet Hs bulicts

‘"* 1 am not wounded,” I thought, ‘ If he can make the attempt,
surely I can do the same.’

‘* Creeping on my hands and knses, T passed between badies of dead
and dying. My eves were fixed on the nearest Red Cross Hospital—I
thought of nothing else.

" Making a grest effori § forced myself to mmy feet. 1 had not run ten
yards when a sniper’s bullet grazed my face, ﬂlEI_'l another went throvgh
the sleeve of my tunic. Hardly knowing what 1 did, I snaiched up
the body of a man lying on the ground at my feet. Tt was the work
of an instant 1o throw him across my back. ° He will stop the bullets,’
I thought. ' I have still a couple of hundred vards to go.’

“ I ran, as fear alone can muke a man run. | reached the Ked Cross
umit, with nry heavy burden slipping {rom my shoglders,

** Luck—1 suppose I should cail it—1 had carried in a badly wounded
officer of high rank, and won the Victoria Cross for dreuery on the

Years later we met again, It was in the worst part of the Great
War, October 1q16, I was lunching alone in the grill room of the
Cazlton. Bowles saw me and came over to my tabie. He iooked
worn, haggard, 2 shadow of his former salf.
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* Yes,"” be said, in answer to my questioning look, " my wonderful
luck has deserted me. T can’t even get & job to fill shells.

“]E'thn war h?krie?::a} tried to ‘ join up,’ but it was no use. I
could not the medical examination, In 1913 I had pteumenia,
and ductnrsm:id the fogs of Loadoz hiad done th?a gﬂﬂt.

“1 am a ‘ broken-down cxock,’ they pronounced. ‘Thiz war calls
for only the young, the fit, the best the nation can praduce. Cannon-
food, they have all agreed, must be the very flower of manhood, the
great god Moloch must nat be insulted by offerings of the ‘ unfit.’

“ My record in the Boer War does not assist me one etom. My V.C,
was won fighting farmers, they snecr, bot fighting Germans is quite
another thing.

“ 59 here 1 am, my iriend, without a job of any kind. My old
business as a broker in bankruptcy, the Stock Exchange in a state of
chacs, myself a derelict on account of health, and worse still, I am
in my dreaded forty-fourth pear,

““The only thing T can de,” he went on, '"is to meet the {rains
bringing in the wouaded at the varions stations and belp the men
getting back to their different homes,”

A few weeks later, he was at Liverpool Street Station, London, in
one of the worst of the Zeppelin raids ; a large bomb fell on a house at
the corner of a street opposite where he stood, completely demolishing
it, and killing a namber of people.

Seized with a paroxysm of fear he started to Tun for his home fully
two miles away. Tbrongh the now empiv streets he raced till he
reached it—a Dasement fat in Grays Inn Road.

Trembling with fear he threw Limself into his bed, pulled the blankets
over his head—and waited.

The Zeppelin had follawed-high up out of sight in the far-off clonds
it hovered for a moment—dropped another bomb and disappeared.

After the crash, when the debris was cleared away, firemer found
the mangled body of Captain Lionel Bowles lying on his bed.



CHAPTER XIVIL

TEE ETRANGR ETORY OF THE DUCHESS D'AVARAY, PRINCES3
DE MONIGLYON.

N an earlier chapter in these Memoirs, I have related how I meat
the late King Edward VII, then Prince of Wales, in the salon of
the Princers de Montglyon at the Berkeley Hotel, London.

Some time before, she had come to me as a client. The lines on her
hands had told me o strange story, one so extracrdinery and so un-
equalled in fiction, and one in which I personally became inwvolved,
that it will, T think, interest my readers if I relate 1t in these pages.

In my recent work, You and Your Hand,' 1 have reproduccd an
autographed impression of this lady's remarkable right hand, using it
28 an example for those who want to Jearn more about this study for
themselves, In these Memairs 1 can, howewver, allow myself to go
more deeply into details of her life than I could do in a baok dealing
with the technical sid= of the study of hands.

This remarkable woman was a “ Child of Fate ™ in every sense of
that expression. Born in the lap of lixury, a descendant of one of the
most nable families of Europe, from her birth she carried in the lines
of her hands forewarnings of a terribly tragic destiny which apparently
kad to be fulfilicd.

When I first met her she was o woman of about thirty-five yeams of
age, remarkably bandsome, unusually indelligent, endowed with a
charm of persomality and magnetiem that was irresistible as far as most
men were concerned—yet a complete failure as worldly success is
measured,

Her birth and surroundings had been as egnally " out of the
ordinatry ™ as het subsequent life proved iself 1o be.

Her mother, Countess de Mercy Argentean, in her own right Princess
de Montglyon, was one of the most famous of the ** Ladies-in-Waiting ™
at the brilliant Court of Napoleon IT1.

There i no doubt that this extraordinarily handsome worman played
an important role io the life of the Emperor of the French, as he was
so proudly designated.

Surrounded as he was hy the mast fascinating women of the day,
married to the beautiful Eugenie of Spain, the ** fair sex > undoubtedly
had great influence in his career, but no one more 3o than the proud
and imperious Counteys de Mercy Argemtean.,

And yet this ' love affair,” or whatever one may call it, has been
lett uneullied by seandal, which is a remarkable thing in itself.

In all the chronicles of that gay Court of Napoleon ILI, no bresth of
calumny has ever scorched the name of the Coumtess de Mercy
Argenteatr, even when after the Emperor's fall a secret passape wasg
discovered in Paris leading from her home to his private rcoms in the
Palace.

1 You and Your Hand, published by Boubledsy, Duran and Co., New Yark, and
Jarmlds Lid., Loadon.,
286
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Eight years before the Emperor lost his throne, the Countess’s only
child, the subject of this story, was born. The event was acclaimed
with festivities by the entire French Court, the Emparor himself standing
as godfather to the nsw arrival,

o the Conntess de Mercy Argenteau, however, it had been a bitter
disappointment. 3he wanted a son, and in congsequence it is said she
almost hated the little one for being a girl,

Fate in this cruel way started the little Princess under unfavour-
able conditions, which were made still worse by the defeat of
iﬂlﬂﬂﬂ and the fall of the Emperor into the hands of the German

iy,

Tke Countess, her mather, made every effort possible to go to the
assistance of Napolean, now a prisoner in Germany, At the risk of her
own life, leaving ber child bahind her, she escaped from the Siege of
Paris, made her way alone and single-handed ditect to Bismarek, and
in some extraordinary way won over the Man of Iron sufficiently to

grant her permussion to sce the Emperor alone in the chiteau in which
he was a prisoner.

By this means she obtained Mapoleon’s own views and suggestions
as to the terms of the treaty that would sooner or later have to be
drawn np, on the surrender of Paris,

What tender scenes must have passed between the man fallen from
power and the woman who bad risked so momch for that interview of
a few hours, can be better imagined than deseribed,

As the last moments came, befare they separated for ever, the ex-
Emperar sent only one request ta his conquerar, “ that the Countess
de Mercy Argentean should be escorted safely back to Paris and spared
every indignity en rouie.”

By Bismarck's special orders this was carried out, his soldiers stand-
ing to atiention wherever her carriage stopped.

On her arrival in Paris, the Countess made one more daring attempt
to carry out what she said were the last withes of kapoleon hefore the
Treaty of ¥ersailles could be drawn up.

Relying on her beauty and extraordinary chatm, she forced a
personal interview on the King of Prussia and Bismarck in the Palace
of Versailles,

At this interview she put forward far over an houar the views of the
ex-Emperor for lenient treatment for vanguished France. ' All to no
purpose,’”’ she wrote in the notes she left behind., * Bismarck was
absolutely indifferent to mmy fcars or my charms—the brutal Treaty of
Versatlles was drawn up iast night.”

Failing completely in her desires to be of assistance to her Emperor,
she retived to her estate, the Chiteau d’Argenteau in Belgium, and
remained there to her death.

Meanwhile, her danghter, thelitfle Princess of Montglyon, the subject
of this Memoir, had grown up to be a most beautiful and talented girl
Alone, surrounded by the historic walls of one of the oldest of Belgion's
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chiiteaus, she was cut off from the world, without companloms or
distractions of any kind. :

Hex mother had, bowever, planned for her a * brillisat marmage,”
and 1t due course she wWas m&rrled to the Duke d’Avaray, one of the
proudest names of France.

Fate now took the reins in her awn hands. Paris opened her arms
to welcome her. At the ape of eighteen she reigned as a queen of beauty
amoang the handsomest women of that time.

Her salon weas sought after by the most brilliant men and wornen of
the day, the greatest names of Europe attended her receptions. The
Prince of Wales, later King Edward VII, became one of her most
davoted admirers, and tame over from London whenever possible to
be present at her fétes,

Her marriage was, however, unforturate ; the Duke and ghe drifted
apart and they led their own lives independent of one another,

On the outside everything appeared well for some years, then the
jaalnusj,r and enmity of & woman so embittered her, that one day she
just *“ walked out,” leaving everything behind her—even Paris,

She retired to the Chitean d'Argenteau which she had inherited from
her maother, and with her dogs and her wonderful brood of peacocks
and peahens, she appeared to live happily for a time,

It was here in that beautiful old chiteaun that I saw her to her
greatest advantage,

During an unusoally severe winter, one December she invited me to
make a house party with a few friends and spend Christmas with ber.
I reached Ostend in such u storm that T was the only passenger who
crossed from England that night. By the time the train reached Ghent,
snow had begun to fall keavily, and when I reached Liége, the nearest
station fto the chiteau, the roads had already become wellnigh
imnpassable.

I had, howewer, made up my mind to reach my destination. I took
it all in the spirii of adventure, 50 a few difficulties more or less did nat
seem to matter. After some bargaining and censiderable lass of tme,
£ aleigh and four very decrepit-locking hotrses were finally put at my
digposal, and in a blinding snow-storm 1 set out for the Chitean of
Argenteau,

1 need not velate this part of my experience ; many others have been
in snow-storms before, and snow-storms, like people, are very much
bailt on the sarne monotonces lines. Suffice it to say, the journey took
hours, but some time in the afternoon I reached my destication.

The magnificent wrought-iron gates of the Park were not open, no
one ¢coald be cted in such a storm. The lodge-keeper and his wife
had gone to bed, aithough it was only four o'clock, but lodge-keppers
alwaye do things like that on such occasions, The delay, however,
gave me an opportumity of admiring the finest specimens of wrongh-
iron gates that perhaps exist in Europe.

Of a great height, surmounted by gilded spears, they supported in
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each centre a shield covered with forty-two dagger handles made to
represent farty-twe fieurs.de-lis on a field of aznre, This example of
heraldic work I laamed later from the Princess’s own lips represented
forty-two dagpere found embedded in the breast of ane of her ancestors
under the walls of Jerusalem during the first Crusads, and g0 remained
as the coat of arms of the Argenteau family ever since.

At last the lodge-kecper wus routed cut of his bed, and with the help
of shovels and his buxom wife, the gates werc d;rpe,ned sufficiently wide
for my sleigh to enter,

We reached the portico of the chiteau, the noise of the sleigh-bells
haid been heard, the heavy oak doors were thrown open, and the
Princess herseli appeared to welcome me, together with her English

ion, the sole occupants of the place, for none of the other guests
had braved the weather.

For nearly a weel we were snow-bound in the chatean. Late one
afternoon we heard sleigh-bells in the distance. Was it possibie that
g0T0e OOE Was coming to visit us v

A sleigh drawn by two splendid horses diove up to the portico. We
rushed down to the eotrance hall to see who had braved the snow. To

profonnd amazement, the King nof ihe Belgians and Princess
Clementine, his roval danghter, entered.

His Majesty recognized me at once. In a previous chapter I have
related my meeting with him in ’aris and in the alace of Lacken later,

“ Just imagine meeting you here,” he said cordizily, ** and in the
chiteaw of one of my dearcst fnends.” Turming to my hostess, the
Princess, he addressed her as ** Cousin * and calmly annonnced that she
wounld have to put up himself and the Princess Clementine for the night
as it wonld be too dark to risk the spow-drifts on the long drive back
to Brussels.

Latcr, we all met for dioner ; on this occesion it was served in the
principal dining-room of the chiteau. Up to then the Princess, her
English campanion, and myself had had all aur meals in the mare cosy
dining-room attached to the I'rincess’'s own suite.

The latger room was almost regal In its size and furmshings. The
walls of crimson velvet were covered with the paintings of ancestors
Jating back to the tume of the first Crusade, The entive service was of
gold—nn wonder, T thought, that Kings have paor digestions,

His Majesty of Belginmt ate Httle; looking across the table he
chaffed me about the Irizh stew I had given him in my house in Pars
and told the story of how he had given me the same dish when I visited
himn in the Palace of Laeken, but “ Cheiro,” he langhed, “ bad his
revenge by predicting for me stomach irouble in the coming years."
And he added, “ I believe his prediction is already being fulfill

Princess Clementine was in equally good spirits as her royal father
and told in an amusing way how she had helped €0 pull the horses out
of a de annw—dn{t not far from the chiteau.

er weni merrily on, bt nothing could keep the intenge ¢oid)
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from creeping into that immense room. In spite of three hoge fire-

foll of blazing logs, we were all glad when our hogtess suggested
we should have eofice and liquewss served upstairs in her own cosy
suite. Once up there, things seemed better; as well as two large weod
fires, there were no less than four charcoal braziers, one in each corner
oi the reom,

His Majssty empgested a pame of poker, ' to keep our thoughts off
the weather,” he laughed ; so we played till long past midnight. We
might have gone on till morning if His Majesrty had net won all our
money, He was pot disposed to play for ** paper,” so we stopped and
bid one another #x revosr tiil luncheon next day.

On mﬁ way to my suite of rooms, [ had to pass the private chapel
where the Father Confessor with two acolytes was saying an early
Mass, It was, however, so cold that the priest was wearing a fur coat
under his vestments ; while his two little hoys, also with fur, looked
exactly like two little " Teddy Bears.”

Poker, religion, and a royzl personage, under the same roof; what
a mixtare, I thought, us [ dosed my door aod went to sleep,

The next morning, snow that had fallen during the night was piled
up at the windows and was still falling. We all met at luncheon, but
in the warm dining-room of our hostess’s awn suite, where the con-
versation was naturally about the weather. It was finally decided that
His Majesty and Princess Clementine could not attempt the jonmey
back 1o Brussels that day. His Majesty accepted being a prisoner with
quite a good grace and sent a couple of men or horses to the Palace to
let hie Government know wherc he was.

There was no telephone in Belgian chiteanx in those days, so he bad
a good rest and, 1 believe, slept for the rest of the day.

The next morning an escort arrived from the Palare of Lacken and
His Majeaty of Belgium and his royal daughter returned home.

As there was nc escort for me 1 had to remain another four days,
before the roads became passable enough o reach Liége and take my
train for England.

That was the last time T saw Mercy of Argenteau, Princess de
Montglyon, surrounded by the magnificence into which she had been
borm.

The next time we met, her splendour had diminished, her fortune
was gone for ever, with creditors asgailing her from every sids,

During our many vears of friendship I had often foretold for her the
financial crisis that was coming, and which she seemed strangely help-
less to avert. Ihad shown her on her hends bow the Fate and Success
Lines were rapidly fading out.

She was a fatalist io the core and tock every blow with a smile.
Across her private notepaper she had embossed in French the words,
“ Et ceci aussi il paswera " fand this alse will pass away). This was
the outlock she took on life and it was impossible to get her to regard
it in any other way.
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One speculation after the other ruined her. Money melted in her
hands like so much snow ; jewels and precious relics of her famiiy had
to be sold to pay her debts. Finally, creditors seized the Chitean of
Argenteau, and by a strange irony of Fate, the last room to be sold,
and the last one she slept in before she left the chatear for cver, was
the very room in which she had been born, That nipht she left for
Parig, her enly companion being " Shamrock,” a beautiful collie dog
that she adored.

Destiny was not finished for her even then. I had always predicted
for her that when everything kad gone that some romantic love affair
wolld come into her life which wonld cause her to leave her own
country and commence a new life in some world such sa the United
Stites. This she laughed at, saving such a thing as love was im-
possible. Yet, curiously enough, I was fated to he present when the
curtain rang up on the strangest romance of this strange lifs.

{ne evening in Paris she sent me an invitation to be present at the
large arcna uf the old Moulin Rouge. She wanted me, she wrote, to
see a darmg cxhibition of Hon taming where Bonavitz, the famous
American lion-tamcr, was to appear for the first time. In fact, she
added, * The vwre I see of men, the more T lowe brutes.”

We had front seats in the orchestra stalls.

The great crimson curtains rolled open. The entire stape was re-
Flaced by a steel cage; enormous African Hons paced up and down
before us, glared and growled at the audience, spapped and soarled at
one ancther, and generally behaved as the * King of Beasts " is
supposed to do,

¢ Tamous lion-tamer enlered, closed the steel gate hehind him,
and stood for A moment like a statue.

Bonavita was 2 man of splendid physique ; dressed in a kind of
semi-rnilitary uniform, he made an Imposing appearance. The audience
gave him a magnificent ovation. He was the one lion-temer in the
world who never used @ whip,

Unconcernedly he walked into the midst of the lions and put them.
through their paces, They abeyed his cornmands hike children-—ail
but oue,

One powerful tawny beast retired solkily into a corner, lashed his
taii, and snariled at Bonavita in 2 threatening wav.

The awdience was enchanted. o them it was a duel between a man's
pluck and a dangerous animal's temper,

Bonayita ordered the Lon ouf to the cemtre, For a moment it
appeared ready to obey, but it was only for 2 moment ; it slouched
to the back of the cage, then cronched, glaring angnly at its tamer,

The man tumed. With his back to the aundience, he faced the lan,
The other animals slunk inte varions corners, leaving the man and the
beast to settle matters between themselves.

The packed theatre grew silent with expectation, zo silent one might
have heard a pin fall.
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The Princess at my side gripped my arm in the intensity of the
mpment.

Suddenly the great beast gave a roar of defiance that echoed through
the theatre,

The moment had come. With another roar he sprang on the defence-
less man, knocked him, to the floor, and commenced masling his left
shoulder and srm.

Then the unexpected happened. With every one paralysed by fear,
the Princess sprang from her seat; in a second she had reached the
cage, jabbing and striking the Hon's face with the handle of the parasol
she cartied.

Growling with pain, the beast retreated a few paces from his vietim ;
an attendamt opened the steel gate, but too frightened to enter, be
:E:md holding it open while the other Hons, now excited, prowled about

e cage,

Pu.if?ng the man one side, the Princess entered. Kneeling down,
ghe lifted the injured man'’s head ¢ her lap, then with the attendant’s
help carried him through the lions and out of {he gate into safety.

Bonavita was rushed to a hospital, the Princess going with him in
the ambulance. An operation saved bis life but failed to save his
arm,

And yet Destiny had not played all her cards. Some weeks later the
newspapers announced that the great American lion-tamer was sailing
the next day for New York.

That evening the Princess called at my house, *' ] came o say
good-bye,"” she said. **1 am leaving for the States in the morning.
Bonavita is not strong encogh to {ravel alone,”

A month or so later T received a letter from New York. “* My dear
‘ Cheiro ", she wrote, " you can anmounce to your friends—don’t
trouble sbout mine, I have nene now—that l'rincess de Montglyon has
mattied Bonavita the hen-tamer, I may have lust a great deal ie my
life—bui T have in the end found—love.”

And gtill Destiny had not yet nished. Two years later came another
letter-the dream of love was over. " Bonavita was the best and
noblest man I ever met,’” she wrote, * but his ways were not my ways,
nor sy ways his, We have separated for ever. [ shell remain in
Armerica—but alone. Make whatever wse you like of that impression
you took of my hand.”



CHAPTER XLVIII
HOW I MARRIED—AND WHY

S 1 bave received s0 many letters asking point-blank if 1 was
ever married, it will perhaps not be considered out of place if
I answer the question in these Memoirs,

I do not know why anyone should be interested in my own private
life, but as they evidently are, and not only women but men, [ witl
endeavour to satisfy this conpsity once and for all.

in order to do this, I will have to lay bare my very soul and give my
Jeelings and reascns on this subject, which may not be in accordance
with the views or opinicns of some of my readers,

Running through my mind as I write is that well-koown quotation ¢

“ To thine uwnoself be brue,
And it ghall fellow, as the night the dav,
Thou can'st not then be false £0 any man."

I will thereforc state quite openly that through all my unusual career,
marriage was the last thing Vhat cawnte wdo muy mind,

I did not approve of it, at least not for myself, for many reasons,
In tha first place, [ loved mdﬁp-mdence meore than anything else in the
world. Inthe second, 1 had in me that material that makes one g rebel
ggainst comventionabity, Third, Iled an unnsual life which would have
been painful for any ardinary woman to follow—the life of a rolling
stone, ready at a moment’s ‘notice to g0 anywhere in the gearch of
ma,taria.l for my own particular stndy. Lastly, I did not understand
why two persons had to be ticd together by law—when love is the only
tie that hinds-—anad as that love had never entered myy hearf, the
necesrity for marriage in my early years never carne intd my mind,

It may surprise many people 1o know that in Europe there are one
or more secret societics that exast, with the avowed purpose that none
of their members shall marry.

With my pecaliar hent for things out of the ordinary, it was not sur-
prising that I joined one of these societies in my early twenties. The
one I joined consisted of five hundred members bound noder s comimon
oath never ta enter the bonds of wedlock.

That word in cur ritual, T may add, was written and pronounced
" weed-lock,” and played ap important part in our cercmony of
initiation.

Each member paid dues of one bundred pounds per year into 2 kind
of pension fund, which money, with compound interest added, came to
a considerable amount when one reached the supposed unmarriageable
age of sixty years—called in our ritual, ** the age of wisdom.”

Do not suppose for one moment that the members of such an associa-
tion were “ women haters ” ; quite the contrary, they were " women
lovers,’" bt in the highest sense of that fevin.

I one part of our ritual we took an oath 1o help women in every way
that was poseible ; fo respect no rank more than another—ihat #he

293
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diie woman covered ail ranks. In another part we were admonished to
.give generously to the fund for women in distress, so that feminine
relatives of otur members might be assisted in Times of trouble.  Further,
we were most strictly conjured to respect the liberty of women as tiach
as we did our own ; to never force our attentions on her when she gave
ne encouragement ; to wait for her to give hefore we took. In fact,
ta regard her as a gift from God and nef a slgve ef man,

was regarded as the enemy of such sentiments, and was
the only reason we took the cath o keep free from its entanglements,

In my own case, although the lines of my hand distinctly foretuid
that I was fated to marry late 1n life, I laughed at such a possibility
and felt strong in the fact that I was a member of an anti-marriage
soctely.

Thﬂydes.igns of Fate are, however, as irresistible as they are in-
sctotable. Shortly after I had joined the society, there came one day
to my rooms in Londen as a client, 2 young girl whose small and
beautifitlly formed bands atiracted me even more than sfie did herself.

Beautiful hands have alweys been a weakness of mine : as a con-
noisseur of art almost worships an exqusite painting, so do I regard
peautiful hands.

I foretold that this young girl would have a cruel fate before her;
she would marry within a year, lose her husband in some mtrstermur.
way that would for a long time prevent her remarrying. She would
meet again and again the man she would eventually marry, but be
prevented from doing so for many vears; finally, overcoming all
difficulties, she would be success{ul in the end.

Looking me straight in the cyes, this young girl of sixteen said quite
innocently but impulsively :

““ You are the only man I would want to marry ;) if, as you say, 1
am fated-to lose my first hnshand, can’t you try and make the second
come off a bit sooner ¢ ™

" What do vyou mean ¢ 7 I asked.

" Simply that I mean to have you for my second husband, if I cannot
have you foz my fust.”

I thanked her for the compliment she had paid me, smiled the smile
of 4 man sure of himself, bowed her out of my door, but I could not
SJorget her small, beaukifid hands,

Years later, we met in New York., She was in widow's weeds, but
as her husband’s body had not been found, they being beth of English
nationality, she would have to wait zeven veare, she told me, before
the courts would allow his death to be presumed.

We met again in Chiza, Caire, Monte Carlo, and Paris, but as by my
oath I could not marry, we remained good fricnds and nothing more.

In the end, perhaps to forget, she went to Egypt and lived for over
four years in her awn caravan, travelling on the confines of the Sahara.

Oné daw, back in the South of England, she read the following in
the Daily Mail: *' We regret to announce that ' Cheiro,” the well-
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kEncwn seer, is sa seriously ill with donble pnewrnonia that he iz not
exvactad to live. If any relatives shonld see this announcement they
should eome to him at Devonshire Lodge, Londan, without delay,

There were no relatives to turn up, but the next day she reached
London and took charge of me as if if was the most natural thing in
the world to do.

I had a long, hard fight for life; she oursed me night and day.
Those little hands proved they could be useful as well as beautiiul,

We took a vovage to the Mediterranean to make my recovery
complete. One day on the retnrn journey te England I had a geod
look at the lines of my own hand. I saw I was approaching the date
when marriage was marked for me Jate in life. 1 went down to the
writi.tlg room and wrote my resignation to the Anti-marriage Socicty,
to which I had telonged for nearly thirty years. For fcar I might
weaken in my resolntion, 1 gave the letter to my future wife ta post
atid we were married on tay return home.

While writing this chapter I cannot help thinking of that well-known
poem which is so appropriate to my own case :

' Two ghall be born the whols wide world apart,
And anealk in differenr tonpues, and have no thought
Fach of the other's heing, and nio heed—
Atnl {hese o'er unkaowh saas Lo unkoown lands
Shall cross, sscaping wreck, defying death,
And all uneonsciousty, shape every act
And bend cach wandering step to thiz one cnd,
That one day, out of darbmess they shall meet
And reud life's meaning in edch olbetr's eyes.””

A brief biographical sketch of my wife's career may be of interest.

On her mother's side she is of French and English descent, on her
father's of Englisk stock that trace their pedigree back to the ** Black
Prince,” Edward I of England.

She herself has had an eveniful and unusval career. With a very
decided bent fur chemnistry, she was the first woman in England whe
invented enamelled jewelry, designing her own electric furnace for the
purpose, As may be remembered, this craze for enamelled jewelry
and lacquer work became the vogue in London about twenty years
ago. Being an artist by nature, the designs she turmed out were
very original. At the samie time she developed painting by crayons,
using the tips of her fingers instead of brushes. In her early years she
bad an extremely beautiful voice, bat unfortunately, her musical
career was cut short by an operation on her throai cansed by diphtheria.
In crder to recover her health she travelled in many countries, visited,
Egypt, Japen and China, nlso North and Sonth America, and had
the unique experience of being kidnapped by bandits m Mexico.
The head of the troop of brigands chanced to be an Enghish Peer
who had sacrificed his name and fortune in order to shicld a woman

he was in love with. This story is very beautifully told in a book
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she has written, called Outlawed for Love, which was recently published
in London.t

Having a decided talent for geology, botany, and chemistry in
later wears she hat devoted her time to the study of pests that injore
plant life in various parts of the world, In such research work
she has been extraordinarily suvccessful, having been invited hy
Govermments of many countries to assist them in their fight against
insect plagues of many kinds. She has roccently written an exhaustive
treatise on the canse of the widespreard destreetion of the coca planta-
tions in South America, and has pointed out how this destruction
might be prevented and the plants brought back to their original pro-
ductiveness.

A3 I have sp often called attention in my books o the fact that
persons with extremcly small hands have a natural desire to atiompt
large things, she is a remarkable example of this theory, She has the
smallest hands of any woman I have ever met, and her present work,
not being confincd to one country, may in the end extend its influence
to every nation of the world to whom the guestion of the protection
of plant life appeals.

1 Outlowed for Love. by Counlesa Haumon. The Londen Publighing Company.



CONCLUSION

W eonclugion, T would like to add a brief word of thanks ta tha
Press—British, Ametican, and Colonial—fer the generous way
they have ahvays ireated me, and the encouragement they have
given in reviews of my books. Many times the Press has suggested
that I should publish a complete volume of Memoirs, I have obeyed
in giving this book to the public. In doing so; I have tried to pick out
of the Sheaf of Memory the most varied incidents of as wide an
interest as poseible. I mmst, however, state that this volume, large
as it is, only covers a small part of my many experiences, but should
the demand from the public be sufficiently great, I will be happy to
sontinue with another volume.
1f some of the stories I have related are so strange as to be almost
unbelicvable, 1 can only ask my readers 1o bear in mind that a life
ant of the ordinary highways and byways was bound to attract the
unosual. I have held hack many other histories, fully as sensational
ag any that appear in these papes; buot those T hava given 1 can
vouch for =s having actvally cocwrred, the only alterations being,
i some cases, the suppression of real names lest unnecessary pain be
canted, and in the other, the nse of the author's privilege of description
85 an artist uses his brusb—not €0 obscure or deform, but to bring out
the lights and shadows of the pictore.

FINIS
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