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FORSWORD 

I N ili eowse 01 my long professional C8reel'll!I "Cheiro," I have 
feCcived innumerable letters fran persons in all cla!lSeS and 
conditions of life. requfSting me to publl!b. my Tl'mjniscrnees and 

experiences. In looking over these !etten! I have been much struck 
by tbe fact that it ill what 1 myself call " the human" 01" more purely 
personal side I)f nli.erVi.ews with my various clients that apped"" to 
my COITC5pOndents the r:n.ost. 

rt is for this Ie<lson, in offering this vol1UllEl of reminj...-.ence& to the 
public, that I determined they slwuld take more the form of inf01mal 
talks, or I might call them "confessions," both my own fI.Dd tlJost, 
o:f my ~tQ.llts, than the usual lines that Memoirs as a rule lollaw. 

No statelJl.o!nt is made in the following pages that 1 am not prepared 
10 substantiate, the tmly reserve being that in the case of some·of the 
"confessions" from my clients, I am entitled to withhold their names 
or cover their identity. except in cases where I have pennission to 
make them public. 

My rOle in Writillg these " confessions" is simply th,at of a chnmicler 
-10 relate in simple language what happened. to record what I 
was told. If at times my own thoughts should be heard through my 
story, it is because a " confession" of any kjnd must be more or less 
a personal matter-whether one tonfesMS to a priest, a God, or to the 
ever !lYJIlpathetie ear of one's own. fellow-man. 

" C1IRIRO " 

., 





v 
~', INTRODUC110N 

• , 
By !.b.Joili W. H. CMSS, M.Sc., A.TS.M., MINING ENGlNEE:li:a 

OF 'I1IB TSONG MINES OF MOWGOLlA 

T
HE publ.l1I of this remarkable book. ClHIjessWw,' Munoil'S 
of a MrJtiern Sur, ba\"e asked me to write a few words 115 
a genen.l intrvduction. My only q"aJjficatiOll to be entitled 

to do so is based on the fact that, although I am purely and simply 
a business man, I have all my life taken a deep interest..ia Occultism 
and the stndy of persons gilted with occult powell!. 

Living for the past fifteen years in Mongolia 011. the borde:ts of that 
mysterious I~Dd known as Tibet, I have came into close ocmtact ",ith 
many of those Ma!iter~ who have dnmk deep of the eternal spriugs 
of Occultism that have 1lowed and ace still :flowing since the CilIliest 
dawn of civilization. 

Away back in fuore Tibetan IllOO.iISwries OIl ': the roof of the WOfld" 
where SO few strangers are allowed to entet, as far back as I can 
remember I have heard the nalD.ll of" Cheiro" spoken of with respect 
and admirati!Dl. 

I had neyer met tlili; mystnious llLiUl who had rh°n !) tooonceal his 
identity under a lJt'PdPl\ym, bllt I had the plell.Sl1re of translating 
some of his books into Chinese for the benefit 01 my friends among the 
Lam.a.~ and Abbow of Mongolia. Th~ H)'v,larded me by putting into 
Illy possession a set of the famol1~ Chinese tablets made by Confuciw;, 

11rese wonderful" oooult tablets" "'sed on the Law of Vibration, 
a s.tudy m.ore understood and used by these deeply learned peoplt! 
than by any others.. have predicted with an aocuracythat is astQl1nding 
the Pl"incipal events that have taken pIa.ce in the his.tory of the world 
to the present day. To my aIllllZI:IIlent I found that these .. tablets" 
r:orroborated the statements made ill Ckeiro'~ World Pt-tdtdions which 
he publl6hed in I~6, setting out the coming e\TeIIts in history far the 
next hundred years. 

Reading this book decided me to endeavour to seek oo.t and m~ke 
the acquaintance of the Seer who was gifted. with sueh. remarkable 
preVO)'a/lO!'l, l'.Spedally as IJ1any of the predictions in hi!! book have 
~ in the last few ~an; been fulfilled. 

But where was this man to be found, that was the question ~ While 
tW"Ilillg this point over in my mind, "an incarnate Abbot" in the 
M~ of Tou~sl\!Jn Nor, annQOl\ced to me one day. that one of 
their tnonb hAd been sent to California. to lind a. man whose oocuIt 
vibrations were of such a high tinier that perhaps he might be the ., 
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Seer I sought and whom they also wanted to find for a purpose of 
their own. This Abbot told me that I would recognize the man in 
qnestion, not rmIy by his high vibration but by an extremely old 
-carved image of a alinese Buddha which would be foond where he 
lived. 

As I am, a.Ilowed a 10118 vacation from my Company every two y/latS, 
I determined. instead of goins to Eut<JP" as is my usual custom, that 
in the autumn of 1930 I would visit california. 

On my arrival in Califomia, J found the name of " Uteiro" well 
known OIl eW:ry side, yet no one appeared to know where h~ lived, 
as the nnnoar was that he had retired from professional work an<:! 
had realntly come from England for the benefit of his health. 

For some months I was occupied in sear\:hing for TUDgSten mines 
fOT my Company when one day I flU! a.cI"QSS the monk from the 
Monastery of Toussoun Kor, who infonned me that be had discovered 
a :man whose vibrations were so in ucCO£dance with the indications 
given by the Ch~ tnblets, that he believed he must be the ~ 
that both of us sought. 

One day he pointed out to me where the man lived. "In there," 
he Mid, "you will find the inC4NWte whmn you seek." We were 
standing before the gates of an old-world-looking house sl1lTOmlded 
by twer h."l> acres of gardens and half coocea.Ied. by palms and beautiful 
trees in one of the principal avenues of Hollywood, California. 

As I knew by reports that in various parts of the world many 
impostors have used or imitated the name of "Cheiro," I detemriDed 
to make use of the clue the Abbot of TouSSl)Wl Nor bad given me, 
namely, the carved image of a Chinese Buddha which I should .lind 
in the real man's bouse. 

Walking upthe avenue of flowering trees, I entered and was received 
by a !J);ln who closely resembled th~ photographs of "Chciro" I 
bad seen in his books. Without any" beating about the bum," r 
asked: "Have you a Chinese Buddba here? " 

" Yes," thl! man anSW/!l"ed; "if you aT!!: inl:em!;ted in such things, 
I hope you will be able to translate the meaning of old Chinese 
characters mgraved on the back of the image. " 

[ Cltered a room which was evidently used as a. study; the carved 
marc, made of qmne extremely heavy stone, was standing on a shelf 
before nu:, its feet surrounded by ireBh Bowers. 

I e..,mined it cardulIy; it was very old, there could be no qnestion 
&iii to its great age. I turned it round; on the back of the image were 
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two rows of ChinI'M cb.aract.ers belongiDs to a period 110 far removed 
they Were extremely difficult to ttanslate. 

From what I was able to make out the image had been made 
sometime about one hundred years B.C. The part I W<lS able to 
tnmslate :ran ali follows : 

"He who looks tbinks-and finds good in all men. Blessed 
thinking attracts success and fortune. Honour cometh w the 
man in whm keeping this Buddha iii found." 

The rest being in compound ancient Chjnese characters not now in 
nse, in spite of my knowledge of the language I was not able to decipher, 
but at all eYelLt~ I k1WU' I h6d fOU1ld the Tea~" CIuiTIJ." 

Ailiug his date of birth I then-tested his vibrations by the ChinHe 
tablets I had with me. I foomd they were higher tb aT! those of any 
man [ had ever met. indicating that the IIUIll before me must be 
a reincarnation of some unusual personage Qf SQIlle :faNlistant 
p .... 

.. How did you get that catvl!d Buddha into your possfSsion ? " 
I asked. 

" It was given to me und!!r strange cirt1lIllSt(U1ces slwrtly before 
I left London for Ca.lifomia," the man I now knew as "Cheiro" 
replied. 

" Wby did you come to Cillifomia. ~ " I blu:r"tM out. 
" Why? Because I knew it was the one place in the world where 

the vibrations and climatic couditiOlis wonld restore my hWth," he 
answered. 

"These Chinese tablets," I went on, "tell me that you must haw; 
been extIem.ely ill in 19>15. a year that m~ in your case by additkm 
the bad vibration of an 8. In fact it is indicated tht you should bave 
died in that year. Is that trol! ? " 

" Perfectly true," he replied "On the 23«1 of June in that year. 
fur SODHI reaso.a [ never understood. I passed into a sort of comatose 
state, but not one caused by any form of dio;ease. Dootoi"S pUO'lwanced, 

that my heart bad ceased beating and that life had broome extinct. 
As the spirit passed out of my body I appeared to see, as in a kind of 
visioo. II. man robed like B. Lema making paues over me. with his hanth. 
His words fO:rm8d in my mind that my 1it6 would be given baclt to 
me as it ha.d bern once before in II. Buddhist temple in India. where 
after a long ceremrmy of initiation I had fallen into a state of c::oma 
which lasted for fonrteen days. 
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The I arna seemed, to say, "For the second time you will be restored 
to life, when the third time comeg you will not come back." 

.After some cunsideTlibie period, how long I was not ('.QMCious of, 
the doctw at my bedside thought he det«:ted 3. slight movement in 
the heart, then stea.d.ily it got stronger and str~r, and to the 
IImaumeM of those present" I came back to llie," 

.. The 'tablets.' in accoroanoo with YOUl' date of birth," I broke in. 
"indicate that the third test will not come for many yean yet. \Vhat 
are your plans now since you came to California? .. 

"To get time to write," he ans.,tl.ed quickly. "To give back to 
the world what I have gathered through my own experiences, to 
travel silll more, and finally I hope to get to Mongolia or Tibet. fQl" 
the ' call ' of those eountrlu ] have fdlt for a very lmlg time," 

" I need hardly ask if y<m M1leve in reincarnation? " was my next 
question. "Do YOIl have at times any recollection of your fOIlIlct" 

lives? .. 
"I most decidedly do," he answered, "but that is something I do 

not wish to talk about. People think it savours too mUM of the 
lmagina.tive side of life, 50 I keep my visions to myself. Perhaps," 
he added musingly, "I may be the means later on of proving the 
mality of such things, but the time has not yet come for that." 

Quick as a flash my thoughts W1m.t back to the wOl'd! of the Abbot 
01 Toussoun Nor. "In there," he said, pointing to where" Cheiro" 
lived., " you will find the imamcUe whom you seek." l'ethaps tbo>sI: 
stralIge worw concealed the 5eCfet of " Cheiro's" suceess.ful ~­
an U old wul," oue of those whose many IciDcarnations had taught 
him the le~>ODS of hllmanity, How cl;;e wuld hi: have taken up a 
study, that fur .long age3 bad beep doWlitrodden and despi5ed. and 
made of it the key to wdock the beartli of Kings, Pres.identli, L:a.ders 
of Commerce, and all classes? 

1 WI!> astonished when he t-ald me he WI!> now " in his sixty-fourth 
year," I had hord many acconnts of his radiating life and energy 
to tb.a&e who came to cxmsult him. I persanally knew of cases where 
wrecb of bmnevity left his P.,;Xllce with :renewed pnrpose to begin 
.. the battk oi 1ik" 'IM:r apin. PtiTha:ps 1 had again inadvertently 
'10\:0"'''\00 ~UI& ano.\het SIliXet of bh WClXiS. It migb.t pethaps be. 
SIltIllned '\lP m. those simple words, .. to give." While I oomidered 
IIlCh tblngs, a t:ut passed through roy mind, " II j~ ,"Pf'~ bkul4 UI 
give""" tIJ r«eiw." It S! lIIed to me this was the basic thaaght on 
wbich this man's whole ~ 'IYaI built. 
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Before I left. I loolred through a pile of some thou9a.nds of letters 

from all paru of the wm:1d; one and all they testified to thl: accuracy 
of his predictions. to the renewed life and hope he had given by his 
a;lllnseb to his iJulllwerable coosuJ.tlUltS. 

It is nat my puzpose in writing this introduction to pay this man 
any fulsame ~ompllinelIt$. He does not need them. His work stands 
aoo..-e such thingl!: a lesson in itself of those mysterious forces under­
lying life, which so few of us reaJire and still rewer-UIId ... ,,! and. 

W. H. CROSS, 
Mtmng Eflginur (}j 1M Tsang Mines of M01f.gOlia, 





CONFESSIONS: MEMOIRS OF A 
MODERN SEER 

CHAPTER I 

Tmt lilAKING OF It. "SEER." $O!lIi:THma. ABOn MY EARLY Ul1lt AlfD 
MY REASON FOR ADOPTING !!\lCH AN IJHlJSl)AL CARE1Ut 

I WILL endeavour to avoid family and personal matters as much 
as pcssible, only giving snch details as are necessary for rea.dern 
to Wldels(and how and why Destiny found her materta.J.s on 

which to buiJ.d. 
On my father', side I IUQ of NQJlIWl d""cent, and = of a. family 

who can trace their lineage back to Rollo, the:lint Duke IJf NQtTnMdy. 
As he bcrame a Christian in order to many the daughter of the 

King of France, r wiJ1 only mention m plzssant a Pagan ancestor, 
known as Hamon the Sea-king, who with one blow from hill battle­
axe struck off the head of St. H<illier to pilwent hi<; converting his 
sailws to Christianity.' Historical. records show that this. incident 
took pla<;e Oil July r7th, A.D. 526. 

I may, lrowever, add that <me of his descendants, the uncle of 
William the First, by joining "The Conqueror" with a :Iieet of 

,:lour hun.dred ships and a large fon:c of men, decided the Invasion 
,of England. He nceived tor his reward six ot the largest counties of 
,England and was named Prince of Gburungan<;hire. Subsequently, 
i!hls mall, RobeTl de Hamon, became !'.uch ., a good. Christian" that 

e:.tablished the fint monastery in Britain, laid the foundation of 
rewkesbury Cathedral, Illld is to-day honoured by a proMWQn of 
~islwps that once every hundred rears makes a pilsrim,age rtIUlld his 
tomb. The last of these ceremowes took place as recently B.$ MiIll:h 
a5th, 1925. 

Who can tell, if this blend of Christian aJld Pagan m~knot in later 
~years ha~ been responsible fur my taking up such "lea studies" 
.r as Astrology, Or..::u1tism, and "all 5UCh works of the Devil," as 
, characterized by Henry Vlll when be became" Founder of the Church 
of England." 

My 'lather's pri.nd.pal study was that of bigher ttwtbemaili:s; io!:: 
-any years he W():I:Ked out Intrlca.t~ problBtDS with Gladstone e~ up 
,the last yuft of that great statesman's life. 
From my mother's ~ide, who came from Greek and Frmeh sklck, 

;ciuherited poWy. romance, mysticism.. and philosophy, The sub-
• Iluent fusion in the fim of lift, of these rombiDa.tiom naturally 

iu.oed a being pmle&tined for a career that UIfJ"u _ rMt Q1J _. , '" , .. :11M. 
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Ify mother, from her earliest daya. was deeply interested in reading 
works on ,Astwklgy. Numerology, and the Study of the Hand. 
~tly. almost as soon as r'rould read, she allowed me to revel 
in the little library of ~uch books that Ilhe had tollected. On my tenth 
birthday my mother pa.ned over to me her little library and jotted 
down in her notebook the following: "My SOIl bas in his left and 
right hHDds the sign of the • Mystic Cross.' For this reason I J:ave 
gi~ll over to hlm all the books on occultism I possess, and especially 
those on the Study of the Hand. I bfllieve he will makl: good use. of 
these books. Even now in his early yurs I have notWed, bow he studles 
sW':h ",;orks more than all other!!. He is certa.i;tJ. to become a writer, 
and will, from what lloresce in his hand, make a name fur himself in 
conrn.'Ctlon with those subjects." 

I wal5 mUy a little past eleven years of age wben I caused a sc~tion 
in my family by writing a t:reatiE;e full of mustrations on the Lines of 
the Hand, a subject, I must admit, not at all pleasing to my fatber's 
way of thjnking. 

Shortly alter, perhaps to combat my "occult tendencies," my 
father decided to have his only son trained for some religious tailing. 
What that was exactly to be did not trouble him in th~ slightest: 
he had some vague idea. that I might be Ullefnl in converting the 
"heathen Chinee," the only reason, perhaps, beIDg that his father had 
lost a considerable sum of money in a speculation in China. 

I was 3C{;ordiI!gIy packed off to an extremely strict school where he 
Wll!I assured that all such 1'M5ePllEl as " ocr;ultism " would be quickly 
knocked out of mr head. 

In his idt'.3. of gIving me such training, he was, I believe, right, for 
I am certain that no ooy ever bepn life with a more devotional 

or one more fitted, as a mjsoionary, to be boiled alive 
of some cannibal. race. 

,it may seem a strange anomaly, yet I hold 
of that devotional temperament that made 
hand:; with an ob5tinacy that, in the end, 

in 
.~ ... -

articles of forced to 
ThIlS it more I strange 

threads of Sf4 !lied to bind thought, life together, 
IUld the mare I C<JDVinced that Nature secret pages 
that neither Science nor &ligion had as yet unravelled. 

r ,cannot describe with what delight I disco.ered text after text In 
that worukrlu1 "Book oi Books" that told of the npward progress. 
of peoplt'S and those sttaDge happenjnp .. that the Will of God might 
be fulfIl1ed." 

Can I evn forget that night when, for tlw lint time my mind grasp6d 
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the idea of the DMtfny Oof ractS. and the evidence of DWi1l8 DalgK irI 
the,tarry heavem above MIIiZ ,n ~ng ,,. NtJJcw, l • 

The n&1: day the " Book of Books " had a greater me.am.ng far m,e 
than evu. Predestination became such a foroo in my thoughts that 
before I COllld realj1A'! what I was saying, I gave battle to myastoni:d:ted' 
profelJ!iOl' and got p"Tlishoo by the losing of the play-hom far my pains, 

Out of evf!Ir! evil comes good-that is, if we can distinguim the good 
when it does tvme so during my punilllurwlt, instead of writing 
exercises I 5lretched what I considered ought to have been the ha.ndI!I 
of some ~f the great men of Destiny. and became SQo Qh:egrbcd in my 
task that I did not realire the presence of the old profeSSOl' looking 
over my shoulder. 

In!rtead of the reproof I expected, the old man sat down by my side 
and made me e:Ilplain the drawings to him, line by linl'l, 

Then he became l;1;ill more friendly. and to my utter astonishment 
he held out his own long. curiouS-looking hands, and in quite a gentle 
way asked me what I could make out <If them. • 

To my amarement, I quil;kly discovered traits that "CIe eum numa1f. 
To me, he had ever bt:en sometbiD8 so high aud mighty. that the idea 
01 this mOIlument of wisdom having lived as othel' men had never 
for a moment entered my mind. 

He was a long, 1Mn, ana.tomica1 structure, on which ] thought 
5OIlleone had hung a professor's coat just to cover the bones; a grey­
eyed, spectacled Sphinx, that history said "had once stroked the 
Cambridge Eight to victory "-but history tells 90 many lies that none 
!,if U~ buys believed the 3Wry • Yet, ~ I wanned up to my aubiect, 
I fwgot that history also said that be had never Imown emotion of any 
kind, that he bad never loved. had never man1ed, for soon I was 
~lling him of a love in his life such as few men have met, and have 
cared to live life out afterwards. 

I stopped, for something had gone wrong with my mbjec:t; tbf'I 
, han.d!l had been puned aside, and I beheld, :for the first time, what 
: tears mean wheu stem men weep. 

After that momiog we became friend,. Many a difficult exercise 
__ he let me off, and many an old Greek and Latin 1xl9k on Hands he 
translated fur my benefit. 

A reJigioua training was, On the 
, very eve of my entering: :for an decided 
~my cateer, I reW:ved word that was a land 
fspeculation that involved hundreds ; and so, broken-
~hMrted at the sudden ending of my early ambitions, I rMmnM borne. 
, Disappointed and purposeless, I drifted for sOme time lika a. hehn­
fiess ship on an idle sea, until at !d, one day. some undercmrenl:, C where I know not, woke IDe agaiu. I eo.tm:d. my father's study. 
~. told him that I wanted to steer my own bark and !R:<.: the world 

myself. 
, My father considered that he bad no loDgm the right to mould Illy 
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career to his will-he had tried, but DMtfny had bn' too Strong­
he woold let Destiny have its wa.y. So, with a small anmunt of 
money and a good, !;Ilbstantial blessing. I spread my own nil!, and 
leaving the quil:t harbour <d home, I drifted out into the world's wide 
sea, like so many otheo; have done before me. 

It would be QUt of place to enur into my intervening e.periences : 
the .. Call to. London " was in my ears. and so, as quickly as possible, 
] fonook the temptatiOll 01 quieter routes and steered direct to that 
great city. where Fate meets Ambition ill equal combat. 

It is said that" ooming events cast their !ilJadows before them." 
One nj&Jlt. wbile waiting in Li\iRpool fur the London tnin, my eyes 
caught sight of a book 'Aith a hand drawn on the cover. which I 
immediately bought. It was a translation of one of those old books 
on palmistry that had Ix:t:n printe<l. with. tho first movable type; it 
W1.lS called in Gennan Di~ Kwnst Ci.r~. and as the train started 
on its journey I became engrossed in its contents. 

The only other occ.npant of the carriage was a gentll'TIllIn who sat 
opposite with his back to the engine; he had wrapped round his. 
shoulders a. heavy rug that a Imost concealed his rue. When, however, 
Illy book was finished. as 1 laid it down I nmited that his sharp eyes 
were lixed intently on the drawingo£ the hand that adorned the CDVet. 

As I put it aside, he spoke in a genial, but rather bantering way. 
" So you evidently believe in hand-reading. An odd kind of study 

it must be. But I suppose," he added, "it can find its followers, just 
as people believe in the shape of thl: head, and other things 01 the 
kind." 

"' Yes," I answered, " I believe that character malus itself manjfest 
in ewry p!.1ltiQn of the body, but naturally more especially in the 
ha11ds, which are, after all, the tools that carry out the wishes of the 
brain. Surely there is nothing far-fetched or illogical in such a belief." 

"No." he said laughingly. "Compared with some beliefs, that 
sounds both moderate and reasonabl&. But do the hands tell the 
future? That is the point that would appeal to me, if I could bring 
myself to beHeve in such a thing." 

" , ... as far as our future is made and influenced by 
the te1Jdrneics we have iuherited, I <%rtainly 
success.is really the result of the PTeponden.ute 

our weaknesses, I think one might be safe 
at the stady from this standpoint alone, the 

:
~~ ... ~y be able to show whicll of these two furoes will gain the 

" 
answered, "your theoty hu really interested me." 

~f~:::~bis hands, he added: "TeD. me, if you will, which will 
in my ca .... " 

I can hen now see thOR Blender, iDtel1ectual-Jookin( bands that 
this 8traDger laid bl!fore me; and how they interested b\e-linc after 
~clmrly IDIIfted, full of charact£r and of eve:nu created by chancter. 
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I started with the Jjne oj Mentality, I showed him its $Uperkt' 
!itUngth when compared with th05e of $OIUP of the designs m my 
book and explained that it denoted his power of will, of organb ... tion, 
and ~f CQIllmaDd over people. Then I called his attention to II Mll­
marked Line of Destiny, deeply traced through his hand untn a little 
past the oentre of the palm.. and I explained that it Indicated sUq 
individuality, a. career that must playa marked r6le in liie II destiny. 
in :fact, that WQuld ca~ him to stand out as II leader above the 
commOll herd of h1llIlamty. 

"But the end," he !I;1.id, almQSt nervm1Sl.y. "What does that line 
show fading out-wha.t does it mean?" 

1 laughed as I all!;weud., for 1 could ~dly believe, and [ felt sure 
lu: would not, in spite of his interest. , 

" Db." I said, "the stopping of that sign simply means rest fOT 
you; another Nape-leon sent to St. Helena, I suppose." 

"But why?" he demanded. nLther excitedly. "What wall be my 
Wa.terloo '/ " 

" A woman, without a doubt," I replied. "You can:see fOT yourself 
how the Line of Heart breaks the Line of Destiny just below that 
point where it fades out." 

Talting his hand aW&y, the stranger Iaugbed-a low quiet laugb-
1M laugk of II- mIl-IJ. wlsiJ was _e of himsd{. 

Shortly afterwards the train r~ached London, and as we got ready 
our valises and ooats, he said : 

" It's strange, but that science of yours has been curiously accurate 
about $Orne things---except about the woma'l part. There is my cacl ; 
you will see now how in some things it fal!jes but the womA11, no--­
a. man with my life has no time for women." With a cheexy "Good­
bye," he jumped out, hailed a hansom, and WllS off. 

Looking at the caJ"d, I :read, "(bodes Stewart Parnen."l 
It was some years later, after the O'Shea divorce case and IUs 

downfall, that I was able to understand the -;111 of 1M Hm L",~ 
tcwchitlg the ~tiny (If sudt Q. _It. 

I Charb.Stewml'ameU. bolD Jlme27i:h, ,S.", Vale (>f A'I'cg,lr ''Dd,diNOctobw 
6th, 141.;1 wu aa.Id "f .•• brok&m Il.....t. n .. 
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CU1UotJ'S PACTS ABOUT TlIE HAND NOT CltNERltU.'I" KNOWN. I (lET ON 
BOARD A TRAlIIP S:mAMElI. UI" ORDER TO SEE THE WORL!) 

TIRE are many curious facts conoemed with the hand that 
~ have rarely if ever treard of, so I thi,!!k it will not be 
out of pl&c<l if I wllCh on them here, before I go more deeply 

into my own reminiscences.. 
Meissner, the great German scientist, proved that certain tiny 

molecular substances were distn'buted in a peculiar manner in the hand. 
He fOllIld that in the tips 01 the fing"ers there wen: 108 to the square 
in.clJ, ,ith ioo papillre; that they gave forth certain distinct cr~ta­
tions, or vibrations, that in the red lines of the hands they Wffe most 
numerous, and, strange w say, were found in straiglU individUiU nnII$ 

i" tk liMS oj 1M palm. 
EJlpetirnents were made as to these vibrations, and it \/;'3.5 proved 

that, atrer a little study, one could distinctly detect and recogmre 
the crepitations in relation to each individual, that they increll5ed or 
decreased in every phase of health. thought, or eJ<Ciklllent, and 
became silent the moment death had mastered its victim. 

About twenty years later, expe:dwents were made with a man in 
l'aris, who had an abnormally acute sense of sound-Nature's CQIU­

pensatiou for W81d of sight, as he had been 00m blind. In a very 
short time. by CQlltinual practice, this man could detect the slightest 
ebange or irregularity in these crepitations, and through these changes 
he was able to tell with wonderfu1 accuracy about how old a person 
""as. how flU' UlI ill'lrss, rn even de«th he migM w.. 

The study of these eoxpuscles was also takCII up by Sir Charles Bell, 
who demonstrated that each corpuscle contained the end of a nerve 
fibre, and was in jmmediate Mntact with the brain. 

Tbi.s great specialist also demonstrated that every portion of tbe 
brain. ~ w tod with the nerve:; 01 the hand, and that the linc~ on 
the palm were more particularly connected with nerves fWIll the 
brain to tbe band than to any other portion of the boo>'. 

The detection of criminals by taking impIessions of the lingers and 
by thumb-marks is DOW used by the police of almost all countries, and 
thousaw;b of' been tracked down and identified by this 

to books 
police have 
was scoffed 

lint commenced the 
ignorant prejudice 

overoome, the police 

~.,;:~:; the lines 01 the p"lm, and by especially as regards mentality 
direction (It another. 

It is a wdJ.lmoWD fact that, even if the skin is burnt oft the bands, .. 
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or removed by an acid, in a short time the lines will ~uppear U4tUy 
a~ t46y were bejMe, as do the ridges or " spirals" In the skin of the 
inside tips of the fingers and tl?-umb.. • 

In connection with the temble Houndsditch murders In 191I. the 
CJUe{ Iniipl.!ctor of Police, nlPlyjng tQ the magimate. said that be bad 
taken impressions of the prisonees linger~pdnts at the court. Thfl 
hands were not wamed or prepared in any way. The fulJowing is a 
reprint from the Daily Td4grafo, of February 25th. 1911. 

"What is your authority fOI the propositkm that the prints of 
tl'."O diBerent fingers are never alike i .. -

" I say that I have never found it so, I am only giving you my 
. " own expefJenoe. 

" I want to know what steps you hav! taken to come to that 
conclusion." 

" ] may be able to help you in this way. We have 170,000 sets 
of prints recwded iD. the office. During the la5t ten years, sinre 
the introduction of the system. wehave made 6z.ooo identifications 
-recognitions------and, 50 far as is known, without error. I think 
that ~ill oonvey to your mind that we deal in pretty large 
numbers, and I am justified in telling you that we i4w fUTJ" 
j()und two jmprnsi~s takm ftrmt aiJf_d fingers to ag'" willi 
~ach flilm." 

I will pass aver my first experiences in London. 
J soon began to feel keenly what it is to be alone in the heart of a 

great city, without friends and without prospects of making any. 
It was in this irwne of mind that I fonnd m~. one morning. 

wandering down by the side of the Thames, Wltil in the end I had 
almost reached the great docks of Tilbury. 

Here. at this gat~y to the ocean, ships and boats of every de­
scription were loading, unloading, arriving or dtparting. 

A curious longing took ponessjon of my heart, to also pass through 
th.U; gateway and meet the mysterious" UnknGWIl" that lay beyond. 

A battered and wahby_lwking tramp !iteaml:!, just about to leave. 
,attracted my attention. A hearty-looking man Oll the bridge was 
shouting orders something urged me 
gangway and made straight for the mru 

. me, anotbel' order-the gangway was 
" dock hawser was thrown off fte engines 
Frightened and desperate, I felt I had to 
the :man again. Instill.ctively I knew he must be the DO one 
but a Captain could roar like that, I thought. I got up to him 
before he noticed me: I tried to look JIlOSt respectful and humble and 

'waited for him to speak. 
: Suddenly he did speak, if I can desuibe it as speech: "What in the 
~Dame of Beehebub d'ye want~who the devil are you?" he yelled. 
~ " Sir," I very po1iteJy said, .. I want to go to sea." 
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.. Go to helll •• he said, aDd turned his back on _. 
By this time the boat ...u already &Om.& distance boom the whari, 

men were hauling in ropes, cioshlg in side r&ils, pulling cargo nnder 
COV@!, but no one took the slightest notict: of me. 

I wa.l.ked down the deck tOo the stem of the boat and sat down OIl II. 

big pil~ of wet rope. 
Night was roming rapidly on, the river was widening to the sea, tOO 

sigh of the wind against the mut reached me like II. cry of pain. Green 
and red lights flashed from. the fast-fading 5iwre, flElkes of spray lashed 
QCfQ59 my face. My wish bad lndeed been granted I was at sea but 
~."IQDe. 



CHAPIER III 
, 
i r IolAKE MY9l!1.F USEFUL ON DOJ.lU) SBlf. TIlE ROtrCR SAILORS BECOiB 

MY FRIENDS. MY STODY OF lIANDS rs mJ!: KEY THAT UNLOCKS 

=R """'" . HOW long I sat OIl that coil of rope at the stem of the !!hip 
I do not knOW. 

Finally, wet from the spray, cold and very hungry, [ 
: determined, come what might, to :rtretcl1 my limbs and walk up and 
. down the deck. 

The hour was late. I had not yet got to know how to tell the time 
j by the ship's bells. I heard eight strokes :tJng QIlt. into the night, a 
'scurrying of :feet, a few dark shadows passmg rnpldly, then all wa& 

Iwence again ~t for the monotonous throb of the engines and the 
.occ.simlal crash of a wa.ve against the side of the boat. 
[. Light ~ :from som.e :portholes. in a cl,lbin behind the bridge 
i'Attracted lIlY notice. It was that same bridge where I had met the 
/iPum I called the Captain earlier in the evening. Instinctively I felt 
~that that mall. who had spoken so brutally, was fated to play !iOllW 
i(lmportant part in my life. A curious idea wwe into my mind that 

lIll: want to peer into the portholes just to have a look at his 
Fagged, weather-beaten face again. 

I climbed np a short stairway to the b:rMge, stole softly rQuwi to 
i1he back of the cabin. and glued my fa.oe to oue of the windows. My 

was there all right, only looking lII,Ol"e angry and brutal, if that 
d be possible. 

His gold-braided cap was pushed to the back of his head. his coat, 
ide open. ~wed a striped 5hirt to the waist. On the table before him 

5toOO a pile of paptlrs and some books that looked like ledgers, at his 
gilt was a plate heaped up with sandwiches. and a large bottlf! of hiw". 
From time to time he grabbed a sandwich or gulped down some-

his whole attentiOIl Wil.3, however, centred OIl the mEl.8~ of papl!n 
efore him, but his face showed he was working on some task that 
~a5 not at all to his liking. 

" I wunder if I could help him." I thought. Always jlu:}'"ed to act 
the impulse of the moment, in another second I WiLlI sta"di,,!!' in 
,doorway; the light of a bigswingi.ng oil lamp (there WiLS no electric 
.nt OIl. ships in those days) fell full on my face. He did not see me, 

. ' head was bent OVeT the papers, and as :foe Ille, I 1I'O.S too paralysed 
ith fear to speak . 
. Suddenly he stood up to reach a bQok on a!lhelf. Our eyu met­
: he had seen a ghost he could not have given a bigger gasp. 
" Great God, be roared, " didn't I tell you to go to hen? .. 
"~es. sir," I aIl5wered ~y, "but I couldn't get of!' the ship 
This seemed to strike him as a joke; a grin passed over his face 
"W~" ..... 1._". "h ____ ..l "I.._~ ...... you u>m...,.. nowm any case, el"<Ml=; ....... ORmtlI'lJi"g 
~'ll be as iii.ck all a poisoned. pup. What the devil brought you on the 
._- . in any case ? .. .. 
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.. I wanted to ~t away and lei'! the world," J bluri:ed out. Then 
pointing to the papers on the table, I lStammered, "I am good at 
figures. I am sure I cmUd help you if you would let me tl'y. " 

I had touched a. 60ft comer in his heart. "Good at figures," he 
gtiUDed. .. Well, let:IM see if you are, Add up these oohunI\ll," and 
he shovcl a large sheet before rna. "Show me what yon can do." 

One CQI\llDll; he ha.d aheady done. I ran over it 'gaiT!; he had made 
a mistake in the pound oolUlJltl. 

" How much ? " he querieIt 
.. N= hundMd pounds," I smiled. lIS gently as possible. 
He the gold-braided cap stm further baCK on his head. 

"Look here, youngster," he said, "I'm glad you t.allle on board. 
rna captain and owner of this tub. I haven't got to report to any 
Board of Directors as I should have to do if I found a ' stowaway.' 
I haven't got to put you of( at the first pGrt we twch and hand you 
over tathe police as wonld hP.my duty todo under other cirmunstances. 
y 00 were lucky in choosing thi!; boot, however you did it. Will you 
stick it out with me to the end of the voyage and take charge of these 
figures for me? It will be a long run. youngster, we discharge and 
load at every port. She's a. rotten old tEib that I mean to sell at the 
end or~trip, but if you stick lo me I will make it worth while. Give 
me your band on the bargain." • 

" Where did you say would be the end of the voyU€e ? " I asked . 
.. :&Imbay, that will be the last port." 
.. India," I said, as I took his hand, "the one plat.e 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, yoqster," and he pu~ed the plate bel<lre 

"'. I did not need a ueond invitation. He rang the bell. another lot 
made its appearance, and as I would not drink, he ordered ooffee, 

[ felt I was in a dream. Fa~ had Indeed befmnded me by leading 
me to a ship bouml for that land of mylltery and O¢CUltism that I had 
craved so much to see. 

r will Dot enter into detaih of the voyage, it was perhaps tlle happiest 
one r ever experienced. The man I thought so brutal. whose oaths 
SOIDi!times seemed to mgke the very ship tremblE, had the kindest 
heart I think I ever met. 

The mugh ujlms were equally good to me. They had me "read 
their bands" and ten thmn of SW6etbearts and wives they bad left 
behiDd. At night when work ... as over we used to lie on the forward 
deck and look up at the stan together. I told them what I knew of 
the great Atchitect .x the Universe who had planned aU; how not II. 

pIaDet 01" a sun oould vary a fraction of time in its pathway through 
eternity-and that we are told, " a roparrow COI1ld not fall tothe ground 
without He knoweth it." 

These rough tneD, sons of the :Ilea and papetual danger, wINd 
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never tired of listening to the story. It may not have caused them 
to cease swearing when the cargo shifted, or the pumps refused to 
work. Perhaps, however, when Yother Ocean ca1kd for the uw tilfU 

,BOrne of them may have remembered the story of the "sparrow" and 
(were comforted. 



CHAPTER IV 

THE JlA.GIC OF INDIA. AGAIN NY STUDY O~ HAImS BRlNGS ME lIRlE. ... DS 

I
T would not be suitable in these pages to give more than a brief 
iSk1!tch of my elLpeneIlOOg in India. From the letters I hav~ 
~ved from e.U parts of the world, [ feel compelled to hurry 

through these mOl'f! personal episodes and get as quickly as poosible 
to the "contasion" and ~nces cOllcerning my professional ,_. 

It may be my privilege oome day to be called on to write fully of 
my life in India, but up to now" the tall bas not cDlIle," and if it does 
it will easily fill a book by itS:elf. 

1 just want my rcad<= to visualiiIC. if they will, my feelings as I 
entered the " gateway of India," as Bombay is sa well called-iUone­
withoot a :friend or a single letter of introduction. 

I will not attempt to describe the great city that stretched in the 
distance before:w.c. Histories of India and guide books have aI:ready 
painted the picture better, perhaps, than I could do. 

It was very early morning as I wandered dol'o'll that great pie:r­
the Apono Bunder-alone. 

A1onc--without friends, without money- whatever I had earned on 
the ship I had spent during the voyage-yet in a way happy. I,<'ate 
ha.d 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 th~ world," held:my heart high. 

And yet, must I confess it ?-as I felt the scorchil'lg 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. 

1 bo!gan to dtJf4bt, I began to wonder at the Destiny that had so 
mysteriously forced my steps to India.. 

li you, dear reader, have ever been absolutely alone in a strau!, 
country you will realize the Ceding of hclplcSS,[I'-"'SS that .... 'Us !Jow y 
stealing over my senses. 

At the end of the pier near the town, I sat down on a stone seat 
and endeavoured to collect my thoughts. In all the many-hned throng 
of people that passed and repRfsed, no. one took the slighte~t notice 
of me in any way. I v,ras just" another foreigner" who had come 
to India, and nothing more. 

y o;t, out of that lI1Qtley crowd, there was one person who was actuaUy 
coming to greet me. An old man, garbed as I.thought lilw a Brahm.in 
priest, was even then making his way t.owitrds me. I oould hardly 
believe it at first, but our eyes met and that SEemed to decide his 
..ctJon. 

He held out his hand with a pleasant" gnod mlJIning," in Englim, 
and no music ever sounded sweeter in my eitrs than thooc simple 

"""". We sat dowu WI the seat together ; at first the conversation was the 
~ 
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IlSllal Mmmonplace expressions, the splendid view flf the Bay, the 
town, and !IIlchlike. I had just mentioned that I had arrived that 
morning, wheu he put the straight question: "Why have you come 
to India? " 

"Why," I said, "it has always been my must earnest desire. 
Besides," and I pointed to the Line of Fate on my right hand, "I 
suppose 1 am following my Destiny." 

Again the 5tudy I loved !I(I much had opened another door for mt::, 
I shall never forget the expression that passed over the old man's face. 
Re held out his hands for me to read. I told him all I could of the 
dates of chang.'!s in his life, illnesses in the past, and other things. 

"Vlonderful [" Wall all he muttered. After some time he told me 
of himself. that he was a descendant of the old Joshi caste, "ilo had 
kept the Study of the Hand, together with that of Astrology, alive 
~iIlce oome faHlistant date. 

He described where he li~'ed and pointed to the Western Giats, oc 
range of [ow mountains to the north of the city. 

He told me of his associates, how simply tmy lived, the occult 
studies they believed in and practiged. 

Of course, I Wll3 fascinated. It rem;uded me 50 much of a book 
my mother had Jet me read. dealing with the Yogis of India. 

J exp:ressed a wish to go !Iud [jve there with him. He held out his 
hand. Very simply he said, "Come, you \\oill be weloome among us. 
Whatever our kuowledge is shall be yours, provided you pass through. 
certain tests of will-power and faith." 

Thus it ",-as that I had the inestimable privilegeof living, for upward:; 
of two years, in the society of men who Viere not only devotee!! of 
Indian occulti5lll" but who v;nc ;masters of whe.tevCl' br!lllch of it 
they bad especially made their own. 

It was hero, 1.Uuier ciroumstances too long to relate in a book of this 
nature. that J took !I vow that jf ever T returned to my own civilization 
[would devote myself for a period of three Sevens, namely, twenty-one 
years, as a kind of Missionary of (kcultism and more especially as an 
expouent of the Study of the Hand. 

After in this way completing my "education," if I may WiC that 
term, I wal> enabled to return to London, by the de!ith of a relation 
\\1lo had left me a (:QVwd!:rablc aJll()unt of money. 

Free to carry out any whim I might hrwe, I proceeded at once to 
~~e a collllction of hands for my favourite stndy and for some time 
";Slted hospitals, asylums. and even prisons, making prints 01 all 
!dnds and conditions of humanity. 

In about a year I found myself the possessor of mQny thousands 
of impressions of hQuds; still I had no desire to work professionally, 
for I found the simple life I had led in India. had compkte1y unlitted 
me for the mntine and conventionality of life in great cities. 

My love of travel also still held mil in itl!. grip; so on the first 
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oppDrtnnity that presented itseU I turned my sMp5 to another land 
of mY_Ij1, namely, Egypt, and for a certain time became oooupied 
in inYeitigating ruined-tombs, temples, and suchlike, in that land 
where ages past the ancient Masten; of Astr<Jlogy built the Great 

Pyramid. . d th rllan • • On my return from E1 Kamatk to Cairo, I reoelve e "'""'iUletmg 
news that the man whc>tn I bad left to take care of the properly I had 
inherited bad embeuled everything I possessed and 1 was left without 
a cent, 

It was at this moment, and for the fint time in my life, that my 
study of hands was called into practical purpose; and in my room~ 
In Cairo I made sufficient money to enable me to return to l.Qndon 
to see after lIly affairs, 

Affairs, however. there were ru:me. All my as.~ets were gone; and 
the unfortunate man who had brought about such a re!lll!t had di&­
appeared from life's arena by the door of suicide. 

Such being the case, I set about facing life from a new standpoint. 
I developed a literary tendency which 1 had scarcely dreamed I 
possessed. At all events, it enabled me to live, and even to enjlJY life 
W II very simple way. 

Lillked up with my new calling, again there crnpped up a practical 
use of my study of hands. A mysterious murder was cOlllJIlitted in 
the East End of London. A blood-stalned hand-roark on the white 
paint 01 a dilOl' attracted the attention of a detective; he had heard 
of me and askt.'d me to see if I could mElke nnything out of the 
impression of the hand. 

An examination of the lines in the dead man's hand convinced me 
that the print could not have bem made by his bIlnd, bnt as there 
was a similarity in some of the markings, I came to the conclusion 
that the crime was undoubtedly done by a close relative, most probably 
a son. Th~ clue led to the arrc:st and sub~equent confe..~sion of a son 
by a former mrur~e, who up to then had been the least suspected. 

Although this again aroused my intere~t in hands, still nothjng was 
farther from. my wishes than to practise snch a study from a professional 
atandpoint. Evidently I was not yet ready tQ preach the truth of 
what 1 believed in. (How easily Qnc can see the design of Fate when 
one boks backward.) I had UQ self-confidence; the sensitiVenefi 
was too extreme, it had ~et to be ground down a bit more by the 
"mills of life "-those mills of bitter experience that crusb some to 
death or grind othms to fit the groove in Fortune'!! Wheel that may 
one day carry them onward to success. 

It Will> so ill any case with me. The gift of writing. or call it what 
you like, before loug began to change or for the time being died out ; 
it had played its purt, a step perhaps towards the next, but Whatever 
it was, the faculty that wrote no longer suited 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 91:em fact remained that tbtI 
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ma.nusc.ripts camt'l back by every po~t, and the poems that some 
religious papM'S had always accepted before, were returned. sometim~ 
with a pencilled line to say, "Style changed, noi: suitable for our 
pages," 

A grey October . found me returning from Fleet Street 
tov;'llIli9 the lfupirited aftf'1' an interview with an 
cdit(lr of a , a man who had taken sufficient interellt 
in something ask me to call. 

I bad found the Rev. Dr. Richardson, editor of Great ThcughU, the 
most humane editor I had ever met. TI.) my profound astoui<;hIDcnt 
he had pulled up an ann-chair close to minc, and in the kindc:.i: manner 
he had talked to me as a father would 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 devotional tone in which I had 
at first. ",Titten, there no.",' appeared ide<as and expressions that he 
sa.id could not possibly be penned by the same persalL 

Tills splendid old man, who could so easily recognize evolution in 
races or in worlds, could Il.Ot realize the same evolution in the brain : 
to him I was a young man deliberately choosing" the broad road," 
and his duty was done when he had told me so, and yet it was almost 
with tl'.ar!l in his. 0/5 that he added that I was between" the t1';o 
roadways," in other words: on that narrow strip 01 thorny ground 
betv;ocn the "broad path" that leads to-he graphkally implied 
where, by a significant motion of his hand and that other path that 
i~ evidently so narrow that it accommodates but very few people. 

rn my own mind, as I returned to Fleet Street, I translated hili 
words to be exactly what I felt, namely, that I was in "the ditch" 
and had scarcely even the strength left to scramble out. 

But HiI'. is eWf so---the clwoges in its pathwa.y are often only hidden 
by the breaks that 1';e think we cannot set over. In a few minutes 
I was about to scramble out of "my rlitcil," but on which side I got 
I will leave my readers to decide in accordance with their own views, 
for I have long since leamfd that as the different chords in music 
make their 0'";11 harmony-so the different opinion~ of people also 

, vibrate in aceordWJ.Ct: with the position in which they La',e themselves 
been placed in the harp of Life. 

We only make discords when we attempt to force om views of right 
or wrong upon our fellows. 

Better then let each one stnKe his oW!! chord-leaving to t.he great 
Mnsician of the Universe the finding of the meJody. 

I had just got beyond Somerset House on my weary tramp towards 
my TOO1ll.lI when I met a man of decidedly Jewish appearance whu 
looked sharply at me Il8 I passed. 

A3 I had somehow always associated Jews with money, I ""oudered 
w.hy this man looked at me so curiously, and I walked on. turning his 
look over and over in my mind. 

Jews had always hern a strange puzzle to me. \VheD at schooJ. I 
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had made a special study of their history. I had delved deep into 
their reJigion OIl acoount of its oreult significance. r had spent sleepless 
nights over the wonders of their Kabbala and yt!t r had always.a.sked, 
why is this race tbl! most scepticlll and materialistic that can be found 
in the world to-day? 

Again these thoughts came to me-this race that God had taught 
by e«ultism, whose twelve tribes represented the twelve sigus of the 
Zodiac, whose every action had heen predicted in advance, whose 
prophets were bigher than their priest~, wlwse every letter in their 
Hebrew alphabet was associated with a number and its occult meaning. 

Could it be pcfflible. ] thought, that by l~ the key to the occult 
mysteries of their own religion, they had paid the penalty by-loss of 
greatness, loss of countxy, and the thousand and one privations they 
had since undergWlc ? 

1 bad often wondered why they were called" Goo's chooen people," 
and as there is no statement in Holy Writ that has not its 0",,"/1 peculiar 
mc~e. I had come to the oonc1usion that they were " cho!>eIl " as 
the race through whom the Creator manifests His do!Mgn in races as 
well as in men. 

Tho!!.e were the children of i>estiny, preaching uneonsciou$y the 
prupose of God to ail people, and the living proof of desigIl in all the 
happenings of thEir past-their present·-and the--to be. 

Such thoughts as these were teeming through my mind, when I 
felt a touch on my ffioulder ann saw the Jev,. I had passed standing 
at my side. 

"Vihat, yon don't remember me ? " he said. 
"I cannot say I do," 1 replied . 
.. Well," he answered, " I have rea.liOll to remember you. You read 

my hands in Egypt and the things you told lD.C happo.:ul:d, CVl:!l down 
to my divorce case last month." 

"Well th.en, you believe ill the study now, I suppose ~" 
" Oh, no, I don't," he said. "1 can't be\ieve in StIch things: but 

there's money in it, my friend. You onght to ma.lre a fortune. Are 
you doing it now? I want some friends to see you." 

"No," I said, " r am doing nothing; at least, only some writing 
for papezs." 

He laugbeci. oJ It's only fools who write," he said, IUld before Z 
oould collfct my thoughts he already had a glittering propooition 
pla.ced before me. 

We walked round to his ofIioo-----<;n\ the walls were some musty old 
paintings, on tM table bits oi china, some Egyptian scarabs and a 
bust of Grecian marble. He v,'as a Government oiftciai, but he made 
~ 'oj \Ul.)'\b.~ bI! o:ould.1a-y hls 'na1l.ds 00. 

\tali om ~ .1atxl: 1 '\'\Ietl.t batk. tnif) the <;tt«.t, ba'liIrg Qpt'ed "i. 

oontract With him. to rommence a.t once in london which counael 
by the way, bound me t(l give him 50 per ctUt of all the money I ma~ 
fIR: twelve YMrl! from that date. 
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Still one must give him credit for his enteJrp.-ise. 
The same day I stArted out with new-found courage to find suitable 

rooms to work in, in the West End. 
But to find rooms Wa!i not an easy matter. 
In those days the Study of the Haud was au "unknown and 

ll~~d-of quantitv" jra London. 
It was an art re)egated to gipsies and associated in the minds of 

landlords with everything that was evil It v;a.~ sufficient to mention 
th~ pHlJlose for which I wanted the premises to receive a stem refusal 
and in some cases a religious kcture on tampering with such works of 
the devil. 

At last I di..covered a Scotch landlady (another race whose shrewd­
ness I have since res~d nearly as much as I do that of the Jews). 
She was. a goorl Catholic with a ~mall purse and a consumptive 
husba.nd, but on my agreeing to pay double the rent, she arranglld the 
affair with her conscience. 

But the oomdence of a Soott:h woman is no-t a thing so easily lulled 
to skcp. I soon found :;11<: sprinkkd holy .... -ater night and morning 
at my door, and on moving to larger premis.;,s a. month later she 
charged me heavily for damage done to the carpet. 

I was installed, it was true, but another difficulty !':Topped up; I 
had DO. name to. work under, for as my father was still living. I would 
not in fairness take my own. 

My Jew friend and myself discussed the question day after day. 
Biblical llaIDeS he suggested by the dozen, at one IUOlIlI:nt h~ Wl.t~ 
particularly klX:1l un a num rio gfl~"C of "Solomon," but, fortlIillltely 
for me, be had had thal name applied to. himself in his recent divorce 
case on account o.f his emulation of that monarch's desire to study the 
book of wisdom called Wmnan, ro he finally decided such a dis­
tinguished name was too ris1.-y for so }"Oung a man as myself. 

11.9 the days went and no name was found, he began to get impatient 
at what he called my" ca.pridOIlll fancy." 

He qUQtoo Shakt:.pcare's opinion 0.11 names every time we met, and 
,ume long letters on "procrastination the thief of time," the "great­
ness of opportuuity," and so forth, and yet when the right name did 
come, he was the Last man in London to acknDwledge it. 

One night, more ,':orried than usual by his reprwches, my tired 
brain dreamt of names by hundreds, till sllddcrlly I seemed to. see .in 
Greek and English the name "CHIl.IRO " standing out before me. 

The next morniug I announced my disoovery. He repeated the 
name over and over again, and then mfonned me that I was a fool, 
that no one could pronounce it, that it had no meaning and was 
U\!clL'SS< 

III vain 1 ~'P\'d\Md U\'A:t Cbei:t was the Greek 'Wm:d tt)t hand, and. 
tha"t " Chei.ro· VlOU\d fuu" bec<nne ident.Uled. by intelllg~nt people 
'o\ith the eJlponent of the hand. 

" Fool I .. was the only answer he deigned to give, and fearing 
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.. Solomon .. might be again revived, I T"shed to. the nearest printers 
and so the name" CHErno " b\:CaIlle launched. 

I had a brass plate made with tlIe namc " Cheiro" embossed on it 
in large kttt:1'S; this was placed o.n the street door, 

It had not been in position .an hour before it attrncted the attention 
of a man who. was well versed in the Greek language. The word 
intrigued him; he came upstairs to my rooms. I explained what the 
plate meant and hc insilitcd o.n havi~ his bands read o.n the spot. 

He was my first client, so perhaps I did extHi well on that occasion. 
He paid me the great compliment of saying that J had not made a 
single mistake in anything I had said of his past life or o.f hls very 
intricate character. 

Without <lny dClUur he agrccrl to give me impressions of his hands 
for my oollcction. He signed th..:m with hisinitials, A.]. B., explainil)g 
very simply that he was Althur James Balfour, Pn:~irlCDt of the 
Society for Psyclllcal Researc..ll. 

He Ww>, as ev'.:ryone knows, one of the most distinguished kaders 
of the COlIscrvative Party in the House of C=ons, later still Prime 
Miuistcr, and farther on in his career Ill; Lord Ballour he visited 
Washingto.n to make the settlement o.f the War Delrt between Great 
Britain and the t:'nited State5. 

At a dinner-party that night after he had met me, he related his 
interview-v.ith the result that the next day my rooms were besieged 
by clients. From that moment out, I was ovcrv.ilclmed with WO£k, 
and by the end of the frrst month my Heurcw frierul had received 
back whatever money he had advanced, together with the 50 per cent 
he had bargained for. 

He was extremely happy o.ver what he was pleased to. call "his 
occult investment." 

Hi!; happinl'SS, Iwwt'Vl'I', was not fated to last 10llg. One afternoon 
he rushed up in a very excited stute and thrust un evening paper 
under my eyes. "Look there," he said, pointing to a paragraph; 
"T shall be nlined." 

Looking dawn the column I found that some reporter in writing 
about the vogue I had started in London, quoted, to. show his extreme 
learning on the 5llbject (?), an e:dratt from the old Act of Parliament 
to prove that all such proiessio.ns were nothing less than illegal. 

"My dear boy," my Hebrew friend f.aid, "I ghall be mined. I am 
a GoVl'TIl!IW'nt ofli£ia1. I 5hOOd retire with a pension next yeat. 
I man lore aU if I am found aiding and abetting a person to break an 
Act of Parliament. You have paid me bac:k my money ",ith interest ; 
for heaven's sake tear up the contract IIIld burn it, amI if you get into 
tronbie D<'-ver rn.ention my DaIlle or that YOIl ever \mew rn.c." 

Within five rn.inute~ the cootract was burned, Wll shook hauds, and 
I was again a free awn. 

After the contract was. broken up, people came more and more to 
hea:r what I had to say. 



CHAPTER V 

INmll.VlJi.WS WITH KING EPWARD "rI. 1 READ lUS n.'l.NDS D:E!lIND 
CXRTAINS. !lIS" FADIC MOMIIERS" GIVE DATE OF ms DEATH 

I SUPPOSE it is no SCCl et DOW that King Edward was extremely 
superstitious in certain matters, Perhaps it would be more 
oorre(:t to write that he had an intense interest in Occultism, 

believing fervently in fortunate and unfortunate periods, in e\'ents 
foretold by ptemonitions, and so forth. Even Qneen VictQri.a, strong­
minded wo.man though she was, often incurred the displeasure 01 her 
ooru;ort by bemoaning a broken mirror or the spilling of salt. 

I shall now relate IL'i simply as possible my fin.t meeting with King 
Edward VII, 1 need hardly mentum that my eJqJeIiences with him, 
in the house of a. Society hostess and later in his own library, were 
gossiped about pretty freely, and greatly added to my reputation as 
a Modern SeeJ:. 

'lbe :first intet'View was cradled in secrecy, but Ow.nce-or was it 
Fate r-upstt the C<lrefuily laid plans of the b,dy respoustble for my 
introdnction to Queen Victoria's eldest son, then H.R.H. the Prince 
of Wales. 

The sceru'; of my first seance with the late King was not in his own 
residence, as might be imagined, but at the house of Lady Arthur 
Paget in Belgrave Square. Lady Paget we:; a chanD.ing American. 
one of the SteV'en~' heire'lS€s of Chicago. 

Secrecy was the keynote of the meeting, and I was not told the 
name pf the owner of the hands I was tp rcad, My simple instructions 
at the outset were to cume to Lady Paget's lwuse on a certaiu evening 
aiter dinner. 

Wben 1 arrived, the hostess met me in the ball and oonducted me 
to the smQking-room at the ~nd pf the passage. For all ha- appuent 

. calm, I could see that she was more than a little excited. 
"Now," w.e said, with a channing mille, "I "''3.I1t you to do me a 

great fayour, 'Cheirc: I would like you to sit behind these curtains I have 
flXeu up, and read, as fully and as convincillgly as is in your pc;w.'CI, the 
hands of a geuLleman who is com.ing he£e expressly for this purpose." 

Although, to the reader, this may appear ro have been an unusual 
request. my composure was not aHected. Many of my c\ieJ:lh adopted 
all sorts of plans to kc<.1' t:hocir identity secret from me. The only 
thing that impressed me was the elaborate nature of the arrangements 
in this case. 

"YQU v.ill be alone with him," CQIltinued Lady Paget, .< and YQU 
are to say frankly wbat you see without having any regard foe his 
feelings. Now, you will do your utmost, will you not?" 

"Certainly," I answered, "I will do all I can." 
Left to myseli, I went behind the curtains and arranged the electrie 

light so that I should be able to see the hands of my subject to the 
be~t po!lS1'ble advantage. Having done tbis to my sati&faction, 1 
reated mYl"'H and waited. 

" 
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A few moments later, I heard two people eftering the room. Lady 
Paget directed her CWIlpanioo'S hands through the slits whichjhad 
~Il cut in the curtain foc the pUl}mse, and at QIlCC withdrew. 

I proceeded to examine the hands before me as ca.1m1y as I would 
have done if the int~rvi€w had taken place in my own rooms with 
one of my daily consultants. 

The man behind the curtain appeared to be keenly interested. 
Once or twice he asked questiolls and occasmnally withdrew 1m hands 
to note the markings for himself. I, t()(), "'"as bt:comiog more than 
nsually excited, for the line.'; QJl the hmd\. poinled to an unusual 

=-" 
Gradually I beJ::an to indicate the imprJ'rbnt years for certain cban8e~ 

and events, which appeared to be beyond his control. 
I had reached the point of explaining the days and dates 01 personal 

importance, when an unexpecteo.i m<.:ident occurred that temporarily 
robbed me of my tranquillity. 

Tuesdays, Thursdays, and Fridays, J Mid were the most important 
days of each week far hOO; his important numbers were sixes and 
nines; while the months representing these numbers, being March 21St 

to April 20th, April 21st to May 20th, and October 21St to Novemocr 
20th. had contained. and would contain, the moot iro.portant C''ent3 
affecting hili life. 

"Strange," said a deep and romewhat guttural voice, "but that is 
remarkably true." 

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-knoWIl lace 01 the 
Briti:ili Heir Apparent. as he Wll.S then. 

My lOQks betrayed my feeliugs, lOT, in th~ ki~dest way imaginable, 
he said: "yl)t1 nave no need til' be nervous. You nave done 
splendidly. Proceed with this curious and interesting idea of numbers, ., 
he continued, " torget who 1 am, and be as much at your ease a~ you 
were before the o;:urtain so inop1,)Ortuuely 1dl." 

His graciOIlS manuCT would have restored the composure ot the 
moot lKlJ'VOnS pcr.iOn. 

DntWillg over a small table and procuring some paper, r worked out 
by my system a diagram shOldng when the most momentous events 

of his life would happen. and with what exacme£S they would faJI into 
ctrta!n m.cmt'M of tlle ~'ear, and not into others. 
To~ 'We. ngured oot the. a'ow!:b\ng detalls, and he 'lli'mst\l 

indil:a.M the year 69. sa.~. " M UUs i.s the only da.te when thtse 
two cmicrus numbers ftnt come together, wbkh you say art: the key· 
notes of my life, I suppose that must 1>a tht tnci?" 

How 1al oli it ~; ~e\. he~, wi..th u~':J V"~u. \lad 
~ ~ ~ ~~. 1.1:\31. "taU ~ l:l'toh.'m.4 ~'t ¥.\'tI~ ~Il 'NW\~ 
'be in his fl9th year when he died. 

By my system of numbers th.e month at April, the month in which 
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be wDamicted with his fatal illness, has from time immemorial been 
Tept"esented by the number 9. The month of May, in which he died, 
is similarly represented by a 6. 

The addition of the two figures of the age 69, equals 15; I plus 5 
equals 6. He passed away on May 6th, a Fliday. which, in the most 
ancient writiugs, is also symholizeri by the number 6. 

At ~he conclusion, he thanked me most conrteou~y for my delinea­
tions,.rernurking' that I had been most accurate in dealing with pagt 
event~; even if my prognostications had been of a gloomy nature. 

"We may meet again," he said, as I took my departure, and he 
addedJllUsingly, "So sixty-nine will IllClUl 'The End:" 

It,,WRS some years Iatf'r when I again had the honour of meeting 
him ai\.cl he was still PrinGe of Wales. 

The Boer 'War had just brokf'.n nut, and thousands of British soldiers 
were leaving by every ship for South Africa. 

The Princess of Montglyon, who had enjoyed the friendship of the 
Prince of W~~ from hIT childhood, had (;omc to London with a 
clever schcmc lor ~ending C<l.<gutS of biscuits out to the lroops. 

To fUl'th~r her plans, she had enlisted Ihe interest of the Pnnce, and, 
a~ she had implicit confidence in me, I also had been enrolled tn a..'\.~i.~t 
her in obtaining Ilption.~ from the. hig bi.«cnit manufacturers of England. 

One afternoon I was in her sitting-room in the Berkeley Hotel, 
engaged in placing before her the details of the option~ I had been 
able to secure, when the door opened and the Prince of Wales entered. 

She was about to present me, when the Prince laughed. 
" 'Vhy this is the man who will Jlot let me lhre F.St sixty-nine I " 
""''hal a pity you are not the Kaiser," she rejoined. "He would 

already h-1.V~ been ex~cntfJd for le.~e-majuu.." 
Alas for her rlan~ ~ The Prince bad called to tell her tlte War 

Offioe had just di~oovered large stores of biscuits that had been over­
looked, and already several cargoes of them were Qll the way to the 
front. 

11.. few evenings latfJr, I chanced to be pu.,siug the Marlborough Clnb 
as the Prince was leaVing. Coming towards me, he asked me to 
accompany him. 

" I should like 10 ha,,'ll anothl'T e11.1.1 with you about your theory 
of numbers," he ~aid. "Come with me to my library, where we shall 
no! be di~tnrhed." 

A Royal I'I'quest is a Royal command. so I obeyed. It gave me 
great pleasure to do so, and I was :tIattered by ~ interest ~ Prince 
was showing in my study. 

Together we entered Marlborough House and proceeded to the 
library. First handing me an excclknt cigar. arn1 \hell some paper. 
he asked me to work out the" numbers" of different people whooe 
birth dates he mentio.Iled. 

From six o'clock until nearly eight, I calcula.ted steadily, until a 
message was brougbt to him that.he had to dress for dinner. 
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When, finally, he rose to gil, he shook hands with me in a graciOU& 
mann&'. TIlen, making me light another cigar, he walked with me 
as far as the hall, where he held out his hand again and wished me 
" good-bye." 

!Juring this talk, he got me to work out, without my knowledge, 
the eharts of the Kaiser and the Ci:lII of Rll!lsia, as well as those of 
members of the British Royal Family; he g!l.ve me the date of birth, 
but Dot the name of any person. 

He was extremely interested when I explained the ancient a.~twlogieal 
theory that rountries are ruled by planets and divisions of the zodiac. 
I explained that both Germany and England were under the same 
zodiacal sign-the House of Aries-and that as both were governed 
by the planet :Mars, these nations were bound to fight for supremacy, 
or be in ao;:tive competition against one another, but that the better 
plan would be to form an alliance together. He was so interested in 
tllis idea that he had me write it out fllr all the principal natiolls of 
the world. 



CHAPTER VI 

KING EDWARD'S VlSII Til PARIS. MY SERVICES TOWARDS THE 
"ENTENTE CORDIALE." I LAUb.'CH A NEWSPAPER DI THE IN1:ERE~TS 

OF PEAC'" 

FOllOWING the preceding at.c01mt of m.y inten.-iew v.ith King 
Edward 1-'1, it may not be out of place if I relate here how 1 
wa..~ htm: instrumental in hclping forward his now famous project 

of the Emente C~i/l""between EngL<J.nd undFrance, and, in bd, being, 
1 may safely say, one of the tirst promoteu of the idea, at least in 
Paris. 

I had naturally never forgotten His Majesty's condescension and 
kind ro.anIlCl" towards me, and wh~n li~ing in Paris, shortly after the 
"Fou;hoda affair," which excited so much I1rench feeling against 
England, I did my best in my small way to ensure that at least hi9 
name should· be rv:spected lit the varWllll mcctinp and gatherings I 
attendt:d. 

During my earlier education one of my tutors an old man who 
knew the world well---had once said to me: ., My boy, I will give yCIU 
a golden rule for life's rough jDlIlney. It is Ihis: • Do good to tho"" 
who do good to you: and as for thOile who do you ham. be sony 
for thd, Irick of judgnu!tl.i: If you follow this rule, it may not make 
you a millionaire, but it will at least give you great satisfaction." 

I had IU'ver forgotten myoid tutor's words; Ws IllallCUn ~ame 
one of the /il(ed principles of 1r.y life, and I must admit I have some­
times gone to extremes to carry it into effect. 

The feeling in Paris at the time of which I am writing was so bitter 
against any<.me who even happellcd to " look EIIglish " that I orten 
~w Americans when Walkillg throllgh the boulevards hold some 
American paper prominently in their hands so that the passers-by 
could see that, though they spoke the language, they yet did not 
belong to the "hatred raoc of land-grabbers who had stolen 
I1asboda." 

About thi.~ time I h?.d purch."l.<;en and had become sole proprietor 
of the American Rq;isler and A1¥!:IrJ-C~mial WorM, a newspaper that 
had be~n fCl1.lIlded during the last years 01 the EInpirc and which had 
the distinction of being the old...:;t paper published ill English on the 
Continent. 

As this ne'A'Spaper ""'as so well kno.V.1l and so respected by the 
French people for the impartiality of its politics and its continuous 
efforts to promutc a good u~tanding k'tween the Latin and 
Anglo-.'>axon races, I conceived the id",a that it might be employed 
in some way to aven-A)1ne the had fef'Jing already mentioned. 

I had remarked, like so many others, that although King Edward 
as a man was well liked and his former "isit~ were continually cum-­
mented on, yct when class~ collectively with "perfuliuus Albion" 
he bore quite another aspect. 

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

" 
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collect together the views Qf the principal polit:icalleaders and public 
men as to what, in their opinion, wou1d be the reception that King 
Edward would have if he should visit Paris at that moment. 

In pursuit of this plan, I cansed a letter to be seut out from the 
AmericlI:lI Register whkh, to put it briefly, a~ked the following 
questiOIlll: 

That, knowing the deep sympathy and profound interest that Ills 
Matcsty King Edward had always shovm tl)wards France, what in 
their opinion would be the reception accorded to him if he should 
'\;isit Paris at that period? 

And if such a visit would not do mnch to allay the bad feeling that 
existed, and be the beginning of an entente, both pQlitically and 
oommercially, to the ultimate benefit of both natil.>ns I 

Some thousands of these letters "''ere ~ent out, and in a rew days, 
and cather to my own astonishment, replies c;lrne pouring in from aU 
parts vf France. 

And what replies they were, too. Some even went so far as to 
write no less than eight p~es of argument either for or against the 
idea; some replied very ter3eiy, a mere" yes" or "no"; while 
other:; Wcl'c so abusivc as to the very idea of a newspaper a~hJg such 
questions ut such a lDOment that my very hair al times ahnost stood 
on end. 

The majority, howeVf<r, spoke of the King himself in tenns 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 personal 
triumph for His Majesty, even though they might not be able to forg<;t 
" the last a(.-tioll of la PlJl.i#r,jf16 anglailie." 

As Sir Edmund Monson, the then British Ambassador to France, 
had always been extremely cordial to me, withollt consulting anyone 
I made a pru:.ket of th€'>e ietten;. showed them to him, and asked if 
he would f.elld them on to His ·Majesty. 

Sir Edmund, although most c<lnsiderate to me, told me frankly 
that. with the tension and bad feeling which c.xiskd, h~ did not believe 
any good could come from my plan, and so, with my p>lcket 01 letters, 
I returned home. 

About this time I happeued to be introdur.ed to Monsieur Delca.o;se, 
who was then Minisrer for Foreign Affairs. lIe congratulated me 
warmly on the attit.ude taken up by my newspaper, and from what 
he said, both then and at the second interview, 1 detennined to carry 
out my plan and forward the !etten! to His Maj(.'Sty myself. 

I went thrQugb them very cardully. hut I admit I kept back all 
those that were too hastily or hotly worded, and which, I am glad to 
say, I still have in my possession. especially as many of those who 
.... ote them have since altered their opinions, and are to-day staunch 
upholders of the enlMi~. 

So that King Edward mJght, perhaps, remember who hi!; oorre­
spondent was, I wrote, in my letter, " Your Majesty may perhaps 
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rac:all me a.~ the man 'Whom Your Majesty silid' would not let you live 
past sixty-nine: " and so the letters were sent off. 

Nearly a month passed. I heard llQthing; but IJU:IIllWbile the 
American fuf,istlr rind Anglo-Coloma! Wwkl continued its articles and 
publiahed the most important and favourable leUers we had received, 
and ~1'Ccial . of these issues Wf'.re sent to almost e...--ety man of 
note in. the warld in France and England. Many of the 
leading newspapers commented on the enterprise of the 
A1IUlriC4n RtgiSU1, and quite a large number quoted tbe publisbed 
letters and articles in their own columns. 

One afternoon I re(;cived II. message requesting me to taIl at the 
British Embas:;y, and trom Sir Edmund's O .... 'll hand~ I n:cei,,-cd the 
letters returned from the King. "with his thanks. for the trouble I 
had gone to in the mutt~.r." Sir Erlmunn added: "In the next few 
days you will'hear that arrangement!; are being made for His Majesty's 
visit to Paris." 

It would be super:ll.uous for me to make any comment on "the 
visit" itself, for ahno~t every writer and newapaper in the world has 
passed judgment on its far-reaching effect. 

I must, however, di>agn:c with the .. glowing de9Criptiollli" given 
by so many o{ the " wm-m receptioll " aCC(lrded to His Majesty when 
his carriilgll first dro~-e throush the streets of Paris, on May 1St, 
1903. 

It was anything, in bet, but a v.arm, or even a lukewarm, nception. 
It is true that the A vllDue du Bois de Boulogne and the Champs­
Elys6es were crowded with people, but they were for the most part a 
very silent crowd; very few even raised their hats. 

Everyone knew that President loubct and th~ authQrmes were in 
the greatest apprehension lest at any moment a counter-demonstration 
shQuld 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 Moru;ieur Upine were perfection it;elf. Still, all 
this could not arouse the enthusiasm of the people a people who 

. , the visit" was just" another proof how France 
mesh of 'perfidious Albion.' " 

THE LAUNCHING OF lHE "EN'!1':NIE CORDIALE" NEWSPAPER 

About a month before .. the visit," as it became called in Pari~, 
I thought I would fullow up the success of the letters previonsly 
mentioned by starting another newspaper whose title would be more 
in accordance with political interest:!, and with this view I fOlUlded 
a paper called the Entmk CO'I'ilirll •• or, as its sub-heading announced 
it, "' A JoumaJ in the Interest of Iuternational Peace." 

For this pUIpOse I engaged C(llTespondents in the principal capitals 
of Europe and several editors capable of carrying out it!; programme. 
All went Wl!Jl until the evening before W!'l went to pl'm with the first 
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numbef. when an eplrode took place which was perhaps in itself an 
omen of the difficulties that beget the path of tho3e who, in a world 
of strife, allow thernsclvCfl W d=u:u of peaw. 

This incident, although amnsing enough now to look. back upoo., 
yet. at the moment it occurred, almost prevented the birth Q{ the 
journal and nearly altered my own ideas on the feasibility of the 
enterprise. 

On account of the errors :made in the English part of the paper by 
OUT French oompositono, we were OOlllpcllcd at till! last moment t<l 
m<t.ke the first issue of the publication through our London offices, and 
so I rushed oyer from Paris the night before hoping to find everything 
ill readiness for the press. 

My principal editor Wa:l an Englislunan who had lived the greater 
part 01 his life on the Continent, and who was thoroughly oonversant 
with several foreign languages. With his maje~tic white beard he 
looked :in himself a perf .. .!:t IllO!l.el fOT a Statue of Peace, but at heart 
he wa~ an incarnation of a thorough British bulldog who mowed hi~ 
fighting blood in a second if England's dignity or righteoUSlless was 
ever called in quc~ti<JJ:I_ 

Another editor was a Frenchman who, although in the end olle of 
the greatest defendom; of the Ememe C~dial<l, yet at that time was 
stiU "a little sore over }<'ashoda," and always ready to bring the 
question up at the most inopportune mlJment. 

The editorial staff in Lomkm W'lS ~QllIpktcd by an Irishman who 
bad been a war correspondent for the past thirty years. 

The lrisllman, t need hardly add, was the" powder magaz.ine" 01 
the ship_ 

His faults ma.y have been many, but he was one of the most brilliant 
writers it hal; Il'-'U been my lot to meet. No 5ubjllCt was amiss to his 
rapid pen. lnte:mationallaw io the history of an Egyptian mununy 
-all came th~ same to him if an article wa~ fe<;juired at tile llllOt 
moment, provided that one did not qaestion a arrfain generous 
aJlowance oi akohol that "was ue<.:essary," he said, "in order that 
1ili. main mil!;ht see things in thcir -prQpet light." 

1n such a =-b'lnation his Irish sen~ ot hwnOllI was, however, 
a somewhat serious drawback. In fact, he thought" International 
Peace" such a huge joke that he nearly spl-it hi~ sides with laughter 
\hoo. fu.'O\ 'timI: be 'ila'!>. ffiII amhi.fu,U5 mb-title. 

()!J, ~ -mt\\\ m. '\~\OU, m; 1 \tl~n out m m.y ~\J, \!11m at \he 
street dOOI the wunds of discord and strife already reac:b.ed my ears. 
" What's the matteI? " I said to the porter. With a signifu:a.lIt grin 
he replied: "It's the first night of the Peace journal , ...... airs sir' 
that's all." ~1"'" , • 

Quite enongh for me, I thought. lIS at the moment there came an 
appalling cra..<h 0:1 gl~. and the Frenchman carne tearing down the 
stairs like a madman. 

In the editorial room it looked all if a cyclone had paid a surpriae 
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visit-proof sheets were fiying in every conceivable direction, my 
venerable editor had a nose 90 dam.aged that it spouted blood like a 
water-cart, Voillk my cx-war correspondent lo<Jkcd ~ if «he had just 
returned (rom the front." 

I never knew exactly what happened-for I lievet' asked. "A good 
beginning," was an the Irishman said as he seized a pen and beglUl to 
dash of( his special article. "England," at the other end of the table, 
tried to look dignified; while a diligent office boy gathered up the 
proofs and solemnly laid them before me. 

Not a "'Om was said, but for the few hours that followed I must 
oonfess no two men ever wQrked harder in their liVe;!, with the resuJt 
that ~me of the finest articles OIl the virtue::; of pt'ace were produced 
that were perhaps ever written on 1he subject. 

The next day the Enunte Cardiak appeared on the booksta1l~, and 
I found that We had the honour of giving the King a new title---tht 
of "Edward the Peacemaker." The li.rllt time he was ever called by 
this name was in !he ~otumns of the first mue of this journal. 

in less than two mOonths the J::nknk COTdia/e was selling well in all 
parts of the wvrld. and letters of collgratulation pDured in frDm the 
wo::.t unexpected quarters. Nearly ~vcry monarch in Europe wrote 
to acknowledge copies. and IrOlil fur-distant Japan the Mikado sellt 
the explession of his best wishes for its success. 

Financially there v;a~, ho\V€ver, nothing I e~'er undertook that 
ended in such a balance on the wrong side. Printed on the be:st paper, 
well illugtrated, and too well edited, its cost of production every month 
Ooverwhelmed its income, so that after running this paper for a little 
over a year I was glad tOo stop my experiment in "the interests Oof 
peace "-and plCkct a very heavy los,<; fur my pains. 

And the inconsistency of it uIll While all nations praised peace 
tht'Iyali actively prepared for war. A certain millionnire, who got the 
greater part of hi~ fortnne nom the manufacture of cannon and 
armour-plate for battleship!l, gave luge donatioTL~ to build a Palac~ 
of" Peace," but no one ever thought of supporting a journal dedicated 
to its PTQ?aganda. Lli'lllOmatists were the very last who ever paid 
their suhscriptiQrul, and when they did-it w~ with a requt'$t that 
their picture might be published in the next issue. 

In the end I came to the cCllIduslon my Irish ex·war 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--ily tile very riCh----o7 the l'try formsh. 

Before I conclude my humble remarks on thi.'I question of Inter­
national Peace, I feel I must add-even at the risk of displeasing those 
of my Tead.enI who clamour lot the .;:urtai."lln@, m. the Navy <:>i 'tM 
"\lmtell ~ta~ 1l,ru\ m ~n\1l,i:n-\Im\ ~t ~s tb-~ .. great navies alone 
wbi.ch to-day appear to have the pern;e of the entiu world in their 
keeping. 

It is only those who like myself haw lived £Qr many years beneath 



48 CONFESSIONS: )[EMOU:S OFAXODER!'< SEER 

the £ags of other nations, WAo can realize what such a power for 
Peace really nteEUlS. In a menace of war there is only one question 
asked: "What will England do? "or, "What will the United States 
do ? " and it :i!I on the answer to that viW question that so much 
d.po,,,' •. 

Among the m~ny letters I received praising my paper, the EttU7rt~ 
CordUlk. the 000 that I priz.e lIlWt was from BuckiD!!;ham Palace from 
King Edward VII. 

\\'hen the Coronation of His Majesty was postPoned in June 19oa 
oVoing to his serious and severe illness. Queen Alex:l.J1dra. sent an 
equerry to fetch me to come and see ber at Buckingbam Palace. 

Addressing me in my professional name, she 5aid in the simplest 
manner possible, '" Cheiro,' you so impressed His Majesty many 
years ago that he would not die before his 69th year, in his now 
serious oondition I have sent for you to instil into his rniud that his 
life is good for many years yet. As His Majesty is now only in his 
61st year. you must impress on him that his present gloomy rears are 
not ju.."ltified and that his Coronati(m, which. you predicted for August 
191HZ, will take place as stated by you." 

.. Your Majesty, I will do my best," I answered. 
Very quietly we entered the invalid's room. 
The King, looking very pale and weak, was half :rittiIlg up in bed 

plopped up by pillows. 
The Queen gave a sign for the nurse to leave and motioned me to 

a chair by the side of the bed. 
King Edward recognized me at once; in fact, the impression I got 

was that he knew the Qneell. had sent for me. 
On a table by the side of the bed lay a sheet of paper, the same 

identical paper on which he had jotted dol';'Jj my words at that first 
:interview hI: had with Inc at Lady Paget's Iwmc; the date 69 was 
underlined by a heavy pencil-mark. 

He nodded and gave me a smile of welcome. 
In a very weak voice he said, "I am very, very ill Do you still 

believe I will reach my 69th year t " 
Almost impulsively I blurted out, "Your Majesty need have no 

fear. I know you will li~ till then. I am p{)~itively certain of it." 
My very a51!urancc seemed to do him good. Quite a bright smile 

PlIsscd over his face as he said: 
" Thank you. I hope you are right. I have lnaIly things to do 

before I pass away." 
Then it was, I pot :forth all the will-poVom I could command. Look­

in8 him strrught in the eyes, I said, "Your ~lajesty will I"ClUClUber 
that I worked out many years ago that your Coronation as King of 
England would take place in August 1:902. We are now only at the 
end of June; this illne!;S.is only temporary, please beJieve me." 

.. I am aJ.mo:rt forced to do so," he nodded.. "Every other date 
you gave me turoed out correctly. I jotted them dO'!\o""ll on that paper. 
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Tell Dlf! what date, then, in August would ~ the best one to fix: i<)r 
the Coronation." 

"One of your number of nines, sir," I replied. "I would suggest 
August gth. The number 9 is your strongest' fadie' number. You 
were born on November 9th. From time jmmemoria1 in occult studies, 
November lw been ronsidered the House of the Nine, or the Houge 
of Mar.; 1Jtgl2tillt; that is why your name will go- down to pooterity 
as Edwaxd the Peacemaker. The lIlOlltb of August is called the Royal 
Honse of Leo the Lion; therefore August gth would be the best date 
that you could decide on," 

Fearin$' of tiring ilia Royal invalid, I rose to go. 
The King smiled and said, "Thank you for your visit. You ha~ 

made me feel betur." 
Call it hypnotism or anything one pleases, Queen Alexandra sent 

me a message the next day that my words hillf cheered up the King 
so much that he had slept well that night and showed sigilli of rapid 
improvement, and that orders had been given for the Coronation to 
be fixed lor August 9th-the date I had IlII,wed. 

The ne"t occasion on which I met King Edward was at the reception 
given him at the British Embassy in Paris at the time of " the visit." 

I was formally presented to him by the Ambassador, Sir Edmund 
Monson, among other members of the British Colony. The pre:;entation 
was naturally made under my own name, but with that wonderful 
memory for places. and mmes which characteriud His late Majesty, 
he immediately addressed me as "Cheiro," to the great -astonishment 
of Sir Edmuud, who it is quite probable did not know me under my 
nom rle guerre. 

The last ocr;:asiOll on which r met King Edward was just a few 
months before his death. He was joining the royal train at Victoria 
Station to make his llSllal journey to the South of France to escape 
the winter in London. I happened to be going abmad a1!;o and was 
standing on the platfonn as he passed. I did not for one moment 
believe that he wouJd notice me, but he stopped and, smiling broadly, 
said, "Well, 'Chciro,' I'm still alive, as you see, but I have 1I0t reached 
tbEit 69 number yet." 

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

In a few m.onths His Majesty returned to Bnr:Jdngbam 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 6th, 19lo, in his 69th year, the first time that the 
" fadic" numbers of 6 and9 came together in his life, King Edward VII 
was " gathered to hill forefather!!." 



CHAPI'ER VII 
TIm IUlASON "THE LAW" DID NOT ]NT'ER1ERE WITH ME. HOW I 

CONVERTED Sill GEORGE LEWIS 

D URING my first season in. Loll-don, some of the newspapers 
began printing many articles about me; BOrne were ex­
tremely :Battering. but some were equally hostile and again 

called attentiOll to the <lid Act of l'a.rliament, W-8king out that my 
profesl.ioo was illegal. and calling OIl. the authorities to have me 
suppre5lied, 

Questions about me were a.1w asked in the House of Common~. and 
at last, one Monday morning, I received the visit of a Police Inspector. 
who politely but finnly told:me that no steps would be taken if on the 
following Saturday I closed my consulting-rooms. He \-ery COD­
siderately left with me a copy of the Act of Parliament which read as 
follow's: 

" Any person or persoru; found guilty of practising PaJmistry. 
A~trology, Witchcraft, or all such ","nrks of the !kvil, is hereby 
deemed a rogue and vagabond to l.oc i>CIItenced to lose all hi~ 
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 Henry VIII, 
probably be~ause the "much married monm:h'" did nm wish that 
his many wives should bave W1y chance to Ilnd out th.cre unhappy 
fate by such aids as Astrology or Palmistry. 

After the passing of slIch an Act. it is to be hoped that Henry VOL 
slept in peace. knowing that Anne Boleyn (If Catherine Howard would 
remain iu iguornncc that" the axe .. was waiting for tbcir beads. 

History also states that the King blamed Astrology for the rebellion 
of the Dnke of Buckingham, but whether it was caused by wives or 
rebellions, in any case this intelligent Act (?) came into being. 

Under his daughter Elizabeth it fell into abeyance, due. perhaps. 
to her belief in the famous old Astrologer and Palmist, Dr. John Dee, 
and her many visits to consult him at Mort1ake. In any case history 
tells ns that her " good Dr. Dee» acted for over twenty years as the 
Qill'€TJ·s Advi!lOr. COUD!iellor and Friend. and who know~ if the greatnl"!iS 
of England to-day does not owe more than anyone may imagine to 
"Queen Bess" acting on the advire given her from Palmistry and 
Astrology of which studies old John Dee was iii milSf.er of at that time ? 

In the Lij~ of lJr. Jofm [he, published recently by Constable & Co., 
London. it :is disclosed that this famous Palmist and Astrologer ",us 
aJso celebrated for his scientific attainments ""ilich were of no mean 
order. "When Queen Elizabeth desired that iii statement of her 
claims to GreeuJand and ather wlln:trns discovered by E~lish 
explorers should be mede, she turned to Dr. Dee, who ably fulftlled 
the task. He also made a map of the Polar regions for the Queen." 

Such waA the S(1;1)~Ht under whose tuition Queen Elitabeth studied 
", 
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Astrology and PHlmistry, and" upon whore powers of divination she 
relied when troubled by Kepler's Comet." 

Under George III. whooo name is handed down to posterity for the 
loss 01 Amerk.a, the old Act was w:ived, and as times may c1Jange 
and people may change but Acts of l'arliament never, so does this law 
IlllTIain in fotte in England to the present day. 

I had naturally no desire to bring down on my head the threatened 
consequences iuvolyed, so I gave orders ttl roy so;lCIetary to book no 
appointments beyond the end of that week, as on Saturday at six 
o'clock [ intended to see roy last client. 

I llCver worked harder or did better than during that week, and at 
six o'clock on Saturday, as far as roy plans were conrerned, I had 
finished my career as " Cheiro." 

Fate, however, which had played such an eventful part in bringing 
into my life actions over which I had no control, had evidently planned 
otherwise. I h~w:d a. lar.ly's voice lit thl.: door <..:ntr<..:ating my secrctary 
to arrange au interview then and there, and so the lady entcroo. 

At the end Qi the interview, leanillg back in her chair, she said; 
"I have always been a believer in this study of hands. I shall have 
some very interesting people coming to my holL".e to-night. What 
will be your fee to come and d.mIonstrate your work? " 

"Koth,ing, Madam," I said, "absolutely nothinK; since six o'clock 
to-day, 'Cheiro' has ceased to exist, but if you will allow me I will 
give you my services v.ith pleasure, as 1 only want to convince 
intelligent people that there are some who cany on this study who are 
~ither charlatans nor impostors." 

"Thank you," she swd; "you :.hall hav~ your opportunity pCl"haps 
to-night. Here is my card, 'Mrs. Walter Palmer, Brook Street.' I 
will expect you at 9.3°." 

The gn~sts tripped up the stam laughing a.nd talking. The first 
person they insisted on my seeing was an elderly gentleman whom 
they addressed as " the doctor." "The doctor," v.ithout opening his 
lips, submitted fairly gracefully to "the operation," and in a few 
momenh; I had sketched out the main points of his career, the years 
in which he had made such and ~uch changes, etc. He ~ 
inteTested, the laughing ceased, and frnally when I stopped he said : 
"Well, I have heen your greateot sceptic and have argued all the 
evening against such a thing being possihle, but I don't care whether 
you bave told me these things by my hands or by my boo~, you Ifave 
certainly hit OIl dates and things that are accurate, but b.n.w you have 
done it I do not know." 

"Still," I said, "if you are a doctor this science is all wrong, for 
you are 110 more fit to be a doctor than the man in the moon," 

"Well, sir," he said, "what profession by' my lines' should I then 
have followed? " 
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" Only one,"] answered, "that of II barrister, or better still perhaps, 
a crirninallawym-." 

pnl!jng out his card, my visitor said. " ] confess I think you reiilly 
deserve to know who I am." On the card hn handed me ] read the 
well-known name of 

MR. GEORGE LEWISI 

Mter that, one guest after the other pw;sed through the ordeal, 
Mr. Herbert Gladstone, Sir Henry Irving, his son Lawrence Irving, 
and dozens of other!!, until finally, at nearly three o'clock a.m., 
Mrs. Palmer said I must be too tired to do more, and she invited me 
to (:all the nellt day and talk ~t what :me said was "her triumph 
as well as mine." 

The next day (Sunday) m<'l said: "You cannot possibly think of 
giving up this work," and then I told her of the newspa~ articles 
whkh had bocu sent to me, of the Act of Parliament prohibiting it, etc. 

In her entbnsiw.tic way she said; "You made such a success last 
night with George Lewis. I will run round a.nd ask him his opinion. 
Wait he:e till I come back." 

] waited, and wlu!n she returned she said: "George Lewis says Y<JU 
are workilJg 011 such a totally different foundation from what this old 
Act was intended to apply to, that you do not come unde: it, You are 
to send his card to Scotland Yard and tell them to addreS5 any further 
communications to him." 

] obf'yed there in..<;i:roction.'I. The next morning I resumed my 
professional life, and never again at any time did I hear 01 any inter­
ference or talk of this Act of :Parliament being applied in my nsc. 



CHAPTER VIn 
JUNG LEOl'OLD OF BET-GTUM XELPS 'ME WITH AN "IRISH STEW." nm 

INFLUVICE OF GABY DE,iLYS OVER TWO JUN(;s 

H ISTORY has by 110'.\' lined up faithfully the foibles lind the 
follies, the :ilirewdness and the cakulating cleverness in finance 
and diplomacy of Leopold II, King of the B~. 

I had the honour of reading his hand and revealing to him his 
length of years. It Wll.S an interesting experience, for lUng Leopold 
was a CQIIlplex man M well M a veu.atile mOflarch. 

During the run of the Paris Exhibition, I V,lI8 invited one day tD 
an important lunch gi"""1!11 in honour of Senlltor Thomas Walsh, of 
Wasbingtom, 0II.!l of the American COInInissioners to Paris at that 
moment. 

This luncheon was given in the handsome building ca.Ued the United 
Sh.tes Pa.vilion, and was attended by the principal Americans in 
I'ari~, t~cthcr with many' notable French poople, 'o\w had CQIltributed 
towards lllaking the exhibition the success it undoubtedly was. 

Mr. Walsh was an enonnom;ly wealthy mining man of the State 
of Montana, who:re liberality had done much to make the American 
section exm:mdy popu1ar with all clasge!i. 

After several speeches had been made by the American Ambassador, 
General IIorace Porter, the Commissioner General, the President of 
the American Chamber of Co.mmerce, and others, the Chairman, for 
some Ieason I hav!: never undcr:.1:QOd, caBed on me a1w for a speech. 

As I IDEe to reply, King Leopold, who was a personal friend of 
Mr. \Va1<.h, entered with hi~ aide·de-~=p, r.onnt rl'Ontremont, and 
stood at the door. I cannot remember one word of what I said; all 
I knOW" is, that, at the CIld I was loudly applaudcd, Wid the King sent 
word that he would lilre me to he presented to him. 

King Leopold congratulated me on making what he ""as pleased to 
tEIln " an excellent impromptU speech," and added that" one o.f the 
thillgs boo most envied wa.!I the POWCI of speech." The SBlIlC week:, 
I again met him at a large reception given by Mr. Walsh; .on this 
occasion, although there were ~ome hundreds of people present, Hils 
Maje~ty with his hawk-like eyes spotted me at the other side 01 the 
room, and crossing over, held out his hand, at the same time saying : 
"I have been told that you follow a very strange and interesting 
proiess.ion. I would like to have your address and perhaps in one of 
my leisure moments I may want to avail myself of it." 

[ heard. later that many people were amazed at his condescension 
in talking to me, and I know I suflered in conseqUCJlce from the 
jealousy it a.ronsed. 

Two days later, I was sitting down to an early lunch, whtu my 
I!oer\'ant <UUm~ 'tn:a\;. :m "'~'j 't~\!ffi\"'!', ~~ ~ ~a\ 
leKmblmee to the King 01 Belgium, was in thE> sodon., waiting to 
see me. 

Through the dining-room door, to my "m~7ement, I saw that my 

" 
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visitor was indeed OOIle oilier thm King Leopold, and hastily entering, 
I apolo~d for the smell of lunch that pervaded the apartment. 

He stood up, his great ~t towering over me. Very gra"Ydy he 
said: "Monsieur' Cheiro: I want you to do me a favour. I am sure 
I smell Irish sfew; it is a dish I always reJi'ih, so do me the favour of 
asking me to help you with it." 

"But-Your Majesty "I stammered. 
"There are no 'buts' when 1 want anything," he laughed, .. so 

don't let IlS allow the dWI to get cold-believe me, there is nothing 
I would like better." 

Fortunately, the stew was reatly a good one, for my "French cook " 
bappooed to be an hish WQIlIan, united in marriage- to a ch~f at the 
Caf6 de Pari~, and Irish stew was to her a kind of sacred memory of 
all that was best in her Motherland, 

In iii few minutes, \Wl sat down to the table and my illustrio[!~ visitor 
did full justice to my Irish di!;h. 

I found His Majesty of Belgium was enormously interested in the 
United States, and as I had traveUed all over it, many were the 
questions he asked me about its marvellous development and also 
about the differ(lut Americans I had bad the good fortune to meet 
... :hiIe there. 

After II. cup of coffee and some cigarnttf'S, we adjourned to my 
consulting lOom. and I explained" the lines" in his long and highly 
intf'lligent-lookuJg Illwds. 

He be.:-.ame apparently interested in what I told him; a good hour 
had already pa ... ,ed, the clock on my table struck four o·clock. He 
started up abruptly, "I cannot stay longer," he said. "bllt I WIUlt 
to hear more. 'When can you come to me at Laeken Palace? To--day 
is Thursday-l I<.:ave to-monow for Brussels; can you C(lJ1le on 
Satutday at six in the evcnin!!j ~ .. 

Vlitb.1dngs, to bmr is to obey. Full up thou!!jh I was with engage­
ments, I decided to c.mce! them at once. The magnetic personality 
of this monan:h, at the time the most-talked--{)[ King lIl- Europe, 
gri,fped me with intense fascination. 

'Good." he said, alter I luLd mapped out my movements, "J shall 
txpect you at sa. Tde this "--h.c placed a card in my hand­
" present this lo the offi.cer of the guard at the Palace and you will be 
admitted without qu~ti.on." 

"flU!. t"\:ili; b.I'l mode out of the room. 
1 made a fast iourney !.rom Paris, and arrived in the Belgian capital 

in ample time to keepmy appt)intment. I found Laeken a line-looking 
v--\-m', ~ U\. <:M. tbMea\l VM"j 'm\lCt. ~, awl 'l>\l.~­
lcmndea b~ bcalltiiul woods. I mad~ my wa~ to. {he main entrance, 
was stopped by the ~, handed m:er to an officer, and quickly 
found that the. card gIVen me ~Y the Kmg was an Ojmt Sew_. On 
the stroke of SIX, I was seated m a!l/lJall room, plainly fumlsberl. and 
not unh'"ke an ordinary hotel sittiug+I'OIJm. ' 
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Suddenly one o:f the inner doon opened aud His Mt~~ o..w:ared. 
He was dres3ed very simply, in II morning suit and smo . g has eternal 
cigar. He bade me ('.orne into his study and quickly made rne :feeJ. 
quite at home. For some minutes the conversation turned upon the 
British Royal Family. Que nmmrk I can repeat, a~ it was so shrewd: 
"When King Edl',ard gets his' head' in fureign affairs, he will be a 
big surprise. He is a barn diplomat." He also made some penetrating 
rCffiarks upon the character of the Duke of York, now King George V. 
I was amazed to see how closely the Belgian King had studied vario\l!l 
Royalties. 

] had expa'ted to he Ollled upon to give His Majesty another 
demonstration of my art of reading hand~, but to my surprise, he 
suddenly ~aid: 

"You are hungry; you m\l!lt have something to eat." 
I protested Omt I required nothing. 
"Konsen5e," he replied, getting up and touching a bell. "Yoll 

gnve me an excellent' Irish stew' in yOUT house, you shall now have 
(me in mine." As he said this and 1 must confCls I thought my ear.! 

deceived me-hI: laughed his peculiar sardouic croak, and rcpllated 
again in commanding toues that had a touch of fureign intonation: 
" J will show yaH how to make onp, it is my favonrite di~h." 

I certainly was not prepa:red for the gastronomic exhIbition that 
followed, and incideutally 1 may reveal that I stumbled upon one of 
the most curious Royal hobbies. For in response to tbe ring, a servant 
appeared, 

" Kitchen I" WilS the curt word, and the servant vani'lhed. ThD 
servant, by the way, was an ex-guardsman, a Scotsman, who had been 
for some years in the servicc of King L:opold. 

"Come with IUC," said the King, rubbing his hand~ 
1 followed him inlo a small kitchen, wonderfully fitted up with 

every device for cookery, a.nd entirely dominated by electricity. 
On the side of the eledric range a copper pot was gently iilinmerlng; 

going up to it His Majesty took Qff the lid and suiffed the savoury 
smell with evident satisfaction. 

It was while he was earnestly engrossed with the task of watching 
the ~tew, that I was amused-I hope the expression is not disrespectful 
~to learn that the King of the Belgians oft~ cookOO his own suppe:-. 

" I'm 00 tired of the elaborate di~b~S cooked by the chef," he told 
me, "and have no intentio.u of digging my grave with my teeth. To 
this end, some time ago, J thought out the idea of doing some cooking 
m~li. I have found I.t Teal tun, and 1 am going to say t"hat nobody 
<:an ~K bet~ 1rlIh.1'It'lN:"fu:m. \ <:."1.. .... :' 

I :remamed silent, wllen suddenly he. "ddoo.; 
" Is it true, 'Cheiro,' that King Edward is a great gourmet? It 

is ~o gossiped in European courts, and whe;u he came to Bnlsoels as 
Prince of Wales, IUY chefs vied with each other in preparing wonderful 
dishes. But most of them were passe1 by." 
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I, was able to assure His Majesty that so far a9 I had heard. King 
EdW'81"d was eldI'e!nely simple in hi.$ tll8te, and] rq.eated the anecdote 
concerning the occaslon when, as Prince of Wales, he wall a.~ked to 
dinner by Lord Randolph Churchill and coru;ented on conditions: 
"Churclilll, you must give me liVM;" and bacon." The King of the 
Belgians laughed ~a.rtily at this. 

With such light <,:t)lI.~tion, the time went Qn until the stew ',vas 
ready. His Majesty poured it Qut wtll two di5hes and there and then 
sat down, His Majesty opposite to me at a small table in the kitc.MK. 
J can honestly say that it was the most perfect JTi~ stew I have ever 
tAsted. It was a cnrious inrroduction to a seance with Royalty. 

Afterwards we returned to the smoking.-room again-for such I 
fOUlld it was--and after he had pressed me to have 90IIletbing to 
drink, he began : 

.. Now. 'Cheiro,' I want you to continue the examination of my 
bands from whete yon left off the other day. I have heard from 
several SOIlttlll; of your remarkable skill in predictioru; of death-days, 
a.nd important dates in life. I want yon to tell me of any strilting 
events that you see, and anything that portends in the lIear future," 

As he uttered these words, the King's manna- became vcry serious; 
I felt that he realized that the shadow of " The End" was creeping 
over his long reign, and that he half dreaded, yet longed, to peer into 
the" Future." 

With this he laid his strong. :masterlnl hands upon a small cushion, 
and remained absolutely silent while I again made a careful examina· 
tion of the clearly marked lines in his hand, Sixty-twQ years of crowded 
life seemed indexed OIl the right palm; while on the left I saw graveoJ 
the hereditary poilltcrs that told their own tale of the inherited nature, 
the weak and strong points that are just as visible on the palm of 
Royalty a.~ on any other hand. 

Born son of a king known as the " beloved Uncle of Queen Victoria .. 
(Leopold I), he inherited to the full the pCCUliaritiCli of the Saxe­
Coburg-Seafeld dynallty; proud, obstinate, strong in love and in hate, 
I must confess that as I studied the maze of lines that confronted me, 
I became fascinated with my subject, until at last I involuntarily 
exclaimed : 

" A wonderfnl hand I It holds what it grasps J " 
" No furtery," uplied the King sternly, 
"Sir," I said, "if yoor hand Wall that of a peawnt I should say the 

same," 
I ~ained to him the peculiar significance of the Line of Hwi 

so clearly marked acrQ5S the centre crl the palm. It showed not only 
remarkable intelligence, but, above all, the flOII.'er of t1Cf.-uir.#jon. It 
need hardly be explained that the King's conduct of the Belgian 
Congo exploitation has been aclmowledged to be a masterpiece of hi8b 
...",., 

"&t tti.l. mI'l," he. W4, " my thY~\ral condition." 
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As briefly as I was able, I expla.Ined tlut the indications pointed 

to remarkable lung dev&opment, a sound nervous system.. while the 
heart and circulation were elll:cellent. I may state that it ill beyond 
dispute that upon the palm of the hand is graved a chart of health, 
which :is closely described in the nuwy books I have written on this 

st~~te sound then, ' Cheiro' ? "he questioned. fixing his imperious 
eyes upon my face. I paused, for I saw written there one fahl defect 
which 1 knew must saon bring the Royal frame down to the dust of 
dissolution. 

"Not quite," I said diplomatically: "you will, I fear, bcfu.e long 
deV&OP some serious trouble in connection with the digestive system 
and internal organs." 

" That is your revenge for bemg mnde to eat Irish stew in a Royal 
palace." he laughed. "You are wrong, 'Cheiro,' I can eat anything." 

I let it pass and went on to othfl" matters. "When, two years later, 
on December 17th, 1909, death called for the King at his palace, the 
official bulletin gave the cause of disoolution as a c~mPld~ breakdl1lm 
~ftJw digrstive organ:;, am/. i1lle:;tina[ obstTucti~n. 

I pa!3scd QVCT the matter of hi~ VllriOUS love affairs, and the dark 
cloud that had settled over his donJ.eStic afiairs. Few monarclts have 
been more cursed in their matrimonial life than Leopold 11. His 
Austrian v,ife was estral1ged from him; his heir, the Duke of Hainaut, 
died of consumption; bis daughter Stephanie was involved in the 
tragedy of Meyer-ling whereby her husband oornmitted suicide; whilst 
in his later days, only one of his clill.dren, the Princess Clementina, 
would come near him. 

" What are my yeaTl! 1 .. 
This was the Ilext qucstkm shot out in his commanding voice. I 

knew that the birth date of His Majesty was April 9th. 1835. and I 
had already made the rnJculations nece'lSary for divining the pre­
dominating position of the planet,,; whP.n he came into the world. The 
prevailing influences were favourable for mcceso in business under· 
hkjng5, but decidedly unfavourable for matters of a±lections. Actord­
iog to my computation, the figure 9 was the key numeral in the life 
of His Majesty of lIelgium. it would take up too much space to show 
how astoWldingly this figure dominated his wbole existence, just as 6 
and 9 were the overruling figures of Ki.ng Edward. 

I Wall certain that 1909 was King Leopold's "fatal year," and 
probably at the end of the )rear, as the planetary conditions would 
then be unfavourable to bim. I asked him point-blank if he wished 
me to give an opinion. 

"Yes," he said, " why not ~ .. 
I then said ; 
"I should predict 1909 as being a year of greatest import to your 

physical health, and the utmost can: :Jwuid be taken all through tha.t 
puticulat "year." 
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I may here observe that while I believe a. man's Fate is, ali the 
Eastern saying puts it, "lxnmd invisibly about his furchea.d when be 
enters tm Vale of Teuffl," yet it is possiWe by knQwledge to avoid the 
ill-efles:.ts of unfavourable aspects of the planets. Thus I warned 
W. T. Stead. years before his death by drowning, that a certain month 
in a certain year W3.!J highly dangerous to him should he be travelling 
by ·water. He laughed and said: "Don't l'Q1l know, • Cheiro: 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 my pre­
diction, in that solemn moment WhBIl he saw Death approach him on 
the sinking Titmm. 

Leopold brushed aside my predi~tion IXlIIcerning I909; fur he Will> 
nervously sensitive upon the subject ollilii health. 

In Deo:.ember 1909. on the loth 0:1 the month, I happened to be 
tuming up my notes on this interview at I.aP.ken, and observed to a 
friend in London: "I should not be SurprisM if there is news of the 
death of a Contincutlll monarch before long. and 1 believe it will be 
the King of the Be1gians," At the time there Waslill hint that Leopold 
was failing; in fact, the official newspaper reports gave his health as 
excellent. Bnt on the 15th came the news that he was ailing; on the 
11th he died suddenly. The post-mortem revealed the cause of death 
to be intestinal trouble. 

] cannot ICH:& all the conversation that f<illowcd. It hali been said 
that Leopold was a harsh father and a hard taskmaster to his wngo 
workers. But I may chronicle that he found abiding happiness in his 
companionship \\ith the Barones!; Vanghan--some recornpen.-.e after 
the extraordinarily unhappy scenes that made up his married life, and 
culminated in his quarrels y;ith most of his f:unily. 

After an intcrview lastillg nearly two hours. we were interrupted 
by the appearo.nce of R short. stout. remarkably handsome lady, to 
whom I was introduced. This was Ba.rones..~ Vaugban. Leopold was 
said to have gone through a marriage ceremony with this l:!.dy some 
time before; but as the CHemony was not Tocognize<i by the Belgian 
Parliament, she was not regarded ILS Queen; it is not coned, however, 
to cill the match a morgallatic mauiage. She was a very great oomlort 
to the monarch in his dedining days, and was with him to the last. 

As the King evidently did not wish the Baroness to remain, she very 
tactfully left the room, and HiB Majesty went on to di!;c1lS5 with me 
my system of nnmben; and lucky and unlucky days.l 

He disclosed t"hat he was a shrewd Bpeculator on the Stock Exchange, 
and wanted tQ kncrw w"hat his " lucky days" were. I explained to 
him exactly which would be the most favourable times for matters 
connected with money, and be carefully noted down aU I told him. 

I left His Majesty of the Belgians feeling that I had been in the 
Vt~U; m ... ~~ 1<!tmlll'j\~ trw.n, (me. '\'!b.Q ~ q.w\i\ta'tu:'T\?; 
"\bat 'Iro\M "have ffit\o.e mID. \;U=iul in many walks of. life, it he had 

• 'Ihlo .,1>1 Em II detIcoJ'M fRlIy in " Chdto·." B~~.% '" Nlilllb, ... 
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not been born beneath the purple. He had a clear brain, great power 
of concentration, infI.exib1e will amounting to hardness, and real gifts 
of diploma<:y. Against this must be set his predilection for the lair 
sex, which caused his frequent nits to Paris in his later days to 
amount to a sc;lnd~l. In this connection I cannot forbear touching 
upon a ruther interesting visit [had from a lady whose name is still 
remembered with affection. 

I was in my apartment at Paris one morning when I recdved a 
visit from a heavily veiled woman. On examining her hands, I saw 
certain lines that are unusual in denoting influlWce of remarkable men 
Qf the highest rank. ' 

As I have eJC:plaIDed before, a kind of clainroYlWt picture oiLen 
appeared in my brain during my consnltation~. 

" Madame, there must be considerable perplexity in your mind at 
the present time, for you have excited interest in the hearts of two 
men, both much okkr than younclf, and who have the means to 
gr~tify their whiles." I hesitated, and ;;he said in a singularly sweet 
VOICe : 

"Do not shirk, 'Cheiro,' from telling me everything." 
"These two men both wear a crown. but up to DOW, you. have 

repelled them both." 
She removed her hands from the cushion and put them up to bP.T 

ve~ed face, as though to control ber thoughts. Then she said in a low 
VOIce ; 

"My name is Gaby Deslys. You know all about me by repute"­
at tbis time she was making a triumphant su.ccess at the Folies 
Berghes in Paris---" I have had invitations to supper from both King: 
Carlos of Portugal and King: Leopold of Belgium. I do not wish to 
seem discourteous, or refnse what is practically a colllIuand, but I 
do not know what to do; up to DOW, as yon say, I have kept free from 
both." 

The more I studied the palms of this blented dancer, the grE'Uter 
was the sense of bewildennent I experienced. For here was one of 
those ni.diant creatures of sunlight, born to delight thousands, yet as 
surely doomed to sadness and premature death. All those who knew 
this enchallt.ing woman intimately, know that she was singularly 
unselfish and anxious to help cveryurJC who was in trouble. But 
death beckoned her away at the zenith of her career. 

I saw, too, that here was one of those women destined to canse the 
formation of events of far-reaching importance, It is no secret that 
the open riviliy between Cados oi Portllgal and Leopold of Be1gillm, 
as to .... 1Uch could shower the greatest attention upon Gaby Deslys 
when sh£: rose tQ triumphant fame, was most unfavourably commented 
upon in the Pn:s:o of both countries, The assassinatkm of Carlos and 
his heir marked the culmination of this revulsion of respect for the 
House of Braganza, Gaby Deslys was one of those lovely but" fatal" 
women. bom to set in motion many CUITIll::Its leading to trouble. 
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The eJctn.ordinary mystery ooncerning her birth and who she really 
was, bas never been cleared up. 

Hundreds of thousands of poople th!l world over have seen her on 
the stage. Her photograph has been published in every continent, 
yet no one has come fon'lU'd with any definite proof of where she Wall 
,~. 

After her death persons rose up like mushrooms from almost eqery 
COU1ltry clainriIlg that they were relatives of the celebrated beauty, 
but as she had left a fortune of £orne hnndreds of thonMndll, it may 
have been the cause of such universal interest. These claims, however, 
were never proved and have only increased the mystery. 

Gaby hersl!1i always avoided the subject by merely saying there was 
a mystery about ho;,r birth and that when th~ right moment .;ame she 
would herself disclose who she was---bul that momlmt 118_ camB. 

During the last War when she wa.~ playing in London and ",>hen 
everyone was more or less" suspect," a woman in very bad circum­
stances turned up claiming to be her mother. but instead of being 
wckomed as under the circumstances one might expect, she was 
denounced by G--"by as an impostof nnd on.lered to leave her hotel. 

This woman retaliated by s.'l.)ing she was a native of Hungary and 
that Gaby had been hom in that country. If this had been trne, the 
famous bea.nty would bave been ruined and probably interned as an 
enemy alien. Scotland Yard investigated the story, but decided 
there was nothing in it, and Gaby's public career went on a... 
belore. 

On her returu to Paris, :in view ()I the persbtent rumours :set afloat 
by many war-maddened per.rons, Gaby sudoonly produced what she 
called "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 might have :litted in v.itb 
Gaby's age. She told a story of how out ()f her ~WaIl savings made 
from sclbDG' p!lpel'S and maga.ciIICli, she had educated and tr-.Jined her 
brilliant child. 

With the advance of the Gennan Anny on Pari.~, no one had time 
to investigate the story and Gaby was accepted as French. 

This woman ~mained in Gaby's sumptuous apartment for \lOme 
time, but. wben the War ended, a clerk of the Bureau of Records at 
MaDeilles declared that the certificate of birth belonged to another 
mother and child. From this out it is said that the certificate bad 
becoxne mislaid and nothing more was heard about it. 

A third equally unlrnOWD WOJDan put in an appearance me ~ 
:iP the star's dresaing-room in oue of the Paris theatres and : 
her as her daughter. Gaby fiUnted when she saw her; whatever 
happtned no one knOWOl; the woman disappea:red and was never 
Mud 01 agam. 

One 01 the mothers turned up just after t.he WI'J: and told news­
paper interviewen that Gaby'J rael name was Fraulein Navratel., 
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and that she had blen born in Hnngary, but as she brought {mMlro 
no proofs to support her statemeut, tbi3 sensation died out. 

Later still, three sisters turned up in Paris from Portugal, clainllng 
that Gaby was born in their house an,d had been kidDapped by gipsif!6. 
They told the story of a motor--car stopping one night at their cottage, 
s handsome. splendidly dressed woman enterilJg, depositing a large 
sum of gold on the table befoTe them and saying: .. I am your littl!'! 
sister." 

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

Another so-called mother and a sister turned up from Egypt. Their 
story was that Gahy was born in Cairo, that her father was a Turk; 
that it was a sister .... 110 was born in Marseilles, and that the real 
mother had given her birth cerlificale to Mauu.mt: Caire fur II. coo.­
sideration. 

Later still, "a sister" arrived from the Argen1:ine: her principal 
proof consisted of a photo of the beautiful dancer acro~ which wa5 
written: 

" To Luda, from her little lost S~ter. Gaby." 
Handwriting experts have agr~cd that this inscription must have 

beeu written, together ",ith the address on the packet, by the famous 
star. The postmark was from Pam. and the date coincided with a 
time w'hen she was filling one of her engagements in that city. 

Another Tllmour tlmt after her death spread over the COIItlncut 
wa.~, instead of bP.ing of humble birth, it was tile exact opposite, that 
her mother was a Royal personage, and that Gaby knew well who she 
was, but preferred to prok'Ct her mother's Dame Wld so carried the 
secret with her to the grave. 

The only thing I un say is that she had exqui;itely refined, 
aristucrati.c-looking hands. Heredity holds good in the br~ding of 
human beings as it does in the breeding of horses-perhaps after all 
the last mystery story may he the true one in the end. 



CHAPTER IX 
UUER.mws wtm THI'; CZAll OF RlISSIA. now I PORI!.TOLn 'I1IS PAnt. 

I MEET RASPUTIN AND PRI!.DICT HIS DEATH 

SOME few years ago a London paper mentioned that "when 
the Czar was in England, he frequently consulted the famous 
seer, 'Cheiro: and it was. from him he heard that war would 

be faW to him and his immediate family; hence his famous l'eace 
Rescript ." 

I can now add a little more that may be iuteresting to my readers 
in thi.~ eOllIl<'ld:ion. I related many time.<; in Press fnterview6 how the 
late King Edward VII, when Prince of Wales, in hls library at Marl· 
borough House, got rue from six o'dock until eight one evening, 
to work out for him the birth dates of quite a number of peIsons 
without giving me any chlM to their positions in life. 

About a year Ister, a gentleman called on me one afternoon and 
producing a shoct of paper covered with my own writing, a~kcd me to 
explain my reaso*, for saying that" wbuever the nmll b that tileS!: 
numbers and birth date represent, "'''iii be hannted all his life hy the 
horrors of war and bloodshed; that he will do his utmost to prevent 
them, but his Destiny was so intimately associated with such things, 
that his name will be bound up with sume of the most far-reaching 
and bloodiffit wars in history, and tllat in the end, about 191"7, he will 
lose all he lo-w:s most hy sword or strife in ane fonn or anoth~r, and 
he himself will meet II violent death. 

My visitor did not ten mel he was the person the paper referred. to, 
but he took copious notes of my {'''pl;wations and at the end of the 
interview paid the usual fee for my time and left. A few weeks later 
a Russian lady called, and among other things told me that the Czar 
had called on me lately and that I had profuundly up.et him by my 
prWlctiuns. 

"You have made a peaCfr oonvert of our Czar," she said, "so I do 
not think we will find his name associated with war in any shape or 
form. " 

In 1904, when I was in 51. Petersburg on an important business 
matter, I again met this lady. She was dressed in deep mourning for 
her only son killed in the Russo-Japanese War, and I shall never 
forget how, in bidding good-bye, she said, "But there will never be 
another war in which Rusooia will be engaged, at least not as long as 

Em li " onr peror ves. 
A few days later, whfle in St. Petersburg. I was asked to work alit 

the figures for one of the most prominent Russian Mini3ters, Monsieur 
lsvolsky, and an intimate friend oj the Czar. In this forecast for him 
of the following years I wrote: "During 1914--1917 you will be 
called upon to pIay a role in connection ",ith another Rnssian war 
whiciJ will be ten timu more important than thl'J last. rn this, the 
m!ll;.t tl'lrrible war that Russia has ever been engaged in, you ",,.111 again 
play a very responsible part, but I W ;Dot think yoa will be fated to see 

"' 
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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 ont by this Minister to see the Czar's 
Summer Pala.ce at Peterhof. He first drove me through the wonderful 
gardens 5urronnding it. Below tlS lay the private yacht with steam 
up and ready at a moment'~ notice if tlw CUlr had reason to escape 
from the C()untry. 

"What a terrible way for the Cur to live," I exclaimed. 
"Yes," His Excellency replied, "but this is Russia. You did not 

notice perhaps that thi" car we have driven in has not an atom of wood 
m its s.tructure, it is aU sted anJ bomb-p,oof." 

Just then we passed the famous watcrlall of the golden stepli, ~ets 
of crystal water flowing over wide steps of beaten gold. What a land 
of contrasb, I thought. 

A:o we drove near the Palace, my friend the 'Minister said: "I will 
DOwtell you that I have brought you out to dine v.ith the Czarto-night. 
I do not know if the C1o'l.rina will be present, but i1 she is, I want you 
to avoid all subjects tOlldling on occultism. She may very likely 
recognu;e you, a,$ :me has all your books sent her from Loudon; but 
n:mcmbcr, I mall dt..-pcnd on you to change tlle subject as q .. ick1y as 
possible should she talk about predictions, or her dread of the future, 
or anything of that kind, With the Czar, bowever, it is quite another 
matter; I have told him of your ginomy predictions fur me, he has 
asked me to 'bring you, and after dinner he will probably take you 
with him into his private study." 

"But, Your ExcellCIlCY," I said, "how can I possibly dine with the 
Imperial Family like this--a blue ser~e suit ",ill be impossible," 

"On the contrary," he laughed, ' it will be quite all right, We 
will dine in a private apartment with probably one servant to serve 
lJ~. I am in a bloe serge suit myself, and it would not surprise me if 
His Imperial Majesty, the Czar of All the Russias, will not be in blue 
~rge afso, as it is by his own request we are coming in this informal 
manner," 

At this moment the motor stopped at the door of the Palace, and 
au of'Ik<;r of the Imperial Guard met us. After passing through one 
long corridor alter another, we were shown into a beautiful room that 
looked like a library. At first I thought we wcre alone, but no, There, 
seated in an easy ciwir by the whidow, was the Czar of All the RU$Sias, 
looldng for all the world like an ordinary English gentleman and 
reading The Timu;, too, from Loudon. 

I stood still a.!; if riveted to the lioor. I could not make a mistake-­
before me was decidI!dly the same man who had visited me in my 
consultmg-rooms in London many years before. He came forward 
with his hand out. 1 bowed, but he took my hand all the same. We 
walked over to the window and looked out over the gardens and down 
to the beautiful yacht moored undeml:ath. There wa.s.1lOthing worth 
recQniing in the conversation that followed; the throo of us smuked 
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R"aian cigarettes, one after the other, and as the clock struck eight, 
a door opened and dinner was announced. At that moment the 
Czarina entered. She simply bowed to the Minister who. was with 
me. then to roe. and we went in to dinner. 

His Excellency had been right. It was indeed a private dinner and 
without any ceremony whatevm:. Her Majesty wore a kind of semi­
evening dress, but with no. jewels, except cne magnificent diamond 
at her tluvat. There was nothing extraordillary about the dinner; 
the zu.dcouskies were numberless, the sturgeon was exrellrmt, but the 
rest was like what one would expeet at any gentleman's house. 

I had no. difficulty in avo.iding questions on occultism from lIM 
Majesty ±~ hard1y spoka, in fact she did not seem to notice me. 
She appeared vt:J:Y distraught, spoke of Alexis a few times to the Czar, 
and the moment dinner w~ fuU:ohe<i 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 Rw;sian to the :Minister-it "'"as the only time I had 
heard Russian spoken all the evening, for the conversation had been 
entirely ill Eliglish aIld Freuch, and mostly in English. 

As we lett the dining·room His EltCdkncy whispered, "Go with 
His Majesty, I will come back for you later." 

I did what I was told and soon found myself in a rather odd ±aped 
room alone with the Czar. This room was, I expect, his own private 
study, as it led into a very handsome bedroom wbich I eQUId see 
through the door, aud from it the Cmr later came out with a large 
leather case in his hauds. Taking a smull key from the end of his 
chain, he opened the case, and to my amazement laid on th!!. tabl!!. 
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 cOIIsulting-rooms in the hands of the 
man now siU:ing 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 box lookt':d made 
of solid gold with the Imperial Arms of Russia set in jewels he said 
9lowly and impressh-ely: .. I showed you this paper oru:e beiOl"e. 
Do you remember? " 

I gasped wjth astonishment. Yes, I did indeed remember. And 
I knew the words on the paper were the terrible words of impending 
fat> • 

.. Do you retogniu your writing? " he Mked 
"YeI!, Yom Majesty," I answered, "but may I ask how that paper 

.,.me into your possession 1 " 
" Kins: Edward gave it to me, and you confirmed what it contained 

when I called on you in London some years ago, although you cerninly 
did. YUrt. know who your v1sitot was. Your written. ~ to 
l'1N'ubky <>y'in bears O\lt ~'na\ is. il .. ·o:u, \)1\ this meet m 'P"'P"'t. 'il)-'D\ib\ 
thein! an two other lives I want you to wlJ1'k out." 
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I gave the Czar my wocd of honour that I wou1d not reveal what 
passed between us that evening in his study in the Summer Palace of 
Pete:rhof. Sufficient to say that he knew that he was a. fated mona.n:h.. 
At his TfI<).nest, I worked out bl.:fore his eyes the charts of two other 
lives he asked about: both showed the same thing, that 1917 wu 
" overwhelmed by dark and sinister inJluences that rinted to 'The 
End.' "1 I was amazed at the calm v .. ay in whic be heard my 
conclnsions: in the simplest way he said : 

" 'Cheiro: it has given me the d!.:epest pleasure to bYe this CQII­

versation \lith ~u. I ndmire the way you stand by the CWJclusions 
you have aroved at." 

He rose, we went out and i oined Isvolsky on the teIl ace. :&neath 
U~ on the summer sea, the Imperial yacht lay like a painted toy, by 
my side stood His Impedal Maj~sty, ~ C~ar of All the Rusias, the 
Anointed Head of the Church and the" Little Father" of his people. 
and yet even then there were outward and visible sigrul that all was 
not right ,vith the heart of Russia. 

A short time later I was awakened one morning in my botel to be 
told by a police officer tbat on that day from nine o'clock until midday, 
no one would be allowed to look out of any windows having a view 
on the Nev:sky Prospect. His Majesty the Czar v,'"aS about to pass to 
dedicate the church built ~r the spot where his predece~sor had 
been assassinated. 

Every window was closed and the slatted wooden shutters 
bolted. 

I clluld not resist the temptation when in the distance I heard the 
procession coming neare:r and nearer. I crept across the floor on my 
hands and knees, to where one of the slats did not fit closely. What 
a sight it was from that third-iloor 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 
shoulder like two walls of armed men; but, was it possIble to believe 
one's eyes each soldier had his rifle pointed at the windows of the 
Ironses along the route, with orders to fITe if any person disobeyed the 
order and looked out-and yet we hear that" the Little Father was 
loved by his people." 

On another occasiOIl, a few JIIQIIths latex, when the first snow of 
winter made the streets almost impassable, I met a prot.eSSion of 
some fifty men with a few women handcuffed together being driven 
to ~ station to be enttained for Siberia. They had been am:sted at 
their work, some were in sbtrt-sJeeves, some in their overalls, but just 
as they were, thef were being marched through the stnets with life 
tMmwmeter at IS d8g7'e8~ betiill' zerQ. 

As if it were II. funeral that Wl\& p~, my droshky driver held bis 
, 

• 
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fur cap in hi:, hau.d and made the Sign of the Cross involuntArily 
I did the same. 

Nevertheles.~. the gay and gorgeou:s life of the Court o£ Petersbmg 
pulsed merrily OD. There were balls, danoos, diIUl.,r parties, and 
assemblies; there was hardly an evening but I was whisked off to 
some lordly IDamiQn to meet beautiful RW;slan WQ~, highly placed 
soldiers and naval officu>I, diplomatic figures, and those .... ho tben 
emphaticaUy made up the ruling class. 
~ day there came to my hotel QIle of thQSe traYl:lling monks so 

often met with in Russia; this mm was II- close friend of the Monk 
Heliodor. who with Hennogen, BlWop of Saratov, bad great power 
m all eOOesie stit:al matters. 

Heliodoo: bimself was a t:1Jltured, gentle mystic, who was deeply 
lea.mM in occult matters. The Monk, who caUed on me, said that 
Heliodor had exerci!led considerable influence oyer the C~ar. and was 
profoundly interested in the study of the Kabaliotic Syst('m of Num­
bers, together with Astrology. SeVtmlI time,~ hI' came in to have a 
talk with me, and On one occasion he brought the ill-fated stolypin 
to see me. 

The blatk-bearderl bmly slatesInall, who tried to rule R""siH with 
a rod of iron, at first pretended to be indifferent ",hen 1 suggested I 
vrould c1llllliue bis hands. lIe bec:aroe interested when I ~howed him 
the " broken Line of Life" that was marlred cle:l.T and distinct on his 
right hand. I foresaw a violent death. He laughed at my fears, he 
told me be was guarded night and day by the agents of the (khrana. 
or secret police, yet it is a matter of history that he was slwt down 
through the treachery of one of the secret police whom he employed.1 

One day the Monk came to me . 
.. • Chena:" he said, " I want to bring to you a colleague of mine 

who seems to have extraordinary oocnlt powers.. For reasons of my 
OWIl, I want yuu to read his hand5, ~ven if he should appear to pose 
as a sceptic." 

Later on that aftffnoon in Janmuy 1905. the Monk. opcneU my 
sitting-room door, and behind him strode a ligure that could not fail 
to make a powerfu.I impression upon me. Habiti'd as a kind oi peasant 
mook, correspoliding to the old·time wandering irian in England, he 
walked with long strides across the carpeted il.oor, halted in iront of 
me, and speaking a few words .in very bad French, then rapidly in 
RuWan, which Helidor tran",h:d, scol1llully said ~om~thing to the 
effect that he did not believe in bAOd-reading..-..b1lt M beh·We4 i" 
F"'. 

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

.' In Ang;at 'goo>, 11. b¢lIlb _ ""pIoded at his Yil/a. "Wbich waa pracUca.lly d~~. 
etioIlIIy hl.i\lrUl@;oneofhisd,,"I!bto... &It a.II .. ttempta to kill blm -pmvOO !uti.l. until 
~'J>~...i>m "" ....... ~ 1D.1I. ~\l' ID. Ki.til.1ltI. ~ '~\h, ~ ....... 't:)" .. Ill. \ht, 
l.~ "!1-.mi1y, \>y 11. 1 ..... ~ l4.oli\l<a ~t>Y. S"\l>1.Y?ia ~iIIIl. ~ hlI I'ICI1I.w!. 
Septembel ,~tII.. l~n. 
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the Khaysty. at first composed of poor people, but now spuading iu. 
influence into Court circles. Thi~ sect held the strange doctrine that 
in ordt!f to obtain perfect folgiveness'they must commit:riu. Ruputin 
had not long come back from Jerusalem where he had made a pil­
grimage; he had struck up a friendship with HeIiodGT, and through 
his Court .intluence had already begun that amAzing COIlI1;e which 
culminated in his violent death, and <:Mtributed so largely to the 
downfall of the House of Romanofi. 

Tha'e was no mistaking the fact that my visitor Wa!! an 1ln11S1la1 

man. His height was not noticeable owing to his broad-shouJdered, 
powerfully bnilt figure, clad in a heavy brown cassock; round his 
waist ",-as a girdle which the Monk told me he said he had bwught 
from holy Mount Athas. 

His features were large and coarse, his eyes briIliant, his mouth 
mobile and the lips full and red. He wore an overgrown light brown 
beard, partly reddish, and his head was covered with a tangled mass 
of unkempt hair. On his forehead was a dark patch·like scar of an 
old WQl1ud. His \Vice was deep. authoritative, and 9QIU)l'Q1lS. 

He allowed me, after some demur, to examine his hands. They 
were thick and coarre and very dirty; the lines ~re strongly marked. 
The Fate Line showed unusual vicissitnde'l, the I.ine of Life appeared 
cut through ominously, half-way down the hand. 

While I was looking at his left and right hands, he wdde_nly roared : 
"I know the Future-you do not; my Future is to redeem thf: 

People, and save the Emperor from bimseU." 
I hardly knew what to reply to this arrogant statement, but at 

leugth I said quietly : 
"Would you care for me to leU you anything about the Future? " 

He ~miled scornfuDy. 
" I shall laugh at ".-hatever it is. I am talled to be the Saviour of 

Rllssia. Fate is in my keeping. I am the maker of Destiny." 
r v{()ndered for the moment whether the man was mad. ?Iy pr0-

fession had brought me in contact with not a few crazy individuals, 
yet his cYe!i were clear enough. Besides, [ was in "Holy Russia," 
"'-here all sorts of mystical creature~ w::rc then at large. But 1 must 
c{mfess tbat what I saw in the hand before ITUl was baming in its 
extraordjnary mIlE.Bagfl. 

"You have before you." [ began, "a future that is fmed with. 
wonders t You have beeu raised from tbe lowest to associate with the 
highest, from the utmost poverty you will command " .. ea.lth, you are 
m~ined to wield enonnous power over otbers-litit " wu. bt '" frown 
Joy .Il!lil-----do you WlUlt to hear more ? " 

While I had been ~. he had listened attentively. 
" Yes, yes ! "he sald impatiently; then oon:ecting himself, he added 

grandly: 
"'But, (If course, I knew all. fuisW<lT6·, 1 am a. ptap"blllt, and a.greaw 

one than you. I know all tbjng'J." 
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.. But what of the Future?" asked the Monk, who WllS listening 
with rnpt attention. 

I remained silent. DIll'e I reveal the t&rihl! vision of blood that 
s!!mlId to have funned before my mind. As I studied the hands of 
thfI boastful man seated before me, I seemed to see him gliding from the 
Cabinet of the Emperor, with an evil smue upon his dark face, :irulinuat­
iDg himself into the deepest confidences of the Empress who knelt 
reverently before him, and hailed him as .. Holy Father," and at bst 
yielding up his life mid a s=e of terrible ferocity. 

" Well, what is it, Seer, " askM Ra&putin, in a taunting voice . 
.. I foresee for you a violent end within a palace. You will be 

menaced by poison. by knife, and by bullet. Finally I see the icy 
WIItetS of the Neva closing above YOll," 

There was silern;e for a few seconds. My words had evidently made 
an impression upon the Monk, because betore this 1 had sketched out 
his early hOm6 li:Ie-bow h! had married a ",'oman much better off 
than hfmself.1 

I told him that he had two daughters and one son, and that the 
latter would tum agaillst him-which came true shortly after I made 
the predktiQIl. 

Moreover, I told him that be had turned against his wife, and had 
allied himself with a woman who was destined to work great harm. 
At this be had smiled cunningly, and uttered his famous formula that 
afu.l w'ards became the watchword of his sect : 

" A particle of the divine is incarnated in me I Only through me 
can they hope to find salvation. The manner of their salvation is 
tlW: They must be united with me, ~oriy anJ soul I The virtue that 
goes out from me is the destruction of sin." 

As he uttered these astounding words, be drew himself up to the 
full height of his powerful figure, folded his arms upon his massive 
chest, and his great haunting eyes iieemed to till v.ith almost super­
natural fire. 

When I bad t1nj.,hed speakjng of the terrible picture that had formed 
in ml mind, our eyes met across the table at which we sat. Those 
pierCIng eyes wanted to strike terror into my souI, For some reason 
whir:h I ('.annot expLain, I hIt no fear whatever. I returned his gaze 

. . i . The behind me, slipped the large 
; be expet:ted some tra.gedy 

to his feet. 
; his com-

Rasputin J Rasputin can 
can harm him." 
height. he said slowly and 
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" r am the Saviour of my people. I am fhl: Protector of the Czar. 
1 am grsafur IhIJtl. the CZfir." 

With that he left the room, while the Monk malrjng the Sign of the 
Cross slipped out after him. 

Whether I made an enemy of this extraordinary man or not, I 
cannot say. 

I do not know whether he saw in me a rival to his occult powm or 
not, but later on I underwent an experienc~ that showed that he would 
have caused me injury if he could. 

The fonowing year I was back in St. Petersburg in connection with 
II "=Y largfl financial operation. Returning one day to my hutd, I 
found that 9()ID.e of my most important papers had been stolen. 

1 went at once to my friend, Monsieur IS\'(Iisky. at the Foreign 
Office and protested. He listened, smiled his enigmatical smile, and 
said : 

" Take my card to the Chief of Police and explain the loss of your 
papers to him." 

I must confes~ I was astounded at the deadly swiftn~s of the 
movements Cl the Russian police when animated by the highest 
powers. Within twenty minutes I was shown into the presence of the 
Chief. By the time 1 returned to my hotel, the police were already 
at eacl:t entrance to prevent anyone leaving. Within an hour my 
papers were restored; a secret agent of Rasputin joined a Siberian 
chain-gang that night, and never again was I subjected to any 
molestation. 

\\'hen I first met Rasputin, I could not help but realize-although 
I had no idea who my vi.itor was-that I was in the presence of 
one of those extraordinary men who are bom into the world as 
instruments of Fate. There w:lS no question about his overpowering 
will-power and magnetism, but it was what I might call "animal 
mEagIletism." By his luminous compelling eyes he attempted fram. 
the first moment to bypnmize me as he bad doIIC 90 many hundreds 
oi others. It was only my long experience 01 such things that saved 
me. Instead o.f looking into his eyes, I concentrated my attention 
on a point between his eyebrov.1!. with the result that he could have 
no power over me. 

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

They were as helpless as a bird fascinated by a snake into whose 
jaws it wa~ about to fall. 

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

Many l"I1mOIlI'!l have been afloat in Europe as to thE identity 01 thE 
woman often spoken of as "Madamt X," who was lor somt years 
famous as a medium in St. Petersburg. Her real na.rDfl was Madame 
Gutjen Sund, a Swedish woman who married a German officer, who 



'/0 coxPltssto:n: WU.OIRS OF Ja ,",ODlERN SEllR 

afterwards was a prominent assistant under Herr Sblnmers, the chief 
of the great Spy Bunan in the Wilhelmslrasse, Berlin. 

Thi9 woman had undoubtedly remarkable occult gifts. When King 
Edwu.rd visikd the Czar at Reval, Madame Sund was brought into the 
circle of notables after diImer and was invited to read the future oi 
these present. The ~ bimoo1f told me OIl that evening when I 
dined with him at Peterhof how impressed he had been by what she 
had said. One statement that fined him with especial sorrow; it was 
she who told him. that "the little Clwevich would not live to 
reign." 

Madame Sund. for some time before the coming of Rasputin, occupied 
a wryextra.oniinary position in the Court, and was daily consulted by 
the EmptJNIT and Empress. Most of the Gmnd Duke~ hated her, fw 
she WQl'ked against their inftuence; twice she narrowly esc;;l.ped death 
by poison. 

By some means she became acquainted with Rasputin, who 
immediately exercised over her a fatal influence that set in motion a 
whole train of significant events. Knowing how the mind of the 
Imperial pair had been influenced bi' her prediction, Rasputin prevailed 
upon Madame Snnd to go to the Empress (l,I1d to tell her that she wa~ 
mistaken; that shl! had been coowrted by a wonderful saintly Father 
who could work miracles, and who had the power to save the life of the 
Czarevicl!. 

The Empress so;nt for Rasputm. He came, arrogant, dirty and 
impressive, striding into the presellCe and crying in his bell-like voice : 
" Repent, ye who wear pw-ple; repent, ye who are clothed in garmen~ 
of gold and silver." 

The Empress was so impressed that she fell upon her knees, and the 
Court entourage witnem",d tM amazing spectacle of the Consort of the 
Emperor of RtuSia kneeling before a dirty peasant. 

Rasputin told her pusitively that he alone could restore her son to 
health. After that, the Imperial pair were as clay in the hands of the 
so-ca.lled Monk, and when the Imperial child fcllill shortly afterwards, 
and was apparently at the point of death, Rasputin dismis!:Ied la1 the 
physicians and announced that" faith alone would pr.;vail." 

It was one of the deeton who described the scene to me: "I was 
in attendance with other Coott physicians grouped around the bed 
of the heir to the throne, woo was gasping for breath. Suddenly 
Raspntin strode in, m",de no sign that he iJaW the Czarina, but 
~houted : 

'" Away, unbelievers I Away t This is the work of faith I' 
" The startllld pbysicians drew back as the Empress came forward, 

and kneeliDg before Rasputin cried: 'My Father.....-.save my child l' 
-' Tum out these dogs,' cried the Monk, sweeping his fiery glances 
round their outrngl)d faces. At a look from the Empre.o;s nearly all the 
doctors left the apartment, even Imperial etiquette hardly restraining 
them from !ihruggins their shoulders with disgust. 
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" Then, 
bowed his 
~fm fmm~acruoou~n 
Those present stood petrified with 
hair iaJllng a.bout her shoulders, IweIt at the 
heaving, her maternal tears falling like rain. 

" Then the miracle happened, 
"The physid:ms had sElid that natural sleep alone wtmld save the 

clrild. Ruputin rose und stood before the Empress. 
" 'Behold thy !Ion I ' he cried, his voice booming through the great 

aparlment. The C~revich Willi sleeping peacefully, his little banda 
relaxed upon the gorgeous coverlet, the fiery :Hush of fever dying to 
a rose-pink upon hls cheeks. • 

" That ntght the news flew thmUidl the capital, and spread through 
Russia that Rasputin was \"espon.sibIe for a miracl.e--that the heir had 
b"""n dead, and tha.t he had raised him up. 

"In a burst of gratitude, the C~ar presented Rasputiu with a 
million roubles; the Czarina lnaded him with gifts, but even more, 
his in:fi.Ullnal "'-ail fixed; nothing could shake it. Once in power, he 
threw oft Uadame Sund. She died Biter a short mysterious illncS9. 
and Rasputin pronounced her epitaph. 'She had finished, my work 
has commenced: ". 



CHAPTER X 

TXJ!, DAL STOItY Oil ltASl'orm. IDS INFLUENCl!: OVER TIlE CZAllINA. 
THE TRUE CAUS!; OF RUSSIA'S DOWNFALL 

I T will not be out of pIa.I:.<I, I think, if I relate in as brief a way as 
possible, the real story of Rasputin. I have gathered my facts 
from reliable sources. As this man was decidedly one of the 

most ex1:raordl:nary personalities and one who was instrumental in 
britQ;:iJ:JJ,: about. the :fall of the ~at Romanoff dynasty, tht! world is 
entitled" to know as much about him as possible, 

Rasputin, or to gh"tl bim his real name, Gregory Effimavitcb, was 
born in the little "Village of Petrovslroie in Siberia, on July 7th. r8J3. 

His father was Il. llotoriaas horse thief and the worst drunkard in 
the plAce, He was nicknamed" Rasputin," which mt:ll.IlS, in Russiilli . 
.. ooITUpt." His son inherited this nickname. and accaroing to the 
police records, wdl merited this di!tmctive title. Dr, Litchemoff, 
who W3..~ r.alled in to treat him for smallpoJ!:, gave the follo\\ing a~COllflt 
of his patient : 

"He was," he ~aid, "a. fine, dark child, with sncll an ardent ex­
pression in the eyes that even I felt strangely affected by it. He was 
tbickc.et and SbOllgly built and soon becam~ the terror of the ~trict. 
I remember how Father Alexis, the priest of Petrovskoie, used to 
give him ten. kopecks every week to keep him away from church on 
S",1UIeys." 

At follIi1len years of age he robbed an old man of his &avings after 
nearly murderiDg him. For thls he roceived tv."enty stTO~S of a whip 
in the pn!SCllce of all the inhabitant~ in the village in the ma.rket-pla.ce. 
Th& extraoldiuary thing wa" that fhis public fiol5:ging roused in 
him one of thOE.e :lih of r~igious lei vOIl( f;O associated with hlln i.ll 
later yean, and was the commencement of his fanaticism. 

From this ont hI;> began to visit ehurche5 aDd mOllilSteri~ in the 
neighbourhood, and was often to be.seen on his knees Oil the roadside 
lashing his body with thistlllS and Mating long incomprehensible 
prayen. 

ThU religious fervour was as suddenly brought to an end as it had 
~ by WI. assault he made on an old beggar woman, Aller the 
police enquiry that was beld over Uris Il.fiair. be 1l.000doIlcd Ieligion 
iIl'di t"l.\n:« .. im .... \t W~Cil\',.·b.eutedl:y into tb\ev1ng and drink. Aceording 
\.0 'me ~ ~\.e'i: m 1'eb:~, 'n.t "Was abmtt ~ ti:IID: 1l..t"t1:fo\eU. 
ior OOrse_$1:".-,ing. 

In :lpite of his reputation, he had the Il"ood fortune to many in IB9S, 
when he was twenty-three years old, a channing innocent girl named 
OIga.Chaningofi, who brought him a.sa dowry "a pair of horses, a cart, 
three thousandronblllS, and a few acres of land." 

Three children were tha result of this strange union two daaghfets, 
ld:adska. and Zenia, and in :1899 a son whom. h~ _~11~ .. lIkhei 
Gre(oJmitd!... ...--... 

ODe night in the middle of the winter, February sth, :190J. he was 
~ 
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forMd as a carrier to drive a priest to tlul seminary of Teoumene, 
which event completely changM his career and led to tho!! umarkable 
adventures that followed. 

En J'Qute the priest, who was named Zaborovsky, persuaded him 
to abaudon his drnnken habit::o and go and make a peniteuce at the 
monastery of Verkhotourie. He remajned here for some weeks; on 
his return to hU home, he declared that St. :Michael had appeared to 
him and had commanded him to build a great church to the name of 
th". Archangel, 

From. this moment he was a changed man. He went from village 
to~, and from monastery to monastery, collecting money for the 
future church and so earned the name of a " Stareu," or holy man. 

On his return to the little village of Petlovs.k<rie, he refused tQ live 
with his wife and children, but lived by him!ielf in a smull cottage 
snrroWldcd by sacred icons he bad collected in Ws travels and number­
less wax candles that had come into his possession. 

From aU sides people CiIIIlf! to hear his words, the words of a prophet. 
they said, who had once been a demon. 

Men, as well as women, begged to be allowed. to kiss the hem of his 
raiment, and in return for gifts of money tbey nue a1lcrwed. such a 
privilege. 

It was during this stage of his tateli:r that he conceivro his extl"a­
ordinary doctrine of" Sin for SalvaiWn," which of all religiQus revivals 
that perhaps the world has ever seen, had ill the end the most (u­
r6aChing results. 

Across the dreary ",oastes of Siberia the slogan. "Sin far Salvation," 
spread like a battl!!-cry, and the name oi "the holy Rasputin" echOl':d 
far and wide. 

While aD. a pilgrimage to Kazan, in April 1904, Rasputin met for the 
first time a wealthy widow Damed Lydia :&chmakow, who became 
another rung in his. bdder of ambition. 

This la.dy had just passed the dangerou:s .age of forty, whtm her 
husband was considerate enough to die and lea\"e her his fortune, Sh!'l 
thanked God for the end of what she called" her conjugal martyrdom:' 
and threw herself into every foon (If religious fanaticism. 

With fuEl most passionate devotion, she jonm~ed from monastuy 
to monastery, $quandering her money wherever w wen.t, arul sub­
mi.ttlnl', ne<~\t w the SlWeTl.'St 1='a~ \hat oocld be iro~. 

In spilt oi all her -piety, charity. and devoJtion. me had uot fGlUld 
the satisfaction she ~ought and was about to abandon all teligiOllil 
pM'Suasion, ,,;hen at this psycho1rJgical crisis Rasputin entered her life, 

"Sin tor Salvation," he whispered, "and the Gates of Heaven are 
y01lr.i to tllter," 

Lydia Baclunakowhad newr dJ!'mt of such a woode:tfuJ. aeed; she 
had tried every other--she would now try it. She declared this doetrW.e 
must haw. hEm tnad6 expInjy for her benefit, so withotU: nsctV't, 
she placed herIeIi and hermoney in the hands of "the holy Rasputin," 
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Like the usual ruD of oonvert9, she co=ced w have "vi9iollS," 
the most important being that the days of pilgrimage by foot were 
ended, $0 she carried R~ntin off in one of the most magnificent 
motor-cars that money co buy in Russia. 

The new piJgri~ startM at Kazan; htdped by tht ~plendour of 
the millionairl': widow, every door was thrown open for" the chosen 
of the Lord." Even Rasputin's bad manners were tumed Uito a ble55-
ing; it!ihowed, his foIloWl!IS said, that a "hQ!y IIlIUl " Wll.S above the 
petty detai\s of convention and because he disdained forks and ate 
with his fingers, he was declared to be "th€ apostle of ~implicity." 

It was me at Kal.an that Rasputin came in contact with Sturmer, 
who was at that moment Inspector General at the Ministry of the 
Interior, and in a position to be of great use to RasputiD. 

Rasputin arrived at St. Petersburg, as it Yi'llS then calle(!, on the 
evening of December 5th, I904, (1 was then living at the HOtel de 
I'Euwpe, and within about a month of Rasputin's arrivaJ 1 met him, 
as I have related in the previons chapter.) 

.Madame Bachmakow rented a magnificent apartment in the be~t 
part of the Nevsky Pros~t and when it was suitably furnished with 
every luxury, ~ iIlStalied "the holy father," as she hOW beglUl to call 
him. 

As an advance 3€BIIt the millionaire widow was without an equal ; 
she had already sent reports on miracles worked by Rasputin to 
Bi..bop HermogeIUl, John of Cronstadt, the monk Heliodor, and the 
principal newspapers. 

In less than a. few weeks, his apartment in the K evsky Prospect Wll!; 

besieged by memberl! of the highest aristocfil,cy of St. Peter.4urg. 
Ill. a polio;c rep:>rt dated Apri!lzth, 1905, it is noted: 

"Crowds assemble a.t Rnsputin's place, people have to wait two or 
three days befme being able to approach the ' MOllk' (he n~r v,'aS 

.a monk or had holy orders of any kind). He works miracles when it 
pJ"",ses him to do so. He h.a.s been seen to ta1re a handful of earth and 
by simply buatbing upon it, to turn it into a magnificent rose tree 
covered with fl.owers." 

The wrher of this Ieport counted mo:re than four hundred women. 
belate Rasp\JtiD.'!; house in a single aiWnoon. ru. a rule, the l"eport 
¥~," he lec\:ives Duly the )'oung and -ptrlty ones, Ott:.ause, he 
~a'f!,"\he o"ful!t'l. \ro.-ve \t'Nel ~\Il!; \.0 bI": I.oti!.~vm." 

""Rasput'm l1W\r~S c~able s= of. mmrey. He has no bed 
price fur his l:OIlSultatio~, but.hi!> ~etalY, a man .called Stria.pchefl, 
neVl':1"' introduces anyone to him WIthout first UCl!lving at least one 
hundred I'lIUbles.l 

"Th~ who give more gat. special attention. A C&tain Madame 
N~e ofiered a thol1S8Ild ro1lbles to be reooived. These amounts 
are said to be put on ~ side for the church in houour of St. Mjrbae1 
that Rupu.tiD has promised at PetnlVskoil:." 

1 Aboat /.10 ID Fngfi± moll8? 
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H a police report could say so much one: may easily imagine the 

t<'lports tha.t were circulated in ordinary society. 
There are two versions of the way in which Rasputin reached the 

Palace. One gives the credit to Msrlame Sund. as I have already 
related~tbe other relate, that the Cmrina sent her cOllfidential 
companion, Anna. Vyronbova, to C<lnsult him. Which account is the 
true one does not greatly mattel". 

Ra.'lputin, there is no doubt, con,,-erted this ratber ordinary woman. 
His wonderful doctrine of "Sin for Salvation" made an instant 
appeal to her &enSM. 

He very quickly made an enknte with her. He threw over the 
millionaire widow, Madame Bachmakow, Wid gave.Anna Vyronbova 
the title of " Sister-in-Chief" as a reward for her promise 10 open the 
gates of the Czar'l> Palace aud establish him in the favour af the 
Czarina. ' 

It was Anna who taught hiro to give lip the name Rasputin and 
take the name" Novy," meaning innovator-as she explained the 
name Rasputin wa5 not pleasing to the Imperial ears. 

Shortly after her first visit .Anna made the a.rrangeml:llt that he 
could come to the I'alace whene~ he pleased. 

About this time the widow, Madame: Bachmakow, recci\""ed an 
order from the police to leave St. Petersburg at once. 

FIOIll this lllOment Rasputin's iufluenre over the Cuuina and the 
Court was established. 

In 1908, for some unexplained reason, except that of vanity, he 
spent the summer months at his old vinage of Petrovskoie. 

He was a.t first re(:f;ivM by the simplf: peasants as a god who had 
returned to save them, but the twelve young and beautiful" sisters " 
who accompanied him caused a scandal that reached the ears of the 
Czarina, who retalled him to St. Petersburg. 

Many stories at this time became circulated about his dnmken 
orgies, so much so that the Archbishop commwnIed him to prcSl!ut 
himself before an ecclesiastical tribunal composed of a bishop. two 
canous, and thn'C important officials of the Civil Courts. 

Near the conclusion of this investigation, at the mOlllent when a 
unanimous verdict was about to be prOIlQunced aga'mst him, Anna 
Vyronbova called on the jud~es and intormed I:hl'm that it W$ the 
c1qn"CS'J w\sh and c.omma.nd. ot t'M C1:.arina. that "the "holy man" 
should be {01lIld "Not Guilty." 

Rasputin was acquitted on tM spot, the Tribunal sa~t: ~t tbily 
accepted his own statement that the charges brought ~amst him were -. The day after the mock verdict the Ua.rina sent for him to come 
to the palace of Tsarskoie-Sel.o. As he entered her presence. she 
bawed. to kim! his hand!! and begged forgiveness for 1M annayance Ii.is 
enemies had caused. 

The Yar asked if he could Iihow him some special favour. 
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Rasputin thought for B. lIlQlII.eIlt and gr::il requested that the 
friend of his youth, Ba.mabY. the gardener. . t be made Bishop of 
Tobolsk-and within two days this was done. 

Rasputin's nllXt step was to be appointf!d " Spiritual Adviser" to 
~ yaung Princesses and the Czarevich, but after the bishop inddent 
anythilJg equally grotesque could only be expected. 

The day after the attempt on hi8 life by the young girl, Kheone 
Gousseva, who on June 28th, 1914, shot him in the stomach, the eMr 
sent a special telegram to the Governor of Tobolsk collunanding him 
to see that nothing shonld be left undone" to save the life of one of 
the best friends of the Cro"n! ., 

A mQllth later the Great War broke out. Rasputin wu ab!ieut 
recovering nonl his wound. The uarina wrote tQ the lIUlovatOl', as 
she always called him, as fonows: 

"I am happy, my beloved mastM, to be able to inform you 
that • Niky' has realized the importanCil of your dear presence 
at Tsarskoie-Se1o. Come back quickly, as my poor heart sufiCr5 
to know you are so far av;'aY wd ] feellwt if I cannot bold your 
hands in mine and find, in your eyes, the light of my soul. 

"I 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 
allows me to die with you and gain-in your company-the 
heavenly paradise for which you have so prepared me . 

.. I am DOt the only OIIe wishiDg for your r-:turn. AIlIlH. is aIso;. 
dying of impatience. 

"Take pity on two women who adore you and can no lOllger 
live without you. 

"Give me, in your thonghl1i, YOllI most ardent blessing, in 
anticipation of being able to give it to me in perStln, my whole 
being:in touch with yours. 

"Your daughtec who cherishes you. 
A." 

Rasputin returned and his inBuence at the Palace was greater than 
ever. He now determined to tum it to good account. A.lthon~h ~ had 
received rich presents from both the Czar and Czarina~n une occasion 
His lmperial Majesty gave him a diamond valued at thirty thousand 
roubles that bad been given to him at his coronation-he determined to 
tan advantagfl of the War to in~a.se hk wealth. Larg.. ordlrrs for 
munitions by his influence '"ere passed. to those who paid him 1m his , 
trouble, one order alone bringing him sOO,OOQ roubles. 

Judging by extracts from tbe dialy oi Anna Vyronbova which came 
into the bands of offidgT, a1ter the revoiutiou, t:I:lm is no doubt that 
from April I915 Rasputin used .his intIUeJlce over the Czarina to make 
peace with &mnany at any price. What his rewaro was to be hu 
never been discl.osed, but bad hi: lived, no doubt it would have been 
very~1e. 
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About this time, Count Tolstoi, the Grand Master of Cemnonies 

in charge of the crown jewels at the Hermitage, made the a.ma.zing 
dj9Covery that the :real stones had been abstracted and paste put in 
their place. The blue diamOIlds that edged the lIaddle of Alexander II, 
the priceless garnets of Catherine the Great. the matcbless pearls of 
the Crown of Ivan the Temble, all these and others equally valuable 
bad been stolen and rt!placed by worthless imitations. 

The Czar was furious with rage when this news was :lirst broken to 
him, yet the next day he wrote in lUi own handwriting to Connt 
Totstoi; "DQ not ccntinue the inquiry about the HemUtage. Let 
it remain a profound secret." 

The only comment I make about this is that a woman named 
Cecilia Werner, an Austrian and intimate friend of Rruiputin, was 
furnished with a diplomatic paapart which enabled her to travel 
every few months to StocldKllm without having the inconvenience of 
having Iu, trunks opentd. 

As I am not writing a life of Rasputin, I must p~ OWl" many 
episodes Qf his career and come to the dramatic end that I had so clearly 
iudicated when r flrst made his acquaintance at the Hotel de l'Europe 
in the Nevsky Prospect. 

I heard the details of his hom'hle death from one of those who 
assisted at it, and a.~ many versions have; been made public, it may 
interest my readers to have, what I have every reason to believe is, 
the true Olle, 

I have dealt with Rasputin's career at some length, OIl acoount of 
the remw:kable role he played 011 Russia's lurid stagc, leading up to 
the full of the curtain on the great and all-powerful RomanoH dynasty. 

It is my firm belief that if this man had not come into the Cmrina's 
life, the revolution would never have (l(:curred, and the liVf;S of many 
millions of people would have escaped the horror and destruction that 
fell Oil them like an avalanche of disaster. 

That strange word "if " is, however, the pivot on which so many 
lives tum, that it 'be<;omes the Key of D~5tiny in alliauguages, to 
unlock the future for good or evil, 

If-Judas Iscariot had not been born, the tragedy of Calvary 
would not have hapr""'. 

If-Rasputin ha not crossed the Russian 6tage, how different 
things might have been. 

Specul.a.Uon Is useless nations risfrI and fall-men and women are 
but threads on the loom of Fate-the weaving of the pattern lie!; in 
the hands of Design, before which one can only bow the head and 
murmur: "Thy Will be done on earth Q;$ 01 is;ts Heaven," 

Like Napoleon, the ex-Kaiser, or the late Nicholas of RlJ'Ssia, 
Rasputin was but a servant of Destiny; as snch, he obeyed those 
unknown forces of Life that make themselves manifest in all, whether 
born in poverty or under the ~ of a throne. 

Rasputin was born a pmant, the very 10WMt kind at that, so 
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igncnnt; that he cooId scartely read or write-yet this man became 
a power that destroyed II. dynasty, wrecked a civilizll.tiou. and ciused 
more ruiu alId upheaval tb~n any othcr man of the age. 

In the:>hart period of twelve years from that night of February 5th, 
l903, when the words of a young priest changed the tun=t of his life, 
Rasputln strode boldly across the Ruulan nage. until be reached. the 
climaX of his career in 19I,S. In that brief period, he had tlmIed a 
ganleIlCl" into II. bishop, e.massed wealth, built a church to the honour 
of St. Michael, and brought an EuqJelOl" and Empress to his feet. 

In 1915. he brought about the &missal of the Grand Duke Nicholas, 
as Cammander-in-Chlef of the Anny. By his influence a man named 
Khvostov succeeded Prince Tcherbatof'E as Minister of the Interior, 
and Stu:tmer became Prime Minister. 

By I915. RaspuUn, masquerading under a monk's robe. was the 
undisputed Master of Russia. 

If he had been a clever man, he might have kept his position, but 
that "if" I have :already spoken about, was s",itchinS over the points 
of doom on the railroad of Fate. 

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

One night in a restaurant in Petrogtad, surrounded by some of the 
pawns he had placed in pO'.Vef, exhilarated by champagne and flattery, 
his sonorous voice rang out in critici5Ill of everything Russian. 

People. sitting at nearby tables were horrified, others laughed, some 
encouraged the 'vild~yed man to go still further. 

Looking round like a mad bull, he may have noticed at a table not 
far away, the Gnmd Duke Dimitri, first oousin to the Czar, the Prirn;e 
Youssoupofi. and three ot1ler guests. 

"I rlon't care a narnn for all the Grand Dukes in Russia," Ra!,"putin 
roared, " nor for the Holy Synod, or all the Generals of the Army." 

The GTand Duke Dimitri rose to his feet-he was about to accept 
the challenge, there and the! wben a member of the Duma entered 
the restatlrant IUld pa..!i5fd between the two tables. 

Tllfl1ingtowaros Rasputin this man, the well-known Pourichkievitch, 
sneered; "Care {or nothing. vile impostor. Your reiga of telTor is 
nearing its end. Blind yourself with drink aDd orgies, before long 
some man will ~ to rid Rnssia. of your pteMIlCe." 

To the amazement of the other diners, Raspntin marie no answer­
twning deadly pale, he got Dp and left the restaurant v.ith the member!; 
of his party. 

Prince Youssoupoff crossed to the table of the new arrival and held 
out bi8 hand. 

"Thank you, Ponrichldevitch," he said, "you have expn:ssed the 
wish that a man may be found to rid our country of thIS infamous 
Impostor. I offer mpelf as that maD." 

the Grand Duke Dimitri joined the party. "Count on me also," 
he said. "We have all put up with this moujik to the brea.ki.ng-point. 
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Let us p1Mge ourselves hM'fI to-night, to ~ R ... «ria by ridding her 
01 the presence at this monster." 

In the camer at this restaurant, in the heart of Petrograd, a. IIOJemn 
oath was taken. Fate had f~en heT fa.VQurite-~ doom of 
Rasputin was sealed. 

It took some months to prepare the stage (or the last act. 
On December 15th, 1916, by the Rus:;ian calendar, all was ready. 

The principal actors bad already arrived, the Gand Duke Dimitri, 
Prince YOUiIIOUpoff, Pourichkievitch, another man, and the beautiful 
Karali, the dancer whom Rasputin bad for a long time pestered with 
his attentions. 1he scene was set in Prince Youssoupoft's palace in 
the Moskaia. 

Karan was to be the inducement for Raspulin to come to supper. 
The other OOIlspirators were to keep in the background until their 
presence betame nere;sary. 

The bells of St. ll:aac's Cathedral struck eleven. 
An automobile stopped at the private entrance to the house in the 

Ofiizerskaia.. 
Raspotin got out, b~ dismissed hi~ motor, he looked up and down 

the deserted street. he hes.itatcd some time before he rang the hell 
A J>l"f<sentiment of <ianger, perhaps, p:1-ssed through his mind-the 

thought of the beautiful Karali overcame all prudenre-he pressed 
the bell. 

The door was opened by the Prince himself. 
" I have allowed the servants to be away to-nigbt," he said. "I 

promised you to take every precaution that your romance would never 
be known. Corne in and wait for ber, I IllII sure she will not be late." 

Together they entered the dining-room; an appetizing supper was 
set (Jut on the table. 

Two exquisitely carved decanters held the famous I"f'd Crimean wille 
from the Y ousscllpoff estate; one placed at Rasputin's chair contained 
enough cyanide of potassium to kill any six men... while on a solid gold 
~te on his right, "''ere some zakouskies, also treated with the SIIIIle 
pOlson. 

Rasputin vrould neither eat nor drink. 
"Time enough," he said, "when Karn1i comes. My brain must be 

kept cool if I am to taste the most exquisite morsel of womanhood 
that I have ever seen. Vih ..... t can I do for you, Prinoe, in return ? 
NamE any honour you wish to have and I promise you the Czar will 
sign the detree hefoN! to-morrow night." 

" Let us drink to to-morrow then," the Prince laughed, " it would 
take more wine than is in that bottle for such a mau u you tQ :fail to 
do justice to a pretty woman." 
. The 1Iattery did its Yo-om; Rasputin filled his glass and finished it 
In one gulp. He tlten took another; turning his attention to the 
aakouskieg he cleared. the plate in a few minutes. 

A 1Il yet notMng kaHe,,". 
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The Prince got nervous, beads of perspiration gllstfltt~d auoss his 
forehead. 

"HaWl a cigarette," he said, as he pUJhed his jewelled case across 
the table. 

" No," the mWlk i2.id, " WIne women object to the smell of tobacco; 
I clellIled my teeth for the first tirru::in my life to-day." 

" Kuali would be flattered if she knew that," the Prince smiled. 
If at that moment Rasputin had looked round M would have SMn 

in the shadow of the sta.ircaMI going to the next floor, the gleaming 
eyes of KaraI:i and her cl~ed hands. 

Behind her a little lrlghe:r up, stood the other men, one of them with 
a :revclver in his haud. 

"Don't care much for your famou~ Crimean wine," Rasputin 
sneered. "it J;eem,S to me to have a bitter taste." 

"You are not accustomed to its flavour," the Prince answered, "it 
is famed as a tonic and givas strength; finish the decanter and let 
us have some more." 

Rasputin emptied the bottl-.and yet nothing happmed' 
The Pr:iD.e<;l could bardiy bide his neryQ\lSlleSS; in ordt.'l" to regain 

his sell-possession. he made an exrusc and wcnt up the staircase to 
where the others were waiting. 

He really went up to get his revolver Oll his return he found 
Raspntin pacing up and down the Hoor. 

"[ don't feel -ll," he Mid, "those ukou&kies have upset me. 
I won't wait for Karali, when she comes tellber she can goto the devil, 
she is the first woman that Rasputin has e\1:!r waited fpr," lUld he 
reached for his fur coat. 

" Don'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, if yon !:ike, ynn can take a.way with YOl1 to-night." 

Rasputin was never known to refuse a present. 
He took it in his bands, it was an exquisite ivory crucifix, he bent 

over a light to examim.: it clQlle1y. 
At that moment Prince Youssonpolf passed his revolver from his 

left to his right hand and fired straight at the monk's heart, 
Rasputin. with a groan, fell in a huddled mas; on the floor. 
The Grand Duke Dimitri went to get his. automobile--it was di!Cided 
~ would take Rasputin's body and throw it into the Neva.. 

They went as far as the street door, they \Vere overjoyed at the 
succ' 33 of their plan . 

.. Russia, Holy Rnssia is at last free," they !laid. 
"Listen," somwne said--a. noise ",me from the diDing..-room~ 
No \ it wuld uot be pmihle. 
Rasputin, with his tD.lJJlk.'s robe open-with blood meaming from 

him, was clutcbing at the back o£ a chair in the centre of the room. 
Before they could UCO"f"e£ their senses he had a.lteady wal.ked out 

into the garden iD an effort to gain till! private entrance. 
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Blood marked eveIY step he took in the snow. 
He reached the door, 1ri5 band was already on the catch. 
PouricbJcievitch and Youssoupoff fired together. 
Rasputin fell without 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 balustrade. 
Horror of horrors-the monk was still alive with his right hand 

he clutched the epa.ulette on the shoulder of one of the officers and 
tore it from the ullifcm:n. 

Fate could not, ho;JWCver, be cht.lated at such a rnOInent. FoUl' strong 
men with grim faces pushed him over, the body rebounded on the stCllle 
buttress below. crashed on a block of ice and rolled over into the 
swirling icy waters oj the Neva. 



CHAPTER XI 

S1'RANGB BD"BRIENCl!S IN RUSSIA. "TllB ANGB1. OF · .. lIi RliiVOLUTlON." 
TIrE CZAR'S EWORTS FOR A WORLD-WIDE I'£ACE. 1 AM FORCED 
TO WITNESS AN EXECUTION IN nl~ :FORTRESS OF ST. PErna AND 
ST. PAU1. 

I COULD tell of many wonderful exp.;riences I had in "Holy 
Russia," and they would fiU a volume. I have been whirled off 
in a d.rosMy drawn by six fiery hOI"E.eS, driven by a demon driver 

wrapped :in furs, through the moonlit night, travelling throngh a 
ocemingly endless forest, the black trees standing up in sharp contrast 
to the snowy track. The chlng! ching I ling I of the bells upon the 
hones mingled with the distant woof I 1';00£ I of the wolf pack, borne 
to my ears by the mellWcholy winter wind. But suddenly, when I 
felt that the journey would never end, the white road ran sharply in 
a diuy curve through giant sentinel trees-a noble avenue, two miles 
long. At the end, lights twinkled lrom myriads of windows j great 
doors rolled back: a gorg.;OU!i majordomo received me with six 
fwtmen at rigid attention behind him. Thus in state, I came out 
of the cold winter night into the blv:ing splendour of the ~cUD" of the 
Princess Klenia Yvesky. 

Her party included the cream of Russian society; somc had come 
in their droshkies and sleighs for m[U)y miles through the vast forests 
that stretch for ~agnes round this. chateau. It was hard to believe, 
looldng round at the luxury, the toilettes of the ladies, the perfect 
arganizatWn of the howe. that it was miles from c"YCJywhl;1"\J, aud that 
wolves hayed almost up to the t:M.teau gates. But-it was Russia. 

Alas I I reve.aJed the fat~ of th~ Princess that night. A shout of 
incredulity greeted my predlctiQIlS : 

"Widowhood-Poverty-Death... They Jaughed-" How ridic­
ulous." Amongthe"Yictims of Bol!;hevikterrori~m was the accomplished 
Prince Yvesky. while his beautifnl wife died of privation, after escaping 
to Finland with a few jewels sewn up in her petticoat. 

I will include in tlri9 part of my revelntions a strange tale that shed~ 
a light on Russia, when she was staggering downwards into the abyss 
of revolution. 

I was visited in my botel by an aristor.:ratic Russian gentleman, who 
spoke frankly. 

" 'Cbciro: I have ~ of you from my chief, Y. Isvolsky. Do 
me the honOIlT to be frank with me." 

I examined his wpely hand with attention. I saw there a. wonderlul 
~pacity for organiza~0n. all.d ~iness ~biIi~y. courage and faithfclness 
- -----". --- - ------ r----- -- --.- --_._-.". ---- .. , 
-aM ~ 'iu)\tM. ~\D. ~ct "Nm",:,\\ aM. t"Wo oi.~ perOOllS cl.use1y oonnected. 

I spoke first of .his past life, and sketched out the cilt:umstanca of 
the~t. 

When I had finished he said . • • 
.. 'Cheiro: you have been wonderfully IlCCUfate. So much so that 

•• 
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8, 
1 drelld to have the veil lifted fnlIll, the Future. But I must. It hangs 
over me with II nrenaciug a-spect that tills me with a seIl5C of depression. 
I am deretmined to know all." 

I looked at his hands-they quickly told me what was the mattel.'. 
"You have a loved one who is in trouble." I began. 
He started violently and his face became deadly pale. 
I went on: "Shehas come into this trouble through helping someone 

else. This other person .i!I II near relative-I should suppose hel.' brother. 
He has been indiscreet and h!l.\i been arrested. His sister-if it is his 
sister-has nov;' fallen under the suspicion of the Government." 

" 'Cheiro,''' he whispered, and ~eemed to gaze fearfully round ihe 
apartment, "you-you are mar\·e1!ous. My fiancee has been arrested 
by the secret police, simply because she expressed the bope that her 
brother 'A'Ould be tre:l.ted fairly and allowed a trial. He was a student 
at Tobol;k, II 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 
-tImt there will be no trial, but an expulsion to Siberia. Now his 
sister is being dravm in. Good God I Is my beloved to be sacrificed 
as well? " 

I comforted him as best I cou1d. The working out of Fate bore 
hardly upon these three people, The woman, maddened by the fate 
of hef brother, who was slashed to death by the nagaika-, or kn<iut, 
wielded by a Cossack guarrJ, threw he!1icl! heart and &Qul into the 
revolutionary movement. She was libernted at first owing to the 
strenuous efforts of her lover, who risked his reputation with hL~ 
superiors in oMerto do so. KnOI'l'll as "The Angel of the Revolution," 
she planlIed the assassination of the Czarevich, and was implicated 
in the mysterious attempt that partially succeeded whfn the Heir to 
we Throne was upon the Imperial yacht, cruising in the Baltic. 

FrlLntic with fear that even ther~ tlu: child v.'lLS not safe-for 
although official reports wer~ SUPPl'-'5Sl'<l, it ill known 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 Government should 
be let loose against all m1spec:ts. 

" The Angel" was arrested, exiled to Siberia, IlIId died in those 
frozen solitudes. Her lover blew out his brains in an degant flat in 
St. Peten;burg, 

One fragmell,tary tragedy of mighty RllS5i~, when me was tottering 
diuily to the brink I 

In view of t~ Czar' .. efioIt lot a W()dd peare ill the yea!" gone by, 
1\ 'lla'J ~ il:.wts\l.n'6 tOl: ~ 'te?J.m\!o \0 ~tt. <;)'lIe:!: the t<:J\\cM\ns 
partku\ars oi. \he l.amous Hague Conference m I&)9. 

It may be that the Czar was impressed with my prediction when 
he visited me ill London in 1894. and endeav~d to alter his destiny 
by mating the effort £Or peace which h~ did a few yearll later; it is 
often that the smallest things givt rise to the greatest :results. 
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On January llth, 1899. the Czar sent round letters to the leading 
Powers, inviting them to meet at a Peace Conference at the Hague. 
Twenty...six of them agreed to meet. 

The Conference re!!OIved itself into three committees. The first one 
dealt with the method of limiting armaments and the use of needlessly 
destructive engines ill wali!lI';l; the:set;ond with the extensi()Il of the 
priru:ipks agreed to at Geneya in r&6{, and at Brussels ten years later; 
while the third handled the question of international diplomacy and 
arbitration. 

The First Committee's object WM aclUeved, Russia gaining her point 
that exploffive bullets and asphyxiating shells should be prohibited, 
an interdict being laid for five years on the employment of balloons 
to discllarge ~osiyes. 

The Second ColIlIIlittee proclaimed neutral all vesrels equip~d 
solely to 6ave human life. 

The Third Committee rIiscussed the Rus,ian proposal to fstabllih a 
pennanent court of Arbitration for the 5etiling of international disputes. 

In spite of severe opposition from Germany. the following principles 
were approved by the Conference: 

That one or several Powcrs should hawthe ri;ht of offering mediation 
in impending conflicts; its exercise~ 4wuld not be regarded as an 
"nnfriendly oct." 

A pellnammt Court of Arbitration was established at the Hague, 
composed 01 judges, selected from a list on 'Nhich every state was 
~p~sented, and this body fOroled an Jnternational Council. 

A protocol embodying the decisions wa~~ignl-d by tll~ rl"}JrCsentativcs 
of sixteen stales, and subsequently execuled by ~ixleen more, including 
Great Britain, Gennany, Austria-Hungary, China, J~pan, and italy. 

As though by the irony of Fate, some of thf: most t~ible war.~ 
broke out shortly after this Conference. I could !lot help remarking, 
when talking tQ 2. ''elY distinguished pacifist one day, that when the 
foundations of the Hague Palace of Peace wttC bJd, we bad tlIe Boer 
War; when the building was erected, the Russo-Japanese War; and 
when it was ready lot its furniture, 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 chiedy from the manufacture of cannon and implements of Y{aT! 

RIlma recaJls many memories to my mind, ~orne pathetic, others 
humorous, aru;I Dot a fewOD the \iez~ of the SCllsationai. It is of olle in 
the last-named tat~gory that 1 havc n1(J~t vivid recollection_ 

Seveta\ ti:rne\ after my mtcrvU:w with the Ctat iu thc PeternQt 
l>.-.la.:e l-pa\d visits to R"sda. 

Ou my arrival in Petrograd leI" the third time, I was invited to dinner 
at the bOilS!: of a,1ady who had great inliuence in Court circles. l It 

.. - - - --. ~"-. - ---...~-, --- ,,---- - ----- -_.- -- -, ---~-, 
~ to Vlalk tQ lll)' no\cl iOl" too me M getting !MlIlle exercise. 

1 Prtfteeu GoIitiw;l., Lad)'"in_wnittug to the t ......... 



--
, -r. .~ 

N 
U 

'~ 
, 

--, 





CONFESSIONS: MEMOIRS OF A 1I0DERN SEER 85 

The driwr of a solitary dr~skky standing near the house import1U1lld 
me as I passed, but I shook my head negativciy iIIId set off at a brisk 
pace towards the Nevsky. 

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

Abruptly the weather changed. Spots of rain fell and I realizoo 
that unless I availed myself of the shelter the d1Qsliky oftered I !lhould 
receive a drenching. 

Accordingly, I signalkd to the driver, announced my hotel. and 
jumped in. Almost 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 aroshky' r am also making for your hotel, and 
it is going to qe very wet." 

1 consented, of course, and the stranger seatoo hi.msel:f beside me. 
We set oft at a furious pace tov.'aro. the Kcvsky, Wld I was observing 
what wonderful horses the Rus~ian~had. when 1 noticed that we turned 
down a side-street towards one of those long bridges that span the Neva . 

• , The felJow is going WIong," J langhed_ "Tell him in Russian the 
address of our hotel." 

"No, Monsieur," my companion replied, "the fellow is not wrong t 
You ",ill not see your hotel to-mght." 

De~pitc the mClHlcing nature of the W'Jrlh, hi~ tone was polite, 
abnost casual. 

.. \\'hat do you me<Jn 1 " I demanded. 
" Only this," he replied, still in that pleasant but significant tone. 

Gripping my ann with his left hand, he showed me a gHmp5e of tht! 
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 de::;ccudcd from the droshky, and. still holding my arm in a firm 
grip, my companiou cutered the house and couductcd me into a heavily 
shuttered room in which four men of the artruan class were filling 
small bra.,,~ cases that looked ominously like bombs, or hand-grenades. 
Through a door at the end of this room, we gained access to another 
and !iIIlaller apartment. TheI'l'l "fated at a table, head in hands and 
the very pktllre of abject despair. was a woman . 

.. Ah, Mr.msio.!ur. she is broken·hearted,·' said my companion. 
"But what has happened? " I asked in woudenncnt. 
This atmosphere oi myst<.:ry WB,l; stifling me. .. Can r do anything 

to help her ? " 
As though galvanized to liD:: by an ekctric current. the woman 

started up at my words. Ute next moment she v,.as on her knees at 
my feet. her tansltd black bait tmown back, revealing a fu.ce beautiful 
yet drav."1\ 'With au II{,QU-y that wu -pal.nful to;:, v,-nness . 

.. lndet:d you can \ " she mooned iu French. .. That is wby I made 
them bring you." 
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In calmer tones the woman told me oiher lile. She was arevolution­
ary. Her people had always been rebeb aud had sllflered fOl" their 
beliefs. She bad soon, fir:rt mr grwdfather. then her brotheJ'S, kuoutcd 
to death, while her husband bad been executed soon after their 
marri.ag<l. 

"But it is of my SOIl I wish to speak," she cried. "It is for him 
I beseech yonr help I " 

"Is he a revolutionary, too ~" I asked, bewildered at the tum the 
night's adventure had taken. 

"No, Monsieur," she sobbed. "On the contrary, he was, alas 1 
&on!. witltout the spirit of revenge." 

I could not fathom this strange statement. But all was revealed 
to me as she proceeded to tell me how this son she adored hnd pleaded 
with her to give up the revolutionary cause; how, instead, she had 
gone on blindly, year after year. Men and women had looked to her 
as their leader; they had suffered exile or died for the cause, yet she 
bad gone on, determined to give up her life if that were lleceS5l1Ij'. 
After " Bloody Sunday," when the police could not find her, they had 
taken her ~on; 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 '1 " I asked. "I, a stranger 
here-what good can I do ? " 

Again the woman lilted her head. 
"Yes. you can indeed help, that is why I made them brillg you to 

me. The lady you dined with to-night could pk-au with the Czariua 
tilat my only buy may be ~pal"eu. 5111:, too, has an only ~OIJ; she 
kno~ what it is to love." 

I had grasped by now the terrible rlifficulties of the sitnation. They 
told me that the sentence of death would be c~d 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. I attempted to reason with the grief-ooll.'ed 
mother, but at the first words the tears stopped, the sobs ceMed­
a terrible light came into her eyes, and, ordering the man to open the 
door. she pointed to where the fOUI figures were si1eutly filling the 
bombs in the outer room. 

" If my 90Il dies," she hissed, "the Czarina and herson willdic too! " 
Full of emotion, I could only repeat my promise to try to help. 

" I will by to-night," r added. 
With a sob that wrung my heart, the haH-mad mother knelt down 

and kissed my ieet. Without a word, the man and I went to the door, 
and 1n anotber moment the droshky was tearing back towards the city. 

AlthMlgh it was extremely late, my friend the Princess received me 
at once. I told her .exactly 'Yhil:t I had hea!d and seen, and s?e 
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,At four the f!)lloq moming, the Princess sent for me . 
.. Ihave not been sul;cessfut" she said, "but I have at least obtaWed 

one slight concession. The boy is to be shot at six o'clock to-morrow 
morning, but I bave been promised that his body will be placed in a 
coffin and given over to his re1atiVl'l!!. Further, you and that man 
who brought you will be allo"''lld to witness the execution and can 
take tbe ooflin away with you at om:e afterwards." 

"There Illay be some hope," she added, "that I sholl 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 lead, I returned to my hotel and found my com­
panion of the previous night waiting for me. He knew from my fac~ 
that my news was not reassuring, but he did not say much and quietly 
agreed that he would meet me at the gates of tbe fortress of St. Peter 
and St. Paul at 5.30 in the morning, and that he would have a hurse 
there waiting to C<lIry away the body. 

I do not think I ever passed a more wretched night The dawn at 
last came, hf!avy, foreboding, and a~ the clo~k struck 5.)0, I kept my 
appointment at the gates of the prison fortress. 

We found the lad wonderfully calm and resigned to his doom. He 
gave me a gold I;TOS~ which be had aJwaYl:i w!)nl, to hand to hili mother, 
and, :laying good-bye, we left him to tlJc care of II prie.t who had just 
arri~·ed. 

The firing-squad were already ill position as we returned to the yard, 
and while the men waited ror their officer, they leaned nonchalantly 
on their riiies a.~ 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 
cOlllIIIand loaded their rifles. A bell was rung, the oondemned man 
man;hd into the yard. cscvrtcd by two ja.ikrs aDd preceded by the 
priest, mumbling words that no one seemed to hear. 

When all was ready, the officer walked np to the boy and said 
something. The condemned lad seemed to bow his head. A moment 
later three sharp commands rang out; tbe riffes answered with a 
volley, and the boy's body fell forward in a huddled heap into the 
ooffin at his feet. 

I was spellbouod with horror. Mechanically I saw the warders 
straighten out the body, screw down the lid of the ooffin, and throw, 
rather than lift it into the hearse. 

Then I felt myself being helped into it droshkJ at the prison gates, 
the other man with me, and without speaking a word, we followed the 
hearse to that same lonely hOUlie where we had been so shortly before. 

Yen carried in the coffin and placed it on the bench in the centre 
of the 1'00000-the SlUIl.e bench wh~rc I had seen the bombs being filled. 

A wild, haggard-lookiug woman staggered out from the inner room 
Ilnd <ll:del:ed the men. to. ~tI;.'fi the ltd, 

'Th.e \lQ.. 'fiu, Ui\f'IIl., ~tm):y tb" metI. ,woa. baclr.. The woman. 
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with !I. tenderness a1most divine, bent down and lifted the bead gently 
agaiIlSt her breast. There were no sobs from her heart, yet silent tears 
rclIed down the cheY.:s of thl'l rn!!D present. 

I felt I ~)Uld not stand there a moment longer. I turned towards 
the door, but as I did so, I heard l\.!ICl'eaJn that seemed tl;> freeze the 
blood in my veins, 

I rushed forward. The mother was clasping her boy in her arms, 
as if waking out of a dream, his eyes opened and were looking straight 
Into hlm. 

"Maya, Maya," be said in Russian. "Don't be frightened I I am 
not dead," 

In a few minutes th<; 5eeming miracle was explained. 
The Princess had kept her wmd. She had influenced the officer 

in charge of the firing-party to have the soldiers served with blank 
cartridges. He had, in his tum, told the boy to fall forward as though 
dead when the shots rang out, and the youth had involuntarily added 
realism to the ~tion by fainting at the fateful moment. 

] need uot dwell on the joyous scene that took place in that sombre 
house. It affected me deeply, and I was glad when I was able to 
make my departure-----.not, however, before I had been overwhelmed 
with sincere expressions of a mother's gratitude. 

It was that very boy who three years later saved my own life in an 
uperience which I will relate later. 



CHAPIER XII 

THE GlfEAT CA11IEDRAL OF KIEFT. 11IE EOLY 1'1CTl1Im ON KOMAN 
SKIN 15 LOWERED FOR ME TO KISS 

I T was about three years later when I again visited Russia, tlID 
time chiefly directing my attention towards the soutb. 

I got off the train at Kieff and stopped for a week to thoroughly 
enjoy this remarkable city the olle-time capital of what WlI!I known 
as" Littll' Russia." 

Situated as it is on thfl .:rest of a hill overlooking the Steppes and 
the Dnieper, which sweeps in almost acirderoWld its feet, there arenot 
I!l..my cities whiciJ occupy a more commanding positiOll. I know few 
sights more impressive than wMn looking down from the public 
gardens on the crest of the hill, one looks 3.CT06B th06!'l endless plaiIl$ 
below, where they seem in the far distance to join the sky. In the 
rays of the settiIlg sun, one 5CCS the gn:at river like a path of gold 
flowiog from the horiwn where sky and earth have met and swooping 
onward in maje5tic curves pa~t this fairy city of the heights. 

Set like great jewels in emerald foliage, the churches rise with their 
glittering domes; high('"l" still and dominating all, 5tands the Grand 
Llalva. or Great Cathedral, holding as it were the last gleams of 
light in jt~ golden dome and sh~dding th ... .m back to the city at its 
feet like some glittering blBS:!;ing from the Giver of Good. 

And what a cathedral that Grand UaFVD. is-what a monTlment OIl 
the pathway of Rcligion; can one wonder that pilgrims wend their 
w;l.y to see it once before they die, from the farthest stretch~-'\ of the 
great Rns.'lian Empire ? 

Esquimaux from the White Sea., a thousand miles to the north, 
have takcn years to tramp that distance, ju.st to live a lew days in the 
shadow of its anns, to die perhaps with hunger on their homeward 
march. 

From the borders of China in the east; from the hot plains of 
Turkestan in the south, they come year after year. 

All bring presents to the great shrine, jewels that haw no price. SOld 
the purest that can be found, 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 covcr skin. and 
bone-weary aIld worn out they creep into the great courtyard, glad 
to get a crust of bread from fhe bla.ck"robed monks and bappy to 
even we the incense that every few hours rises upwards towards the 
dome. 

I had come with a letter of introduction to the Grand Patriarch 
from my friend, the Miuistcr of Foreign Affairs, Monsieur IsvoWr.y, 
and counter-signed by the Czar himself. The Grand Patriarch was a 
marvellous-looking old man in his robes of black and gold, and a beard 
white as snow that almost reachoo his feet. 
H~ gaVl: me a monk a$ a guide to show me the wotlden of the place 

and his patriarchal blessing which I often felt I ne&ded when gazing ., 
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at the treasltt¥ in thfl vaults bflJ.ow. Through catacombs cut out of 
the solid rock by hwnan hands we wandered, past the mummifted 
heads of the hundred lIIQIIks who had in far-oil ages built the Cllthl:dral 
and who when their work was finished carved out their own tombs one 
by one in the heart of the solid rock below. 

Wonderful, wonderful, is aU one feels able to say 3...'\ finally the tOUT 

is ended and one ccrrnes upward into the light and into the heart of the 
greilt cathedral itself. 

I was indeed a. favoured person. Vihat did it matter what my own 
religion might be, IX for the matter of that, what could lUIy other 
religion matter in such II place. 

I was indeed a favoured person and yet I was going to be favoured 
still further. 

As we stood in the centre of the chancel, opposite the gates of solid 
gold 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 two chains of gold directly above the 
altar, Looking upwards I saw the painting which was not more 
perhaps thlln twenty-four illChes ~quare, bllt set in an cnormoos frame 
of guld in which thousand:! of diwnonds scel/led to sparkle. While 
looking at it, he told me the following curious story : 

"That picture," he said, "was painted by a monk about the yl'::lI 
A.D, 400; it is made on human sldn taken from the breasts of those 
monks who started the foundation5 of the cathedral 

"When the Saracens overran Asia, they invaded Russia and 
conquered it as far north as Kiell. They sacked the then cathedral, 
and, finding this painting hiUlging over the altar, they took it and 
threw it into the DIlieper; they ravaged the enfue (;ountry, but later 
were beaten back. again towards the south. 

" When the monks returned to their mthedral they commenced to 
rebuild it, but their greatest SOlTO"" w3...~ the loss oi this picture that 
they prized more than all the jewcl& and precious things that had been 
stolen.. The day, however, when the cathedral was restored and the 
first Mass held-on that same day, the picture was discovered floating 
on the SIlrface of the Dnieper exactly opposite the church as if the 
cuuent of the river had never in IIll that tim~ been able to cany it 
away. It was {oWld to be undamaged in the sIq;htest degree and Wa:> 
brought back IUId hung by c.b~ins oi gold over the altar in the same 
position where it is to-day. 

" From then on, it became the custom in Kieff and for a hundred 
miles ronnd, that every rich person who died within that circumference 
had to leilVI'l to the picture one solitary diamond, IM4 !.he best tmd 
IlihiUst ~ »wney could buy. The frame has had to be elllarged many 
times and it now contains so many thollSallds of diamonds tbat to-day 
it has perhaps a depth of several fed. It is only lowered to be kissed 
by exceptionally favoured persons; the last person it was lo" .. tred for 
tI\'a$ 1M German Kaiser wilen he visited Kieft as Crown Prince. 
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"It will be lowered again to-day," the monk added, "for I have 
:instroctioJ]li th!lt you 8l"e to be the favoured per.!QIl to be allowed to 
press your lips to wh!lt i9 coll.'lidered here as the IIl.09t veuerated object 
01 all our treasures." 

It .,..'as useless my expostulating th!lt I was :far too humble an :indi­
vidual for such an honour. I was led up to the altar, the gold chains 
were loosened, and the picture slowly descended to where I knelt. 
When the eeremony was over I looked outwards to the chancel. T!;I 
my amazement I saw the monk and I were not the only participants 
in such a strange ceremony-the entire cathedral was filled, and the 
courtyard beyond. with pilgrims lying :Hat on their laces in mute 
devotion and !lwe. 



CHAPTER XIII 

TIFU5 .um rnl! WONDERFUL KASPiiCK MOUNTAIN. I AK GIVl!N A 
CONCESSION WORTH A l'OIlcTUNE, BUr All: MADE PRlSONEK BY 
BANl>ITS ON 'ritE ROUTE OF GEORGIA 

T FA VING Kieff, I went by automobile by the once great national 
L fOIld to Jitomir. This wide, magnificent route was made for 

military purpo!ie~ and is almQE,t a draight line across the 
country for a distance of about forty.five miles between the two towns. 
As this part oi the country i~ very badly served by the milway. the 
traffic i:,; ..... rri&! on by the most o1d-fa.~hioned diligf.nces that one 
could possibly imagim:. To see these odd·shaped vehicles drawn 
by six or !;(!Ven horses lumbering along would make one believe one 
Wa9 ~udden1y transported back to the h~.ut u! the Middle A.li:es. 

The Zemstvo of Kieff had offered me a concession to repface thef;ll 
diligmlcr1) by a service of auto-omnibuses, but as I found a Guman 
firm had already been in negotiation for the same service. and as their 
tender ""'as a ridiculously low one, I did not entertain the business. 
The German motors proved to be too light fur that terrible road, and 
within two :re::u:s travellers were glad to go back to their old·fashioned 
conveyances and the German company eame to grief. 

TIris is just another of the =y instances of German enterpris~ in 
RUS/;Ia.. A few years before the Wax one could find them in almost all 
Russian factories, and if the War had 1Iot come on, in a short time 
Russia would, at lea~t oommeTCially, have become not mnch more than 
a kind of Gennan province. 

From Jitomir I went on to Baku, the city of petrol on the Ca .. ~pi.m 
Sea.. A city of oil wells and buge 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 iII Turke~tan, then on to Mount Ararat where 
I was shown a supposed piece of :Kooh's Ark. I was glad to retrace my 
footstep!! and make my way to Tillis, the capital uf the Caucasus and 
the principal town in Southern Russia.1 Here I prp.!'.ent.ed a Iett~r of 
introduction from His Exccllcncy Monsieur lsvolsky in Petrograd to 
Count Vorontzoff-Daskofi. the Vicetuy, who received me in a most 
CQurtwus and channing manner. I tarried with me (TOm the Minh-ter 
of Ways and Communications, a signed Government concession to 
place motor omnibuses for both the post and passengers on the famous 
military rout~ of Georgia to sen.'e the towns of Vadikaftquall and 
Tiilis. TItis concession had been represented to me to be worth a 
fortune. 

I wanted, however. to see one 01 the greatest sights of Kalure that 
perhaps the eyes of man can behold. I wantt-d to cross the Alps of 
Russia to see the famous K~ with its peaks of perpetual snow. 
many thousands of feet bigher than Mont Blanc, and at the same time 
inspect the famous route of Georgia for myself. 

1 TheaI:)' a; Til1ia"Wu Imwded by Vakhtang, KiD,g gf G«>rgla. in the fifth c._ry. 
0> 
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It WilS a strange sensation to swe1ter ill the ~treets of Tiflis and look. 
upwards to those glistening heights of the Kaspcck that rose like white 
steps into the very heart of Heaven. 

One day I told the Viceroy, whose guest I was, that I wa.~ planuing 
to /lee for myself the route of Georgia across the [aDCasus from Tiflis 
to Vadikaffquas. He laughed and said, "If I ga~ you an escort of 
my best CoQ;acks, I doubt if you would ever get half-way." 

Perhaps seeing my look of incredulity, he added, "It is true it is 
our great military road from north to south (!On~tructed by Peter the 
Great, but since the past few years it is ~ inft:Sted with bandits that 
it would take 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 01 adventure called me on, and 
secing oocasionaUy a peasant caravan that made the journey, appar­
ently without mishap, I finally made up my mind to try. 

1 had made the acquaintance of a Georgian prince, whoma wonderful 
uniform of a Cossack officer, with revolvers in his belt and a row of 
cartridges all round his body, looked so fierce thllt I oonfided ill him 
my plan. Of course, he laughed at danger. he was a Georgian, he said, 
and Gwrgians had no fear. His race had fought for centuries the 
troops of every Czar ""no hEld reigned since Peter the Great; be!.ides, 
he added, his own brother was Chief of the Bandits, so we need have 
no fear. 

For a paltry pI'€sent of a few hundred ronbles he would be glad to 
acoompany me, and so one morning as the SWl rose we started. 

We took a carriage with four splendid Cossack horses, a Jot of 
provisions, together with winter clothing and furs which would be 
necessary wben we reached the SIiOW. 

I bought the latest pattern Browning revolver, and feeling very 
brave away we started. 

Far out on the famous route of Georgia, our carriage wound in and 
out among the mountains, climbing higher and still higher till the town 
of Tiflis beneath looked like a pack of cards that some pigmy had 
played with at making houses. 

No painter's brush, no poet's pen could depict such savage and 
gnndiose scenery. At one moment we swung round at the edge of a. 
precipice, at another we passed through wa11s of giaut rocks that 
guarded the road with the shado~ of night; on past firs and pines 
and forests of oak that had reared their hP<1ds for ages; on again till 
the peaks of the Kaspc<:k seemed toppling o .. -er upon us. 

At last we stopped, we had reached the edge of the ice, a place 
where the forest had ceased to grow, where the birds had ~ to sing, 
where silence reigned upon her throne, where edicts of Czars or men 
had never reached. 

I still tried to look brave, but I did not feel it. My companion no 
longer looked the fierce Cossack of the town, but rathOl'Iike &ame toy 
I had bought in a child's bnaar. 
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Our horses were dead beat and they had to n:st, our men too were 
hungry and ~y had to eat. We opened our provisioos, we spread 
them on the uptllroed face of a massive granite rock We fined our 
g1asses--we had brought with Ill5 a bottle of French champagne, it 
sparkled in the sun, but, like ourselves, it looked out of place in such 
SUITOundings. 

For hours we had not seen a hlUllan bdng, not a single bandit~as 
if such worms could live in such a scene ! 

We clirlkfJd our gl.a.ssE's, we had raised them to our lips, ""hen n:om 
behind our !!boulders two huge hand~ appeued, took them out of our 
tingers and with a laugh emptied them into two big fierce-looking 
mouths. 

There was no dream about it, we were surrounded by bandits, 
there was not even a shot fired, not a word had been said. 

My Gemgian prince expostulated, argued, raved in Gp.orgia.n, 
Russian, and e ... ~ry other language he knew, in vain he cited his bandit 
brotber. They first ate our provisions, drank our champagne, and 
with chB.JlJling consideration gave us two chunks of dry bread for 
ourselves. Then our horses were led away, we were pushed illto the 
centre of the group and marched lor aoout an hour across the side of 
the mountain. At last we reached what they called their fortress­
a natural ~tronghold where Nature had piled up ('.nonnOll.~ masses of 
rock on the edge of a precipice, while on the other sides it was sur· 
rounded with an ~qua1ly inaccessible and impa~sable sea of ice. 

In the centre of this rock·bound enclosure was a lilrg" hnt made of 
lop, in which a good wood nre b11i2ed brightly and arowld the chimney 
were some rough benches which my companion and rny~elf were very 
glad to appropriate to our own immediate use. 

Cups of very good chi (tf'.a) W€re handed round by a deaf and dumb 
youth who appeared to be a kind of general servant, and then most 
of our captors picked up their rifie~ and went out, leaviIlg us to 
ourselves. 

My companion, who of OO~ understood everything that WII!l ~aid, 
told me :in French that from their conversation he 1md karued that 
they were planning to hold me for ransom, but the amount would 
not be decided an until their principal Chief would come hack the 
:foUowing day. 

He had also gatht'lMd that this Chief was from the north of Rnssia 
and although veryyoung and only with them for a little over two ~ 
had in that time become the leader of nearly all bandits in that part 
01 the Caucasus, and, futther, had enonnous influence with the 
Ievolutionaries in st. Petersburg . 

.. We are in a bad fix indeed," he added, "and if a ransom for you 
i:l. W)\ ~1 U't~I!Ii, GOO oru:~ \mcsm ",hat ma~ haWa." 
"~m 'l,W,f!\,: \\. \. ~ ~ \fl(Jt~ \<;\ ~ 'l~1;' "\ ~'bt!:o'tI!.G., "bI!. 

send and obtam our Irooclom." 
My friend .IIDliled. "You don't reaJiV' where you are," be said. 
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.. In the first place no me~ could ever reacb him, and if it dJd, It 
might tate years to find us here." 

"But they don't seem to watch us closely," I replied, "there 
d~ not appear to be a soul about, let us go out and have a look 
round." 

Outside the hut there was no one to be seen, we oould wander where 
we liked. We climbed the edge of the rocks; on two sides there was 
a precipice v..ith a wall of unbroken rock that looked straight down 
as far as our eyes cmtld see, and on the other side there was a v.ide 
plain of unbroken ice and snow whose edge seemed to lose itself in 
great ~Ia.c.fu:rs that appeared to ri!le withont end up to the highest 
peaks of the Kaspeck it:;elf. 

We next worked our way round to the entrance by which we had 
been brought ill. It was very simple-a wide deft in a sheer wall of 
hlack roc.k and one man with a rifle that commanded the winding 
path by which we had entered. 

"But our drivers," I said, "they were .illowed to escape. By 
to-morrow, they will have reached Tiflli and will have given the ... " 
~=. 

"They may reach Tifiill," my companion an~red, "but evcn if 
they do, they will not dare say OJIC word. You forget you had to pay 
them in advance bdore they would start, as likely as not they are 
frfunds of the bandits; besides, in the Caucasus people do;o not go aoout 
hpJpins the poJlice or Government with information, and even if they 
did, it would not be of much lJ.'le." 

We returned to the hut; a savoury smell of cooking made us feel 
desperately hungry. Over the fire was swinging a huge pot that the 
deat and dumb youth occasionally stirred: with. gT!!edy eyes we both 
watched it and began to i(mg for QUl' bandit hosts to return. 

At last they came. They Yo'Cre in excellent spirits. A loolliih 
merchant from Moscow had attempted to reach Tillis by "their" 
rortd, "'itll the result that several thousand pieces of gold, a handsome 
watch and one of Faberger's jewelled cigarette cases had become 
their property. Like children they played with the gold, they handed 
me cigarettes [rom the merchant's case, and finaUy they invited us 
to their wooden tablc IIIld we all sat round for d:innter. 

The stew was excellent, it was a close cousin to" Irish stew," only 
of veni&OIl instead of meat, but I ne~'eI ate anything in my life that 
tasted better, especially washed down as it was by a muple of glasse.~ 
of old vodka which they polUCd Qut like water from a curious-shaped 
stone jar. In the end they drank so much that one by one they roUed 
off to ~leep upon the floor, and if we had not known of a man and a 
rifle posted at the entrance to the stronghold, 1 fllel sure we wonld ha\"e 
been tempted to ma.'ke an. efiort to et.C:a.-pe. 
'\\~ t.UM at'\ru.;t; Que. by <:me they 'WoKe U'P' '!he youth 'bronght 

in several jUgl! of hot coffee and chi (tea), vodka wu a.lso served IOllIld, 
the gold which was still lying about the table was picked up and put 
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in a chest, and I was actually offered the rest of the cigarettes out of 
the robbed rnercllant's cau. 

To my amuement nearly every member of the band washed and 
tidied himself up. Cue man stl1iCk a magnificent osprey into the 
front of his turban and filling their belts with cartridg!'.l> they picked 
up their rifies and went out . 

.. They have gone to meet the Chief," my companion said. We 
wt!nt IWd sat down by the fire and with mixed feelings (If dread and 
anxiety, waited for the arrival of the man who was to d<><;ide our fate. 

In about an hour we beard their footsteps returning. They entered 
the hut---one man a little in advance of the rest. 

My companion rose, ~ave a military salnte, and stoOO at attentiolL 
r heard a lot oC voices, but Ill; they spuke in Georgiau I oould not 
undn51:and a word that was said, hut as the Chief wa11red to the 
middle of the room I also turned round, stood up, and faced him. 

I had barely IWticed bill tall, slight form, the contrast be made to 
the men around him. his l;tecl grey-blue eyes that in a :flash of memory 
I felt I had seen s0111flWhere before--whell in one bonnd he had clasped 
me in both anns, and I heard him say in French, "My God, to imagine 
we !ihQu!d meet like this I ., 

For a second I did not reo;;ognire who he was, but the wonderful had 
happened; those same eyes I had seen facing rilles in a prison in 
Petrograd; he was the man whOAA life T hail f;ave<i three years before. 

In a few words he told me what had taken place. His mother had 
been killed in the end by the police. The spirit of revenge which 5hc 
thought he bad not :inherited Md come tQ life in h'i:> vein:; (d Joe, rkath, 
he bad bemrne an outlaw agamst all society, and the money he gained 
as a. bandit was tQ help the revolutionaries in the north. "All men 
are bandits," be said bitterly, "until they become successful; if they 
have luck enough to rob countries, they become kings." 

A few houts later we were on our way hack to Tillis. My bandit 
friend accompanied us to the very outskirts of the lown. 

"Good-bye," be said, and kissed me on both cheeks. 



CHAPTER xrv 
HOW [ IllET LORD KITCBlINER. THE ONLY IMFRESSlON OF HIS HAND 

nlAT WAS EVER OBTAINED. HOW I l'REDIC'I'ED HIS EXACT 
DAm OF DEATH 

ON July 21st, 1894-, I had the honour of meeting Lord Kitchener 
and obtaining the autographed impressiQn of his right hand, 
which accompanies this chapter. 

Ttu: day I had this interview, tIu: late Lord Kitchener, or, IIli he Willi 
then, Majot-Geueral Kitchen.er. Willi at the War: Office. To take this 
impression I had to employ the paper lying on his table. and, strange 
as it may appear to those who read symbols, the imprint of the War 
Office may be seen at the top of the seoond fingeT-the finger lmown 
for ages as that of Fate-in itself perhaps a premonition that he would 
one day be the guiding hand in that great department in the most 
terrible wa.r tht up to now bas threatened the Destiny of Britain. 

As r related in one of my recent books.1 Lord Kitchener was at the 
moment of my interview (1894) Sirdar of the Egyptian Anny and had 
returned to England to tender his resignation on account of some 
hostile criticism over "The Abbas affair." His strong-willed action 
was a few weeks later completely vindicated. He was made a K.C.M.G. 
and returned to Egypt with more power than before und not long 
afterwards brought tlle Egyptian Cmnpaigu to a suco;ess.ful close. 

It seems only yesterday to me, that mest memorable morning at 
the War Office, when after sending in my card 1 was in a few minutes 
ushered into his room. 

He received me most cordially. "Well," he said, "so you want 
to have a look at my hand again i' .. 

" Again? .. I said in astonishment. 
"Yes," he replied. "Yean ago I went to see you like so many 

other5 and I can only roy you ""ere most singularly accurate in every­
thing you told me." 

" I am so glad," I stammered, "for I hardly dared cnme and a.llk 
you to let me have an impu ion of yonr hand as I had DO idea you 
believed in such studies." 

" Look here" he turned and pointed to a small blue vase about 
three inches high that was standing on his table-" CIUl you tell me 
anything about that ? " 

Utterly taken aback, I took the VIISe in my hands, looked it an over, 
and then put it doWIl, saying, "1 am sorry, but I don't know OM vase 
from another. I have never ha.d the inclination to study such things." 

" Just so," he laughed. "You have answered yourself. I have 
never studied hands and you have. If a man makes a lifelong study 
of a tbing, I expect him to know more about it than anyone else 
so now yon know why I went to see YQu many yeaN ago." 

This little incident had put me OOIllpletely at my ease and in a few 
moments this great man, before whom so many trembled, was quietly 

. P.~ fw.UI. :PUtn·m and Sao. 
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leaning back:in his chair asking me the I!lf.!an:ing of the linei; in big OWll 
clearly marked palms, also those of some famous men, such as Glad­
stone, Stanley. and others, the impressions of whose hands I had 
broU{:M with me. 

He was then forty-four years of age, and I remember wen how I 
~a:ined the still higher positions and responsibilities that his path 
of Destiny mapped out before him. 

The heaviest and greatest of all would, I told him, be nndertaken 
in hI!; sixty-fourth year (1914), hut haw little either of us thought that 
in that year the most terrible war that England has ever engaged in 
would have broken out. 

BelieviIIg all I do :in the Law of Periodicity playing as great a role 
in the lives of individuals as it doe~ in natiOllS, it is significant for those 
who make a study of such things to notice, that the same " funic" 
numbers--<lT, as they are also called, "Numbers of Fatt! "-that 
governed Lord Kitchener's career wMtn he was planning out the 
Egyptian Campaign, by which he made his greatest name, and which 
resulted in the victories of Atbara and Omdlll11lan in 18¢, 1897, and 
1898-producc the same £nal. digit number for 1914, 19I5, and 1916. 

These years added together frum left to right give the following 
numbers : 

1896----24---6. Opening of Egyptian campaign. 
1897-3.5-7. Atbara and Omdnrman. 
I89fl-36--8. Rest from Labour-llononred by Nation. 
1914-I,5---6. Opening of the Grea.t Wa3, 
19l5-16--7. CreatiOll of Britain's Anny of 4.000,000. 
1916-1~. Rest from Labour and death-Honoured by Nation . 
.. Tell me wbat you like," he said, that morn:ing of July 21st, 1894, 

"as long as the end is some distance off." And yet, v,;ben I pointed 
out t".$ him that the fi and 7 and the 8 were the most important nnmbers 
of hi!; life, as quickly a.~ 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 
mY!itenous:Bash of intuition, ran his pencil down the figures I had just 
worked out to the date of 1916 which was indicated as .. Rest from 
labour." .. That then is perhaps' The End,' .. he said. 

" Strqe, isn't it ( " he laughed. "But is there any indication of 
the kind of death it is likely to be ? " 

"Yes," I said. "There are certainly indications, bnt not at all 
perhaps tht! kind of • end ' that ono wcul.d be likely t{l imagine would 
happen to yon." . 

1 tben showed him in as few words as possible, that having beal 
born on June 16th, 18.50, he was in the First H01l8l! of Air, in the Sign 
of Gemini, entering into the First House of Water, the Sign (.If Cancel", 
also House of the Moou and detriment of Saturn. Taking tbese 
indications, together with. the kabalistk: intetpretation of the n\lm­
bers governing bis life, the fatal year would be his 66th year, 
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a.bout June, and the death would be by water, probably caused 
by stann (Air) or disaster at sea (Water), with the a.ttendant dance 
of some fann of capture by an e=y and i\ll uile from whiclJ. he woald 
never recover. 

"Thanks," he laughed. "I prefer the first proposition." 
"Yet," he added, "I must admit that what you ten me about 

danger at sea makes a serious impression on my mind and I want yon 
to note down among your queer theories, but do not say anything 
about it unless if some da.y you hear of my being drowned-that 1 
made myself a good swimm.cr and I believe I am a fairly good 0Ile­

for no other reason but that whell I first visited you as quite an 
unknown man many years ago. you to!.l me that water would be my 
greate~t 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, "I won't forget, and al5 of course you believe 
in thought transference and that sort of thing, who knows if 1 won't 
send you some sign, if it should happen that water claims me at the 
IllSt." 

That he did remember is, I ttink, established by an Ell-change 
Telegraph Company's message on June I9th, 1915, mentioning that 
" when Lord Kitchener came to the Briti~h Front, he met at Dunkirk 
Commandant de BaLancomt, to whom he mentioned that a '. Jack 
Jo/lns{)n' had dropped not far from him. 'That did not alarm me,' 
said the Field-Marshal, ' b"ause I knew I shalt die at ua.' .. 

[ must now allude to a strange occurrence on the night of the cfuaster 
and yet one that, had it not happened, I doubt very mucll if I would 
ever have felt the desire 10 write tllis chapler. 

Many persons will, 0-1 course, c.1.11 what I am about to relate" a 
shauge CQincidenu.," but to others it may be ju.~t another illustration 
of one of the many mysteries that make up the sum-total of what one 
calls " the unexplored side of life." 

The occurrenee 1 am about to relate does not rely on myself for its 
tClitimony, for I wrote an article on this subjec:t for the Strand. Maga:iflt'. 
and showed the <::diter the written testimony and confurnation of the 
persons who were present with me when it occurred. 

Almost a.t eight o'clock on Monday evening, June 5th, 1916, the 
hour when the disaster to the Hampshire happened, I was sitting in 
a long mu~k-rooro in my house in the country ",ith some friends, 
when during a pause in general conversation about the Wax, we were 
startletl by a (rash of something falling 111 tM north end f)f the room. 
Going to the place where the noise was heard, we ~aw a large oak 
shield on which the arrm of Britain were painted lying on the fLoor­
broken iIW halrJeG.. 

Picking it up, I noticed that the shield hurl been broken through 
that part representative of England and Ireland, and showfug it to 
my friends I could not help saying, "This is evidently an omen that 
some terrible blow has at this moment b~en dealt to England. I 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 concerned." 

But how little did we think that at that very minnte the inustrious 
Irishman, Lord Kitchener, was perhap.<; sh.nding on the quarter-deck 
of the Hampshire facing his death at sea. 

A few seconds later the clock struck eight. 
1 bave often aUcd my~eH since did Lwd KitcheneJ' remember and 

mp his promise ? 
Returnllig to Lhe accompanying illustration of Lord Kitchener's 

hand, low down in the palm one can hardly help but notice that the 
Line of Lift! (encircling the ball of the thumb) ha~ a line ~hooting out 
through it crossing the two main line!; of the hand-(the Line of Fate 
going np to the first and second lingers and the Line of Success going 
up to the tbird)-the line shooting across from the Life Line is called 
the LIne of Voyage or Travel, and it is a strange fact that it is on this 
hand seen brM.king the Line of Fate and Line of Success at the very 
period where all my books on this subject t;bow to be about the 66th 
year of age. 

We have been told by Him, whose words all Christendmn venerates 
and belie\·es. that" not even a sparrow can fall to the ground, but 
that the Father knoweth it." Considering aU these things, perhaps 
then it is not too much to believe that in the case of Lonl Kit<;hCIleJ' 
"the appointed time" had oome. The work of the hfe had been 
acromplishcd. and tIle year of 1916 was even at his birth written in 
the Book of Destiny as the year of the finnl "rest from labour." 

The following appeared in a London paper a few weeks after the 
publication of the account 01 my ex~rrence with Lord Kitchener in 
some of the English periodicals. 

KITCHENER A VrCTIM OF A WOMAN'S REVENGE? 
Strange Question to " Cheiro" in Mystery Letter 

BONB IN WARSHIP STORY 

.. r wonder if by chance you told him (Kitcllener) he would be the 
victim of revenge ? " 

This strange qnestion was put to " Cheiro " in the course of a letter 
he received from a Boer YlOman who woud~ her identity under the 
signature" Johanna." 

The writer of this remarkable letter states: 
., I was uscinated at your foretelling his fate by drowning. I 

wonder what ciS!) you said-if by chance you told him he would be 
the ... ictim or fevo;:nge ? 

" As you are perhaps the only man who may have guessed the 
truth, or part of the truth, from what yon saw in Kitchener's hand, 
I am going to give you tbe real facts." 

Then, in strange fureign handwriting, and using the German script 
lettering, the writer proceeds dramatically; 
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, Twenty·li.ve years ago I was a. ha.ppy woman, IrnUried. and my 
was ten yeaTS of age. We lived with my parents and my I:b.rec 

brothers in a filIe homestead farm in the Transvaal. 
" We wa-e Boor:s and loved our home and worked hard. I will be 

brief li!O to what happened. Wax came to OUl' unhappy people. Our 
humestead kcanle our fortress. 

" Kitchener gave the order to bum us out. Our brave mm1 were 
shot before our eyes as rebels. My mother, my little son and myself 
y,1!re imprisoned in a dreadful coucentrntion camp y,ilcre the horrors 
drove my poor old mother insane and my little boy wasted nearly to 
a skeleton. 

" In that plague and disease·stricken eamp hell, I swore to :revellge 
my beloved Olles; and so it was that when I found myself free I 
devoted all my mind, body and 50ul to be revenged. an the man who 
gave the order to kill all that iluid ilMr in this world. 

" I planted the flame of hate in my son's soul and fanned that flame 
till 1W hatred of the man who had killed 1W futhoor wus as fierl:e as 
mine. 

" Alas [ my son had developed consumption, caught in that horrible 
camp, the like of which ~annot be dcocribct1. 

" Enough to say that I and my son in the end got our chance of 
re\-enge. When the last war came on we were living in Scotland 
where my son had employment in loading ships at Scapa Flow. An 
infernal machine wus taken on board the HampshiTe ill tIu: disguise 
of stores. All the world knows the rest. 

" A few months ago my dear san ooughed himself to death and I 
am alone, an old woman. I am going back to my country to end my 
days and am glad to have confessed this to you. 

" , An eye for an eye I' I have done no murder. 1 halJe hall my 
rwen,gt.-Johanna." 

The letter is dated October Igth, and, as the postage stamp shows, 
was postct1 at 7.45 p.m. on that date at Tilbury! 

, Tilbury .""tam, the great dock. <>n the T~am". it""" which"" "'any South African 
liners leo.v~. 



CHAPTER XV 

I All RECEIVED BY HIS HOll!U!SS POPE LEO XIII. CONVERSATION ON 
THE SUBJECT OF "".wIG NUMBERS," 111& llOWNESS P}CliSENTS 
bill: TO CARDINAL SARTO, F.UED TO FOLLOW HIM ON "THE 
THRONE OF ST. PETER" 

OF all the remarkable experiences In my professional career, 
perhaps the most reJna.!kable was my interview with His 
Holiness Pope Leo XIII. It remalU9 in my memory all 

unforgettable experience; many people have pressed me to tell the 
full struy of that visit to the Vatican, and the hour's conversation I 
had with His Holiness. 

Even the circumstances that led to the interview being granted 
were quite out of the ordinary; although to penetrate into the Vatican's 
mysterious interior hlid long been the dream of my life, I could ~ 
no prospect of the wish being granted. Still, I clung to the impression 
that it wou1d some day be accomplished; lIntil at last, in an unlookerl­
for fashion, e'\-ents so shaped themselves that the dream became reality. 

It came about in this way. I had the honour of knowing Prince 
Maro;o Colonna from almost the commencement of my career as 
"Clu:iw," and I had had the good fortune of being extremely accurate 
in predictions cOllcerning him and the many persons he s~nt tll me. 

Here I may mention that the Colonna family is one of the most 
ancient and hononred in Italy. \\I"h.ile associated with the Court, they 
have for generations Men more partkularly identifi~d with the service 
01 the I'opes. )/0 hUitory of the l'opes of the Vatican could Mcomplete 
without telting the story of the Colonna family-who devoted their 
fortunes aIld ~words to 5upportiug the occupant of the Papal Throne. 

During lily Sffison in Paris, one aiteIT100U the PI-ince dropped ill to 
see me, and we fell to discussing occult m[ltters in general. He told 
me of the marvellous library of the Vatican-the world's gTf'atest 
collection of books, some of which, so to speak, it was almost unlawful 
for a man to peer into, so great was the mysterious knowledge contained 
in them. Be spoke with reverence oOf the sainted life led by l'ope 
Leu XIII in the Papal Palace, SWTOunJed by his Glrdinah and 
attendants, .... illk the precincts are gualded night and day by the famous 
Papal Guard. 

As I listened, I felt II. renewed desire that I might be admitted to 
this PaLace of the Popes, guarded so jealously. On the spur of the 
moment, as people say-although I would prefer to record that these 
" spurs " arc impulses governed by FatL'-1 said to the Pnnce : 

"FQt years I have longed to have the privikge of seeing the 
Vatican \ " 

He looked thoughtful for a moment, and then said quietly: 
" 'Cbeiro: why not ? " 
Emboldened by this, I proceeded : 
"Yes, but that is not all. I have for long cherished an audacious 

desire to see and converse with the Pope himself. It may M but II. 
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mad dream, but now that you have ~ to ~ee me, and I have heard 
your conversation, it makes me wonder whether it would be possible." 

It was then that th~ Prince Colonna told me that he was going back 
to Rome, and urged that I should not fail to call upon 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 
called to see me. 

"You mmt forgive me," he said, "for seeming ofliciollS, but you 
are seriously overn"O!king; your ncrvuu~ system cannot stand the 
strain without 90me rest, if you do not wke CVCII a fuw weeks off, 
then: will be a collapse." 

It il;, of course. obvious that the work of concentrating upon clients 
day after day must be extraordinarily exacting. M:my an evening 
I found rn}'Self too worn out ro seek amuscmlmt beyond mu~c. like 
a flash 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 rcceivd a letter from au old friend who was liviug 
ill Rome, asking me if I could come over aud be his guest for a few 

"""'. In a moment, the sequence of even~ shaperl thero!\l"lves before my 
mind. My longing for years to vil;it the Va.tican-Prince Colonna's 
kind invita.tion to see him in Rome-the doctor's orders 2nd now 
this cordial request that 1 should come to the italian capital. I saw 
inn }'ate. 1 determined to go aud wired that night that I would come. 

Ou arriving ill Rorrn:, I S!:lIt a me~:>age to the palOlce re~idcuQ: of 
Prince Colonna, mentioning that I bad arrived. He immediatciy sent 
a message by a sewant that he would like to see me the following day. 

When r met him, he said: 
"My dear 'Che:iro,' to-morrow eight hundred pilgrim!; arn to be 

received by Hil; Holiness, and he will be tirnd out. But leave it to 
me, and I will do the best 1 can, In the meantime enjoy yourself by 
seeing the sights of our ancient city," 

Later, he told me that he had arrilllgcd for the interview to take 
place in two days' time. 

On the appointed day he called at my hotel and drove m~ to the 
\-ast Pa.Jace priron, as it used to be, of the Popes of Rome, and what 
a wonderful pla.c:e it is. Housed within its precincts is the world's 
latge:rt collection of Greek. and Roman sculptures; there is an Egyptian 
musewn; a marvellous picture gallery, with a oollection of great 
lIlllSteq.ieces without an equal in the world. while in the Latenm 
Palace are inde:;cribable treasures of gold and silver objects, jewels, 
and ~tllleuts encrusted with precious stones. Much of this was 
mated tome by thll Prince as we draw along, and naturally heightened 
my anticipatiOl1. 

My interview was to be strictly" iJ1formal "-which meant that I 
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was to be ptesented specially to His Holiness. The Prince told me 
that the Pope desired too hear 5QlI1ething fwm me on the question of 
numben dominating human life. 

The only ceremonial part of the visit was our reception by the 
splendidly attired officers of the Papal Guard, while we waited for the 
arrival of a Cardinal to condnct us to the inner a.partments. 

We passed through what seemed erullt'.SS oorridors, each dim. with 
mystery and antiquity, wrapped. In a brooding silence that impremd 
me with a sense of awe. At length we aavened a suite <If t'OOIlUi 
overlooking the noble gard!!ns o:f the Vatican. 

There, seated in a massive chair drawn up in one of the window­
spaces, sat His Holiness Pope Leo XIII. We halted some paces away, 
while -the Cardinal who was with lIS went fonvard and announced our 
3rrival. 

Leo XIII, the two hnndred and fifty-seventh successor o:f St. Peter, 
was admittedly one of the most rema.:rkable occupants of the Vatican. 
At this time (t90o), he was very aged, but hislong life had been packed 
with excit~ (VeIlts before he CBItle, in 187S, too sucCL"ed Pius IX. 

As Cardinal Pecci, Leo XIII was for some time Roman Catholic 
Archbishopof Belginm. and was presented by King Leopold I to Queen 
Victoria 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 XIlI crossed the Tiber in 
disguise to his former residence in the Falconieri Palace, to collect hill 
papers, and then returned to the Vatican, to oo=ence what was a 
virtual imprisonment in the vast Palace of the Popes. He died in 
1'}O3 shortly aftEr he had celebrated his jubilee. Such was the venerablc 
pcr:;;0IIagt: tu whurn I was about bJ be presented. 

He looked exquisitely fmil and spiritllaJ. He first spoke rapidly 
in Italian to Prince Colonna., and I ,,;as then hidden to a.pproach. He 
made a sign to one of the cardinals and to my mrprise a low chair was 
pushed towards me, and the cardinal said it was the wish of His 
Holiness tbat I should use it. I felt ILeITOUS at first, yet there was no 
reaso.n to be so. The Pope spoke very softly in F:renc11, but soon his 
vvice bc~ame quite animated . 

.. Prince Colonna has told me about yon," he said. "1 am interested 
in meeting a man who has met the remarkable people you have. But 
more particularly I should like to bear something from your lips about 
your !rtrange thtmy of the coincidence of numbers in human life. 
Now please prnceed, but speak slowly, and as distinctly as possible." 

I then proceeded to show how certain numbers dominated the lives 
of individu!lls, eJtplaining that the occult symbolism associated. with 
them had come down to us from the most ancient times. 

I gave an example in the chid events in the life of St. Lonis of 
France and that of King Louis XVI, showing that whenever the 
interval number of 539-"whkh w;zs tM number of YMrs ~ the 
birUJ of on~ ami tM other-was added to the known events in the life 
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of St. Louis, an exactly similar occurrenl:<'! took place in the career of 
King Louis XVI. This extraordinary series of dates was as follows:-

SI. Lrmis. 
Birth of St. Louis, 

April23J'd 
Add interval 

Birth of Isabel, sister of 
St. Louis 

Add interval 

Death of Louis VIII, father 
of tit. Louis 

Add interval 

Minority of St. Louis oom­
mences 

Add interval 

Marriage of St. Louis 
Add intcrv.t.l 

Majority of St. Louis 
(King) 

Add interval 

St. Louis ooncludes a peace 
with Henry III 

Add interval 

An .Eastern Prince sends an 
Ambassador to St. Louis 
desiring to beoome a 
Christian 

Add interval 

I2I.'j 

539 

'754 

1225 

539 

'764 

,[2].[ 

539 

1235 
539 

1774 

U43 
539 

17!!2 

''49 
53, 

'788 

Birth of Louis XVI, 
August 23rd 

Birth of Elizabeth, e~tcr 
of Louis XVI 

Death of the father of 
Louis XVI 

Minority of. Louis XVI 
f;:ornmf.m(:f;:~ 

Marriage of Louis XVI 

Act:csslon of Louis XVI 
(King) 

Louis XVI concludes a. 
peace with George 111 

An Eastern Prince sends an 
AmbassadortoLonisXVl 
for the same purpose 

I'/54 

,,., 
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Captivity of St. Louis 1:250 
Add intetval 539 

,,"" 
st. I.ouilI abandoned 1250 
Add interval 539 

BeginniJ!g of Pastoral 
under Jacob 

,,"" 
US' 

Captivity of l.ouis X\O"I 

Louis XVI abandoned 

Add interval 539 Beginning of the J acobins 

Death of babel d'Angou-
Mme 1250 

Add interval 539 

,,"" 
Death of Queeu Blanche, 

mother of St. louis 1253 
Add interval 539 

'19' 
St. Loui~ desires to retire 

and become a Jacobiu 1254 
Add interval 539 

I193 
St. louis returns to 

Madeleine en Provence 1254 
Add interval 539 

1793 

in Franw 

Birth of lsilbcl d'Angou­
I~e in France 

End of the "White Lily 
of France" 

Louis X\o~ quits life at the 
hands of the Jaoobins 

Louis XVI interred in the 
cemetery of the Madeleine 
in Paris 

1793 

'193 

This, I believe, is one of the most curions examples of history 
rep-.ating itself at a ftlCfld int.ervaJ.; further, theaddition of the interval 
nnmber 539 reduting it to the single di8it gives the number 8, and the 
addition a:f the number of letters in the name L.O.U.I's XVI gives 
also an 8. 

'l1IU number w !Ca .... listic Symbolism. is called Justil:e. 
His Holi:rn!ss fol1O'I"OO my exposition with the closest attention, 

. his and occasionally asking a question. 'When 

SUI,. 
made a deep study of 511Ch things, He 
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beli~es there is a curioUll coincidence in numbers in the events of his 
own life:' 

At the conclusion of this deeply interesting and wonderlul inten>iew, 
I was taken t(l Cardinal Gu~ Sarto, who held the position of 
Patriarch of Venice. He was at the moment ill Rome. One afternoon 
he sent for me and in the kindest possible way showed me over some 
of the treasures of the f:unous library of the Valk:an. 

There, in one of the recesses of the windows, wefeU into an animated 
discourse on numbers and their significance, and I soon found that 
this was an absorbing subject with Cardinal Sarto. 

The Cardinal, without mentioning what he considered was his 
dominating number, asked me if I would work it out, to see if it 
toincided with his (l"WIl method. I wiJJjngly Wlsented. He gave me 
partil!Ulars of his hirth, June 2nd, 1835. at St. Riese, Italy, and he said 
that if I wished during my stay in Rome, he would arrange foe me 10 
look through the books and manuscripts on occultism and numbers 
in the Vatic.a.n library. That is how I was able to avail myself of 1M 
inestimable privilege Qf wandering at will amid this storehouse 01 
human wisdom. 

In due WUI"Se I presented the Cardinal with the rewl.t 01 my labour. 
He was pleased to Ii.nd that my num'J:t<,r ~tem agreed with his and 
that the number 9 was the dominant one in his career. 

Readers may be interested to know that " nine " ruled bis life in a 
very remarkable fashion : 

For wne years he was at schoolilt Riese. 
For nine yeal"S a studenl at Padua. 
For nine years a curate at Tornbow. 
For nine years a priest at Salzano. 
For nine )'€il"S a canon at Treviso. 
For nine years a bishop at Mantua. 
FOI: nine years a cardinal-patriarch of VeniM. 

I knew from my study of his nnmbets. that an even more wonderful 
life ..... as shortly opening out before him. In due course he was elected 
Pope Pius X. in succession to Leo XIIT. He diM in his Both year 
on August 21st, 1914. 



CHAPTER XVI 

AN EXTRAORDINARY INTERVttW WITH KING nOMDlrnT OF ITALY. HlS 
O::U.Y QUESTION, ,. ~ $RAU.. l' DIE? " 

I HAD met many times. in Paris. Prince Bllfghase. One evening 
he gave a dinna in my honour and invited the Princess Dero.idofi 
and her two da\l8hters, Vera and Olga, beautiful and talented 

girls. who with their nwther, the Princess, were murdered in their 
ch..lteau in the middle of Russia during the Revolution. 

Shortly after my interview with Pope Leo XIII. I was dining 
with him in Rome when he startle.:'! me with the following 
proposition : 

" • Cheim: I have been commanded to bring you to meet King 
Humbert in the Quirinal Palaoo." He hesitated and then added : 
" I happene? to lllC1ltion to His :Majesty ytiur nru:anny gift for 
predicting the future, and he \\'a5 very interested. He is sensitive, 
almost morbidly so, as to his length of days--I will kave it at 
that." 

A few days later he called for me at my hotel and drove me to the 
Quirinal-a vast but by no meaus imposing palace. King Humbert 
received me very simply, in a small room that he used far the lwmdy 
purpo.>Se of a amoking lounge. Throwing himself into a big ea."y chair 
and lighting a cigarette, he quiddy put me at my ease. 

While I was telling him some events vf the Past. he intEITUpted and 
asked bluntly: 

.. But tell me, . Cheiro,' when shall I die? " 
Havingrerul befOlC I wcnt to Italy of the activities of the anarchists 

in the chief Itali:m cities, r had far my QWJl curiosity worked out the 
signific:mce of the Fadic Numbers and astrologically the evellts ill 
relatiQII to King Humbert's life. 

Keeping these things in mymind, I asked the King to let me examine 
his right hand. The narrow escape he had irVIIl w;sWlsination in li:l97, 
when the miscreant Passavante attempted to kill him, was clearly 
indicated. 

I was conscious that King Humbert was a brave man_that he 
wanted to know /.ha truth, I.Jec.ause of his resJ!Qnsible position. and 
therefore I would be right in telling him all I could. 

As I stood examining his hands with their characteristic marks, 
I saw as in a tableau the !!word of Fate wspended over his head. 
The few months that lay between him and the fatal day stood 
OIlt dearly before my oo::co1t oonsciousness. I dared to tell him 
ill 

"Your MajESty," 1 said slowly, .. you have already escaped the 
attack of the assassin, and you may escape again. But I must tell 
you that three months from now nll the signs point to the end of 
your life." 

He turned pale. withdrew his hand, leaned bade in the chair for a 
few seconds. and then !dn'nggOO his shoulders. 

,~ 
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.. Well, then, if it is Fate-clu 3"ml sara'" 
Then he relapsed into ~ilence. There was no sonnd but the ticking 

(If a great clock. It seemed almost a:.; if tlu: morn.ents of T~ were 
running: swiftly away for His Majesty of Italy. 

I must mention bere that three months later His Majesty was 
as5as!linated by the anarchist Bresci, at )[OllTA, on July 29th, 10}00. 
I was in Paris at the time, and the striking conftnnation of my pre­
diction, which got into the Continental Press, led to my momentous 
interview with the late Shah of l'ersia, which I will relate in a coming 
chaptt:f. 

On theevellirJgof the day that I visited King Humbert. I dined again 
with Prince Borghase; be was very eager to know the result of my 
meetillg with his King. I told him of my prediction of danger, if not 
death, through the machination of anarchist.~. He wa"l much :moved, 
and revealed how for years King Humbert had been dogged every 
day of .tUslile by the hauntingiear of as~tion, that on one ~asion 
a sudden movement on the part of a man in a crowd had brought Oil 
thos.: IlCrvOUS twitchings of the King's face that disfigured him to the 
end of his days. 

We discussed the fascinating qnf~tion: Can Fate be averted? 
Later, with the encouragement of the Prince, I worked out a horoscopic 
chart of all the crowned heads of Europe, and this, together with my 
system of Fadic .Numben, proved of extreme interest. In the ease 
of King Edward, the attempt upwi his life by Sipido at Bmssels, 
when he was Heir Apparent, was mosl clearly indicated. The unhappy 
Czar of Russia might be said to be the sport of malignant Fate. As 
all the world knows, he had the iJlspintion that led to the Hague 
Conference and certainly dreamt of world·",ide Peace. Yet his 
conntry fell a prry to anarchy, while he himself was foredoomed to a 
violent end. 

One may certainly say that Nicholas of Russia could have 
averted Fate, There was a time when he might have escaped 
frum RU~Il; indeed the Empress implor",d him to get away 
to England, ami a scheme W~ fOlmed, but like a man in 
a dream, he could come to no decision until his abdication 
was followed by arrest and the final blood·red tragedy of 
Ekatrinberg. 

Among others, I worked Ottt the life-chart of that :fated Prince 
Rudolph of Austria, whose tragic end in the cbtlteau of Meyerling 
rcma.ins a Mystery of the Purple. 

Rudolph was fatally unlucky in love, for his marriage with the 
Pl-ino;~&S St'?lhanie, daughter of Leopold of Belgium, was a ghastly 
failure; whili: his pu'"5iovate love romance with Mary Vetsera endGd 
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 to Napoleon Bonaparte. 
1'1ili> change had a Curiou5 s.ignificance, when worked out by the 



rro COJIIFESSIOIiIS: MEMOIRS OF A MODERN SEER 

Hebrew, or OWdetm uphabet whkb ~ clearly explaiued in my Book 
of Num/Jers. 1 

Napoleon equalo; in Fadic Numbers a 5 
Boonaparte also equals 5 

The number of !I is considered a. magical number, and was carried 
by the aru.:i~lIt Greeks as a mascot when they ~nt into battle. The 
two numbers of 5, which if added produee 10, are equally important 
and strangely significant in this case. 

When Napoleon altered the spelling of his name to BonapiUte, it 
altered the vibratioD. of thili wwd to an 8, which rcprcsc;lIh r~volution, 
anarchy, waywardness, conflict with human justice, und 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 seeD if one looks up how the number 8 (Saturn) and the 
9 (Mars) dominated the chief events of his career. As Napoleon 
Bonaparte, the two names total the number I], which number, in 
occult symbolism which accompanies the Fadic system of letters and 
numbers, bears the CurlOw> picture of a skeleton v.ith a scyth~, mowing 
down men; it is a1so a symbol of "power, which, if wrongly used, 
will bring destruction upon itself." 

This was so borne out by Napoleon's ca:reer that further eommen1. 
isnee~. 

In the case of Napoleon III. the compoWld number became 44, 
which, ill my Fadic system, " is a number of the gravest wl\fJling it'll' 
the future; it foreshadows disasters broup;ht about by :1.S5Ociation 
v.ith othen, and bad advice "--exactly what happened to Napoleon III 
who went down to prosperity as the " man who lost FlaDcc." 

The additioll of the Sl:'parate ligures of im{ll'lIiant dates often appears 
to bring out subsequent dates 01 equal importance. 

The folJowing:is 2. striking illustration from French history : 

Revolution in France and fall of Robespierre 
took plaM in 1794 

Thot numbers of this date if added together give :II 

IBIS 

Thot fall (II Napoleon 1815 
1815 added. give!> 15 

Fall of Cbarles X aDd :rewlution ill France 18.'10 
18jo added, gi~ 1":1 
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Death of IGng Louis Philippe 
r84z added, gives 

A MODERN SEER 

"" '5 

End of Crimean War r8S7 
1857 added, gives 21 

The famous T:rcaty of Berlin 1878 
1878 add.cd, giv~~ 24 

Danger of war with F.ngland over Fashoda 1902 
1902 added, giws 12 

The Great War 1914 
1914 added, gives IS 

1929 

m 

A date whith was evidently of considerable importance in French 
history. 

It is a somewhat remarkabl,., coincidence that a similar series of 
fateful dates goVfiIIS th,., present history of Great Britain. The details 
are as follows : 

Battle of Waterloo 
1815 added, giv<'S 

Ascension of William [V 
r830 added, gives 

5cinde War 
r~2 added, give~ 

Indian J.[utiny 
I8S7 added, gives 

Afghan War 
rlY;B added, gives 

r8I5 
'5 

IBS7 

" 
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EDd of Boer Will' 1902 
r902 added, gives 12 

European War 
1914 added, gives 

The fall of the Conservative Gowrnment and the overwhelming 
triumph of th~ Labour Party, one of the most drastic thang~3 in the 
history of the British Empire, took place in 1929. 



CHAPTER xvn 
HOW ] 'MET YUZAFFER-ED-DIN, .BE SlUB OF ~lA, AND WIlY HE 

GAVE 1,llt THE DECORAnON OF "THE UO:>l' A'I\"D THE SUN" 

ONE of my most disconcerting eneounteni with crowned heads 
was my lint oommand appeW'aIlCc to cmne before the Shah 
of Petsm, Muzaffer-ed.-Dio. 

How I came to meet the Persian ruler makes an interestillg staty. 
While Vi'Orking ont the .' fatal yeanl" of various craw;ued heads. I 
noted that the darJgcr period for King Hlllnber1; of Italy coincided 
with one for Muzaffer-ed-Din, the Shah of Persia.. 

I had openly made the statement that if my system of prediction 
proved COlTect in the case of King Humbert, that OlIC might expect 
about the >aIIlC date an attempt on the life of the Shah. 

At this tune the Shah was a guest of the French Repnblic during 
the famous ExhibitiOll of 1900, Hy some means my prediction reached 
the ears of his Grand Vizier. 

In due thue cume ihe tragic announcement of the assassination of 
King Humbert. by Bresci, the a.nan:hist, on July 29th, Hardly had 
the Puis papen printed the news before I received a visitor to my 
apartment in the rue Clement bb.rot, a street just oil the Avenue de3 
Champs-Elysees. 

Without Mating who he wa<;, he introduced himself as a Persian 
who was greatly interested in predictions and occult subjects in 
general 

"I have heard," he said, "of your remarkable foretelling of the 
death of King Humbert, and it is aIoo said that )'Qu have predicted 
danger to the Shah of Persia, Is this true? " 

I replied that, so far as my work revealed, danger. and very grave 
danger, threatened. the Shah, I said further that if be knew any of 
the suite surround..W.g the Shah, I hoped he wOll1d warn them, 9Q that 
every precaution could be taken, or there might be a repetition of the 
Italian tragedy in Paris. 

I did not know until afterwards that, upon leaving, my visitor 
went straight to MDrulieur Lepine, the Chief of the Paris police, IUId 
asked for a double guard oi police to watch the residence of the Shab, 
and to "shadow" him whenever he went out. It was, in tact, this 
extra guard that saved the Shah's life when it was attempted a few 
days later by Saloon the anarchist. 

The day after the attempt, the Persian manger ta.lled upon me again. 
and this time he revealeoi ~\t as \he Gnnd V17.iel:. fu"ha.Q. \la 
ha.~ ""xa:ml,ne(!.. an&. pii."(l\"!; ''''''en, gi..vmg me __ au!,~phed ~- -.;= 
that I have before me as I write. He told me that his lmor ~ Master 
had been profoundly impressed by my prediction. and WII3 most 
grateful for my timely warning. Fnrtber. he had commandOO tbat 
1 should be bronght befun him the foll0wirJ8 evening at fiVl! o'clock. 

It WlL~ lUTIUlIed that I Iiliould call at thn palais des Souverains. 
where the Shah had been installlld by the l'rench Government, and 

• u, 
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at the appointed hour I presented myself before the lordly mansion 
where the Ruler of PeI'l3la was in residence. I will ronfess that I fclt 
a little trepidation at having to face such an orlkal. However,] 
determined to keep myself well in band and to endeavour to treat him 
exactly as though he were an ordinary consultant. 

I was stru.;-Jc forcibly by the silence-the almost unearthly silence-
01 the vast mansion when I was admitted, 1U1d whilfl waiting in a sm:ill 
antechamber for the momentous interview. The servants, in Persian 
national costume, moved upon velvet felt; great rugs and Ca.I'pl:ts 
deadened all sound. Then suddenly the silence was ended by the 
most exquisite bird-like song 1 rul.\'e ever heard, like a singer in the 
Par.wisc of the Blest. It was entrancing I ¥lhell it fmbhed, I realized 
that I had been holding my Im:ath with sheer delight the whole time. 

r learned afterwards that the siuger was one of the Persi;m v,ives 
of the Shah, who had accompanied him on his Eumpp.an tour. It W33 
her C1lI;tom. to sing to him every evening in order to ward off the 
attacks of melancholy that seized him. 

Soon a.itl.'XWal"ds 1 was received by Amin-es--Sultan, the Grand 
Vizier, the man whom I have already mentioned-a vcry r~markal.ole 
pclWnality who was mainly responsible for the reorganization of 
Persia in 1900, when a British loan was Baatoo in LOlldulI. The Grand 
Vizier gave me a few hints as to my deportment UpDll being ushered 
into" the Presence," and added in excellent French: 

" His Imperial Majl"1lty is somewhat difficult to-day I On no account 
contradict anything he may say." 

We ascended the splendid staircase, and came out upon a wide land· 
ing. Standing befure a closed door were two J'ersian officers with 
drawn swords. 

I fOWld the Shu.h scated on a 5TVUJ) gilt Louis XVI scttcc, on a kind 
of raised dais. He was dressed in .JIational costulIle, and was wearing 
a black fez, om.:unented with a.n enonnons white diamond. He was 
at this time about forty.seven yean; of age, rathEr m\all in ~tature, 
with sharp leat11Il'S, long black moustache, and keen dark eyM. His 
expressiOJl was remarkably dignified. 

1'0r some minutes aiter I entered, he took no notice of my presence. 
I remained standing rather awkwardly, wondering what I ought to do. 
After ~peaking for a few IIlOment:;; with the Grand Vizkr, he suddenly 
abruptly addrested IDC 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 
purp~. They say that you are a wizard and can read the Future." 

.. Cheiro": "I haw> had some success, Yom Majesty." 
The ShaIJ: .. In some waYB, donbtless. But I have travelled WLd 

reamed II. great deal I have my ov.'ll Wise Men in Teheran and one 
of them travels with lIl('." 

Upon this he indicated a very old Persiau who stood at SOiM 
distaDl'A', After Wille further conversation, the Shah stretched out hii 
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hands and laid them upon a cU5hion placed npon a small table; while 
I was studying them I could feel his q1lizzical eyes boring into my 
oolli, 

They were remarkable hands, and the lines were distinctive of a 
man who was at onw weak WId strong in will; swayed by self, yet 
<"asily led; crafty yet simpie---in short, a bundle of temperamental 
C1Jllhailictions. I told him this as ca:reflll1y as I could, and he listened 
wilh the keenest attention. I alw explained the meaning of the 
remarkabJy strong Line of Destiny running up from the wrist to the 
ba,"" of the ~et.ond finger. 

I felt I W~ making good progress, when suddenly my Imperial 
client pulled me up short. 

Tugging hi5 long moustache. as if to conceal a smile, be turned to 
his Gnmd Vizi.,:r, and said something in Persian. Spea.killg.in French, 
the Grand Vizi€r said: 

" , Cheim,' Rio; Imperial Majesty says that all you ha.ve told him 
might have been read in a book dealing with his life, to which YOll 
might have had access. But to make a final t~3t of yQUf pO"ll'~rs, he 
propoun<b this questioIl: Ten hUIl enctly what is happening in 
Tdv:rnn, his capital, at tills moment. Your statement wiu be tcst~d 
by a cable sent all at ollce. Speak,' Cheiro,' for the Shah cOlIllllantb." 

Howing dutif"lly, I df'$ired from the Shah !)Omfl p!!rsonal object 
that I might hold in my hand. IIe immediately gave me a silk hand· 
kerchief plucked from his breast. Crushing this in my palm, I closed 
my eyes and concentrated with all my fOICe of will. 

For a few seconds-it seemed like an age-I fQund my mental 
canvas a hopeless blwlk It :;c~mcd to me that a dry chuckling laugh 
issued from the sarcuslic lips of the Ruler of Persia. Then suddenly­
how, I cannot explain-a pictjlfe formed with startling distinctness 
hefoT>'! my inward signt. I did' not hp.sitate any longer. Opening my 
eyes and looking the Shah. fuIi in the far:e, I said in FrenclJ : 

"Your Maie~ty, gra'v'e levents are happening in Teheran, YOut 
capital, at this very hour t The Governor of the city has been thrown 
into gaol by the mob, on account of serious food riots that have nged 
for ~Vetal days. He is in danger <Jf bcillg a victim of the rage of the 
people ag-.unst the price of brc.w. and wLeat." 

The Shah gave a gasp of astonishment and then his face grew a 
shade darker. 

Half rising from his settee, he saidlondly: 
"You knaw nothing. You are an impostor. What you sa.y is 

impossible in my kingdom. Go!" 
1 fQund myself bciD..g u!ihered out of the room by a ruther scared-

lcok'mg Grand Vizier. 
"\. "tt.l.u:m.:.<l ~ \'" "W1 ~I.~~'UII wil:b. ~ I!'U\i)l.itms. 

I felt convinced that mv clairvoyant pictu:r~ haii =i.n;"".,Q. the uutb.. 
yet-snpposing that it d.kI not I I hail done my bt,st and I certainly 
did not ulish being called. an impostor when the charge was unjust. 
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A few days later, a. Pernan aide-de-camp mshed into my rooms. 
He s~emed labooring under an unusual degree of excitement. 

"Come at once," he shouted. and began to drag me towards my 
mat. and hat. "His Majesty the Shah wants you immediately." I 
must comess that my hem 9!Ulk, but nQt a word further could r get 
out of the officer. 

1 was ushered into" the Prosent:e." As 500n as I entered, the Shah 
inclined his head to me grawly. while at the same time I noticed that 
he held something that looked like 8. telegram in his hand. 

". Chew: " he said, with infinite court~sy. " I have done you an 
injustioc. You are---wonderlui!" 

He handed the telegram to the Grand Vizier. He explained to me 
that it was in :n.'!ipOllM: to one s~nt the day of my inteniew, announcing 
that :oerioU5 riots had been quelled "'ith diffu::u1ty, that the Governvr 
whom the Shah had appointed in his absence had ovo:rtaxcd the people 
on their wheat and bread. that revolution had broken out, that the 
(;Qvemor was in prison, and impklriug the help of the Shah in the 
difficult situation. 

Congratulations showered about my ears. 
I treasure among my possessions a de.;oratioo bestowed upon me 

on this occasion by the gnteful Shah, 1fuzaffer-o.:d-Din, the Order of 
the Lion and Sun of Persia. 

At this seoond interview, the Shah desired that I should work out 
my system of numbers as relating to his life. He gave me his birth 
date, March 25th, 1853, and in due course I worked out a chart of his 
years. According to this he mn at times grav'.! dang<..Tof a~sa;;sjnation. 
He had succeeded his father when the latter had f<llicii a victim to a 
fanatic who had imbibed anarchistic ideas. It was To:markable how 
fatal was the figure 2 in the life of the Shah. An attempt to assassinate 
him in Paris on the second day of August 1900 might have sucreeded 
if my warning to the Grand Vizier had be.;n ignored: wllile on the 
secnnddayofthe second month (February of 1906), two bomb~ exploded 
under his mcrtar-(".ar v,;hile in Teheran. Two persOllS were killed. On 
September 2nd, 1907, the Shah abdicated under pressure, and retired 
to Russia, where he died the same year. 
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CHAPTER XVIII 

ll. N. STANLEY, THE FAJdOUS EXPLOREIC. INTRODUCES 1m TO GLADSTONE 

I WAS intTIlduc~d to Mrs. H. M. Stanley (mtlll" Lady Stanley). the 
wife of the b.mous explorer, and I was invited to meet Stanley 
himself at ilmcheon at their hou.<;e in Riclnnond T~rrace, London. 

I mnst My that I rather dreaded this interview, for I had heard a 
good deal of Stanley's in'uEque mElIUlIl!; with p::ople in whom he took 
no interest, and I rather iJnMined that he should have no interest in 
common with me. 

I was, iwv.'evcr, completely mistaken. It is true that all the way 
through the luncheon he never opened his lips.; but when the ladies 
had retired and we were left alone, to my astonishment he put out his 
hands COl" me to read, and in a few moments we were talking as if we 
had hpen {lId [ri,:mls. 

He went bad: (w,,"r the past. re~iewed it step by step, explained to 
me how he had been misjudged by those who had not heard from his 
OWn lips of that memorable tramp across" Darkest Afrlca.." He 
seemed to live <'VEry moment 3@iu as he spoke of the awtietics and 
responsibilities he had to meet, but not one word did he say of his 
own Jl<:nomd dangers. 

It was a memor'lbk <lfu:rnoon for me, but I am glad to say it was 
not the only time I had the hollOill' of meeting the man I m.ust alwa)"li 
:wm<omber as" the great Stanl~.y." 

At a suuso.:quent visit to Richmond TI!tl'a.tB, to my astonishment 
he Imggested that 1 ~l.Ould meet Gladstone. 

<0 Mr;;. Stanley ",-ill arra.ugO:' it for yuu. if yon like," ht: sai<J. Mr;;. 
Stanley agreed. and sat down at once and wrote the letter. 

By r€lum oi post came one of Gladstone's famous postcards, offering 
me an appoiulment fur the following day at Hawarden Castle. 

1t was a hot day in August. ML Gladl.tone hEld. on th~ day before. 
JlIad'.'. what was, I believe, his la.st public speech, when lie addressed 
the Horticultural Society of Chester. 

Mrs. Glad~tone met :U\e in the h~l, and my heart sank as she said 
that Mr. Gladstone was 50 faligued that she IUUl;t refuse to have him 
uisturbcd on any pretext. 

I told her how sorry 1 was to hell.!: of Mr. Gla.dstone's indisposition, 
but that J should be only t()() happy to come again froru. London at 
any time he wil;hed, and I lmned 10 go. 

At this moment the" Grand Olrl Man" opened the door of his study. 
"My !kar. is that the gentleman who has an appointment with me at 
three o'clock? " 

" Yes, but you must not see anyone to-day," Mrs. Gladstone replied. 
"But, my dear," he pointed out, "tbis man has come all the way 

from London at my invitation. He is iii. friend of the Stanleys, and it 
will interest me to see him." 

"Sir," I said, "please do not (:ousider me. I will rome up another 
day from wndon when you are feeling better." 

'" 
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"I will see you now," he answe:red, and then, with a sad tDne in his 
voiC{<, hll added, " 1 may never be better thaI! I am w..day." 

We walked intO his well-knuwn study. and he motiorn:d me to a 
seat by the window. One of my own books lay on a table at his ~ick, 
and I oaw to my smprise that h~ had evidently detmmined to know 
something about my work before he met me. This, I have since heard, 
was his invariable custom-the reading np beforehand of any subject 
on which he ,.;a~ about to be interviewed. 

Eut there was a still greater surprise ill store, and also an example 
of his wonderlul memory. 

" I have been told that you are the son of Count de Hamon," he said. 
"Your father had the same love of higher mathematics that 1 have. 
We have cwrespondcd many times on difficult problems-here is one 
",hich be worked out a few years ago. and which has interested me 

" 
. " many !IlleS smce. 

As he spoke. he unrolled sewral slweis of paper, covcn.>Q with 
...uculatiolUl and algebraical:figures in my kther's handwriting. 

" Is your father stilllivrng r " he asked . 
• , No, sir," I !Uls\\'eroo; "he passed away only a short time ago." 
" And you," he said. "have you inheritoo the same love of figures 

and mathematics? " 
"Alas, no," I repJied, .. my calculations uuly relate to occult things, 

and they probably will 116t interest you." 
"We shall see later," he said. "Now plfase let lue hear your 

theories about this Study of the Hand of which tIle Stanleys tell me 
you are a maEtcr. Speak slowly and clearly, so that I may follow you 
if I can," 

The Sf"ltleness and kjndnes::; of this wonderful man-this man who 
had so often swayed the destinies of nations-whose intelligence was 
acknowledged even by hL~ enemie.s---cornpletely ~oIlqucred my nervous· 
ness, and, astonished at my own confidence, I piuliged at OlI~e illto my 
~ubjCt;;t. 

At Ilr:;\ I rapidly tll:plained the theories ru;sociated with the study, 
and backed thcm up with the impressioru of hands, ~howins: heredity 
and othfT signs, and then att~mpkd to show that man, like everything 
else in life, has his number as well as his plac~ in this universe, and 
that if this number could be delermined, so could the years that 
oorrespond to this number he equally determined, either for his good 
or evil as the case might be. 

Taking as an illustration the diflerent vibrations in each tone of 
music, with R very simple instrument I had with me. I showed him how 
ead. vibration produced different forms in matter, and that tM same 
vibration repeated doz.e.us or hundreds of times, a1waY"i created ~ 
tUstillc: !i€f4,e (If its OW?! that neVel varied in its basic principll'lS, that 
these tones or vibrations had their distinct number aTld so on 
through the !ICII.1e of creation up to 1IllUl, who, as the image of the 
uuivefie, vibrated. in exact accordance with the vibntiOlJS of those 
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planets which, as the instruments af God, called the uniTersE: into 
being. 

I had brought with me my friend, Savary d'Odiardi's "Thought 
Machine," and placing it on the study table, I asked Mr. Gladstone 
to test for him5elf if every person brought before it did not affect it 
in adistinctly different manner, according to their will-power, radiating 
outward through the atmosphere. 

Standing near tlle instrument, I showed him how far I was able to 
will the needle to tum; he then tried it himself, and calling some of 
the servants into the room, he quietly tested it with one after another. 

When we """,re again alone. 1 asino.d him to allow me to take a chart 
of the moV€ments of the needle when operated upon by his .... ill, and 
may 1 add that of the thousands Df cxampks I have made with this 
instrument, Mr_ Gladstone's ~1.allds out as the most remarkable for 
y,ill·force and eonr.Alntration, as shown by the length of time he was 
able t;() make the needle remain at ~rtain points . 

.I:!efore the end of the interview, he allowed me to trure impressions 
of his hands for my collection, and further to show his appreciatiou 
of what I had explained to him, he autographed and gave me the 
photograph which I reproduce here. 

The dn.te 00 it is AUS'lSt Jrd, 11'197. MI"!). Glad~tone finally broke 
the intendew by coming in and announcing that it was half-past six. 
I felt rather guilty, but as if to save me from hcr angcr, he said: .. My 
dear, this has been one of the mDSt interestillg afternoons I think I 
have ever spent. I am not fatigued, I am naw going to shov.,this young 
man the gardens, for it is he who must be tired." 

Togctht'r we walked out owr that lawn, SO beautifully kept that it 
looked like a. pi~ce of green velvH set v,;th those gorgeous crimson 
geraniums which he loved so mUGh. 

He made me talk of Canada and the United !)tate~, and said how 
much he J:"egretted that he had neve!' vhi(",d those eO<.lntri~~. and he 
",-ent on to speak of the deep interest h., took in tile rapid progress the 
United States had made during those long years over which his 
relllark".ble memory '-"Quid go back. 

Finally, he said gOOd-bye. und as I reached the gate. I stood for a 
moment and watched his retreating figure pass on through the garden;;, 
and disappeax arnoIlg the growing shado"lo\'S of eVCll1ng and the dying 
glory of the 5lUl. 



CHAPTER XIX 

A STltANGE STORY 011 PIlE-NATAL INFLUENCE 

T HE fullowing story may be MnSidered gruesome by those 
who would, if they could, drift down Life's tide t() the sound 
of perpetllalla.u!fhter; or who woold treat eJCistence as the 

joke of sorm: idle gOO, who v,-ilI not hold thun responsible for their 
actions towards their fellows. 

Th.t!itudy of humanity proves, on the Cll1ltrary, that we are as often 
held responsible unto others for e,,-en the most thoughtless action, 
as we are for what we m.ay 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 stnilents, a.~ the story I am ahaut to 
reli.te is in itself a. striking example. 

One momting, the post brought lIle the following letter; 

THE VICARAGE, 
--, ENGLAND • 

.. DEAR SIR , 
. Having I'l'ad your work in analysing character and dis~sition 
from the study of the hand. r take the liberty of eTldoslllg YOll 
the impression of a boy's hand, aged eighteen last June. and I 
shall be indebted to }"OU if yon will take the trouble of giving me 
as exact a de;;cription of his character and kndcncics a3 you can, 
fur I confess that this boy is a puzzle to me as to the career (if 
any) that he should be trained fnr. 

As I feel I cannot offer any fee that would repa.y you for your 
trouble, perhaps you will be good enough to regard this case in 
the light of a study and let me have whatever advU:c you can. 

ThankiTlg you in advance, 
I1aithfnl1y yours, 

-," 

Although I was literally" worked to death" at that moment of 
Illy career, I gave my time for nothing ill many cases-in fact. more 
tltan people could possibly imagine. In this case, tIte illlpres~ion of 
the boy's hand interested me ro much that ] oonId not ren.st'!, and ro 
one night after the world had gone to sleep, I went to work, and 
endeavoured to unravel as curious a bit of tangled humanity as had 
ever been brought to my notic~. 

The imp=ion of the len hand showed all the indications ihat this 
boy, whoever he wa.~, had inherited unusual brain-power and character 
from good ancestors, highly intelligent, refined and cultivated in every 
way; yet one glElIlCC at the right hand showed me in an instant that 
every good qualitr given by heredity had already. even at tIle age of 
eighteen, heen tWIsted and warped in the most inconceiva.ble manner. 

The superior braitt-power indicated on the left hand was only 
employed by the right in planning and working out any form of crime ,., 
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or vice that would interest him. The refinement given by heredity 
had already bel:ome the refinement of cruelty; a.ffuct.ion and the nobler 
instincts of nature had been strangled at the very beginning. In 
fact, I saw before:me nothing but adistorted brain that could not help 
but choose alife of crime, and that such a life had already commenced, 
I wag absolutely certain. 

As for any sign of a legitimate career, them was none--such a boy 
could only be from his earliest age but a cle .... er thief. Even at 
eighteen, he would not he:ritatc to murder. if it suited his plans. and 
the only hope I could hold out was, that at that early age some of his 
crimes might already be discovered and that for hi~ own good he would 
be locked up. 

But what could bave caused such a change? That was the question 
that pU7R:led me. With all the signs at heredity so good, what could 
have launched !\llch a tv.;sted, distorted brain into the world? 
A~ I studied the hand, I became convinced that some pre-natal 

infiuence alone oould cause such an abnormal creature. 
I finished my study and cndoord it to the Vicar the ~e night. 

I had not long to W"d.it for an am;wcr At :liv~ o'clock the following 
day. th~ most enrageJ lIIan I ever saw ill my life stood before me 

Stamping his feet with passion, he deIll-.wded how I dared write 
such a thing to him; that the boy w;1S his OV,iTl son-his only son­
that he had the most wonderful hrain it was possible to jmagine-that 
his queer wa.ys were only a sign of genius; and, lastly. that my absurd 
theory of some pre·natal influence was a proof of my own madness, 
for his ~;fe was a saint, or as near one as a clergyman's wife could 
ever expect tQ be. 

He swore he would denounr:e me as the greate.1: impO!.1:or that ever 
lived: he ""'Quid mQVC heaven and carth tv drive me out of the 
oountry; and so OIl he raged. for over hulf an hour. 

There W<l5 nothing he said. however. that could make me angry: 
there was something toot told me that I had been right in my con­
clusion~. and, further. that hefore long that unfortunate man ",·ould 
bf'l broken down by the trouble that very son would cause him. 

I kept silent, as he described how piously this boy had joined him 
in prayer the night before, when the Vicar was asking God's help to 
find his daughter's wedding prellen~, which had disappeared. 

At last. he left me to go to the pulice and denounce me as an 
impostor-but this very act of illS was the means of bringing about 
the denouement, and saving the whole family from a still worse 
disaster. The police took up the case about the mi5sing presents. but 
after II. month, they acknowledgM they liad not the slightest clue to 
work on, and to all intents and purposes gave up the search. 

Then it was that the Vicar's anger against me appeared to grow 
worse than ever. He pestered the police with letters until, one day, 
an. inspector r.ailed and questioned me as to the reason for the un­
iortunat6 man's vindictiveness. 
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[ explained what had happened, aDd why r h.-ul 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 ~ 
briclly as pl'5sible, within a short time the police discovered that, far 
at least two yealS previou~ly in the village lleaT the boy's home there 
had been many clewr robhllries. These mbberies were, however, so 
skilfully phlllned out and executed that the police had believed uone 
but a master mind could have dOIlC tlu.-'lIl. 

But there was still WOI'5e to fol1o:>w, For some weeks past, the Vicar, 
hiS wife and daughter had got into extremely bad health. Thlctors 
hud put it down to the w ... rry about the missing presenls, and 01113 can 
hardly tell what might have h .. "1.ppened if the new man-senrant, who 
was in reality a detective, had not.me night discovered the boy mixing 
powder into the flour from wbich the bread was made_ 

Tn the end, the hoy was sent to a refonml.lory for a very long term. 
\\'llen the father was able to lea.ve his bed, the first thing he did was 
to call and sec me, and we remained very good friends up to his death, 
which took place only a short time ago. 

One e .... ening, he told me the following ~tory: 
" I never thought much abont such things as pre-natal influence 

until that remark in your ktt<:r mad<: m~ think it uut as a possible 
(.allSP. ror my poor ,;Qn'~ f'.xtraordinary mental di~tortion. After a 
good deal of questioning and reasoning, my dear wife told me recently 
somcthiug th(l.t I had llut the faintest :;u~piciull uf IJt:iUIt" ufUncly, that 
for mon' thau seven montlr.; before the birth (If OUI boy, she had the 
DlO5t unaccountable craving to read the history of criminals and 
murderers of every de!ICIiptiOll. 

" One book she bud read no less than Orree tiffit,s and, strange to 
5ay, in it there Vias the account of a boy of a mast respectable family 
whQ was an expert thief before he was hfteen, and who, later, WCI!>' 
exutokJd for pffisoning every member of his own family." 

\''hen he had finished ~peakint: he took my hand in hi~ and made me 
promise that I wonld one day make this story pnblic. "Who knoVi'S," 
he said, .. the good it may do by warning mothers of their enormous 
responsibility during the pre-natal pooriad ? " 

• 



CHAPTER XX 

MOllE INTERVIEWS WITH FAMOUS PERSONALITIES. LORD RANDOLPH 
CHURCHlll. I;ECIL ll.HODES. JOSEPH CHAMBERLAIJ!,--.!4¥ Pll.EDIC­

TlOI'S FOR llIS SON, ~OW Su.: AUSTI;:N CliAIIIll.l!kLAlN. WRD 
BALFOUR. SIR LIONEL PHilliPS. TIn:: BiSIIOP OJ? BIRMINGHAM. 
THE REV. FATHER BER~"Rn VAU(;R~N. THE DUKE OF NE\vCAS"l'1.E. 
WRD PIRIE AND" BOSS" CROKER OF TAlIMANY RALL 

T ORD RA..~DOLPH CHURCHILL ""'as extremely superstitious 
L on the matter of the number TJ, and attributed many advet"Sl': 

events to the fact tha.t he was barn on the 73th of a month, 
Jl.II.IIlCly Fcbruary I3th, I849. He was interested in my elCpliUULtion 
that the idea that l:3th was au Ullfortuuatc number was I1oru;eJISI:, and 
that it was simply regarded lIS ill-omened because in Occultism in 
ancient times it had been rega.rded with veneration. The early 
Chrilltian fathers had in fact spread the impression that it was evil, 
IUld was connected With thirteen sitting round the table at thc Last 

SlIf"'" ust before his lamented death in London on January 24th, 189.5. 
1 had. another brief interview "'ith the then enfeebled statesman. and 
l,e reminded me that my theory of numbcl1i had interested him voory 
mnch. From King Edward be had gathered that I said 4 and 8 were 
his Fadic mnnbers, and that his lowest point of vitility wonld occur 
in the part of the year oonsidered most influenced by the planet Saturn. 
namely, the month of January. 

Cecil Rhodes was ;mother remarkable personality whom I met 
during one of my many s~ason.~ in Landrm. Hi! was brought to me 
one afternoon by his great friend Dr. , who took every possible 
occasion to state that 1 had been e"traordinanJy act:UI"lLte in my 
predictions for himsclf. 

Cecil Rhodes wa.~ really interested in the ffilbject of numbers. Until 
he met me he had an idea that the number 6 h1ld follovied him through 
life. I worked out hill birth date and fOUlld that, in fact, 5 was his 
TIlling nurnlJer. He w&; bOIIl. on the 5th day of July. the fifth SOD. of 
his father, and he went to South Africa on the 5th of the fifth month 
of 11)19. I recommended bim to carry out important events on dates 
proUllcing this number. It is significant that Rhodes severed his 
oonnection Witll South Aft-ica by r~'Signjng Oil January 5th, r8!)6, and 
he told me, that after he met me he carried ont all important specula­
tions on dates in any month that made a s. such as the Sih. 14th.. and 
23rd. the single digit of which produces a 5. 

Another interesting interview which I had was with Mr. Joseph 
Chamberlain, and al'!O with his son, now Sir Austen Chamberlain. 

On the morning of JWle 2300. 1894, I had called at the 
House of CoIlllll.OIIS to keep an appointment made foy mc with 
Mr. Chambi>.rJain. 

My theory of heredity, as shown by the lines of the hands, interested 
him deeply. 1 ~howed him an impression which] had just ta\ren of .. , 
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the right hand of his son, Austen Chamberlain, and together WI: com­
pared the" markings" with those on his own band. 

The two im:pIC95ions bore out what I had said :;0 often in my books 
about hcnxlity. 

On nearly ewry bawl there CiUI be foWld a line going from the 
wrist towards the :second finger. Thi!! line is called the Line of 
Individuality or Destiny, and when turning towan:1s the first finger, 
it indicates that the individuality will point, lead, or dictare to others 
-the firl;t finger is also called tile Law-giver or Dictator. This strong 
line seemed strangely appropriate to the career of Mr. Joseph Chamber­
lain, and. also to the future indicated fur the son, who has fQUowed ill 
the political career of his distinguished father. 

The lines of the hands of Mr. Chamberlain shuwcd v~ry clearly, 
when compared with my systl'lll 01 dates, the tlI.acl years when he 
occupied positions oI great responsibility. At Ute very zenith of his 
career, Joseph Chamberlain was stricken down with paralysis, and as 
a c.om.plete invalid " ... as compelled to Jive a life of inactivity until 
death finally relf'.ased him on July 2nd, 1914. 

On that morning of June 23rd, r&}4, as we sat in his private room 
in the House of Commons, 1I[r. Joseph Chamberlain did not talk to 
me about Tarm Reform. All tiloughts of politics 5tJcrned very far 
from tile minJ of the great ::;tatesmWl, '-lS he loukeo.l over the many 
impressions of han.&; of celebrated people I had brought with me. It 
was that stra.nge question of heredity that appeared to occupy hiil 
attention the most, and especially that remarkable illustration of it 
shown so cleaTly in the shape of his own right hand and the right hand 
of his eldest sou. Again and again he remarked how the lines in the 
two hands resembled one another. 

"So you say,"' he added reflectively, ,. that m~ans that my sou 
Austen wiIllw..ve a clIIcer in every way similar to my own. He has 
entered Parliament oruy two years ago, mning been returned for East 
Worcestershire in I89~." 

"Ye;," [=€red, "he will also, like yOLl, reach 50me of thP. vf'ftY 
highp.st positions in parliamentary life, and will reach the zenith of his 
career in r925. In that year he will secure a great international 
triumph and will undoubtedly one day be the Leader of the House of 
CommollS, but as the lines and IIl.Il.rldng:; in hb hand, <ll.thougb lying 
in the SWlW pusition as those ill yours, are not so cle[l.r1y IJUU"keu, he 
may not perhaps have as strong a personality a.'l. you have, but in every 
way he will be your double." 

" Perhaps the difficulties o:f political life may be greater when he 
comes to play his role, and, if I am any judge, I think they will:· the 
great statesman added very gravely. 

Since tben I have often thQught of this remark, as I watched 
Mr. Au~tcn Chambcrl!lin, now Sir Austen, filling such high positions 
8$ Postmaster-Gev.enJ., c.~ of the Exo;bequllr, Secretary of 
State for India, and LearJ~r Qf tb.<: House of Onumow;.. 
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My predictions were careflllly written down by Mr. Chamberlain, 
and I have reason to know that they were found WIWD.g hi!> papers at 
the time of his death. 

But it is. somewllat omiuous 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 certainly indicates a tendency 
10V;-anls overiaxingthe mental and physical strength, with a p055ibility 
of nervous collapse. Sir Austen should be careful to avoid overstrain 
and 1llldue fatigue, threatening fort;ed retirement at the very climax 
of his career, and likelihood of a nervous breakdown.' 

The position of the Life aru1 Head Lines is somewhat unusual, and 
is almost alike in the hands of both father and son. • 

The late Lord Balfour gave me an impression of his hand which he 
signed A. J. B., and which lies bef,.,re me as I write. In his hand the 
important line is that of Destiny, turning towards the base of the 
first finger, indicating great success and prominence in public IHe. 
Yet the hand itsei:f is full of complexities, being that of a philosopher 
accustomed to weigh judgment, while also having that agile type of 
:mentality that could see buth sides of a subjed at onC<:'. The Line 
of Mentality on his paJm is so well marked that, like GladstOlle\;, it 
tmverses the entire palm. 

It was interesting to notice in his hand the entire absence of indica­
tions r .. Jating to marriage. I mention ... d thi.~ to him, and he laughed 
heartily. 

" Qllite right, ' Cheiro,' " he said. "I am determined to remain a 
bachelOl'to the end of the chapter, and I am glad that Fate reveals 
noth~ to tho; contrary." 

Sir Lionel Phillips. the famous South Afdcau millionaire, and one 
of the four uitlanden; condemned to death for participation in the 
Jameson Rajd in South Africa, visited me and wrote in my autosraph 
book: 

., Until I visited' Cheiro,' I had no CQnceptiOll that the secrets 
of one's life were imprinted upon the hand!!. To those who would 
conceal their history from the gaze of a fellow-creattu:e, I would say 
-avoid an interview v.ith ' O!eiro ' I " 

I met Sir Lionel recently, and he told me that my previsions in. hls 
case had been remarkably fulIilled, and especially in one particular. 

T had ~aid that he wr;mld have a hairbrerulth escape from death in 
the spring oi 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 find at him thrtA': tim~s with a revolver. He was badly 
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 numerous people who oonsulted me. I bave sometimes 

• Tbla. anfortnutely. tMIr plW"> lhmtIy afte: hl.1m.IghthtJod III I9.~ 
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been asked whether I have ever been oommltoo by members of " the 
doth." 

Let me say that the number of clergymen who have come to me at 
one time or another is extra.ordinari1y large. Some came openly, 
others with their coats tumed up to hide their tell·tale c1eric.al oollau. 

Yet I cannot :rc~all a sillgle instance in which they disputed the 
cxa.ctJJ.css of my descriptions of their livell and character. I hll.ve many 
testimonials to this in my autograph book, in which many fWIlOU3 
clergymen, among other people. have written their appreciation of Illy 
work. One r prize very highly rea&; : 

"To' Cheiro': The past quite a.ocucate. May you prvvc 
right as to the fnture. Many thanks for lour clear statements 
Md charming way of telling the tale of life. ' 

The signature is" H. Russell Wakejidd," later in life the distinguished 
Bishop oi Rinningham. 

Fath",r Bernard Vaughan, of li'arrn Strftf!t, London, also con~ulted 
me, and, upon leaving, wrote in my book. "God bless you; be a 
reaper as.well as a sower," 

AmOllg my clerical fril!Ilds was a very ehanning man whom I only 
knew as the" Padre." He cam.e to visit me several times. 

One day he turned up accomp=ied by a genUem:m whose hand he 
wisbJ:d Ill£: to:read. I did so, and after they took their leave, I noticed 
my client wrote in my autograph book: 

., , Chciro 'hastoldm.y ~tand future with wonderlulaceuracy, 
especially with regard Lo the immediate future, which he could 
not possibly have known. 

NEWCASTLF:." 

It was only when my visitors had gone that I :realized that the 
"Padre's" friend was none other man the gentleman who was the 
late Duke of Newcastle. 

Lord Pirie was aho one of my consultants. What a wonderful 
career, people exd<>im when his name is mentioned. 

There is probably no equal to such a sutCessful ha.ttle with fortune 
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 uW.o my reception room on one of my 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 he were to rdurn some other day. Through the 
hal£.-open door of my consultWg-Ioom, I heard the l"cply that was so 
characteristic of hiln. 

"When r have set my mind on something, I can ailord to wait for 
it," he said. "So, if you do not mind, I U!iU wait." 
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More than an hour had passed before I was free to see him. Wheu 
he did enter my coru;ulting·room, it was with a bright, cheery smile 
on bis face. which showed that he harboured no resentment at having 
been ublig-ed to wait. 

He put his hands out on tnr. table and said encouragingly: "Well, 
I wonder what you will be ab e to make out of me? " 

I sketched out the bard commencement Destiny forced hinfto pass 
through in his early years, then the snccess that came to him and the 
still greater positions that lay before him, and gave him dates when 
important happenings had occurred, and when others would occur. 

After the consultation, he checked the dates I had given of the past 
events, and spoke of the variow stages in his life to show how accurate 
my statements had been. 

On returning to Ireland, he wrote me the following letter: 

" DEAR 'CREIROo' 

QUEEN'S ISLA:!<D, 

BELFlIST. 

August L4Jh, l899. 

I really feel constmined to tell you trow much I enjoyed my 
interview with you on Friday last, and to hear so many facts 
respecting my past career from the lips 00. a perfect stranger was 
perfectly amazing. 

I was sceptk.a.l on the subject of the Study of the Hand when 
1 went to you, but your little sketch of my life ttOlll childhood 
until now was so wonderfully accurate, that I am bound to say 
I Wa:i tho.oughiy convin~d I was WI"ong ill my estin:uLtion of this 
Sc;icnce. 

In view of your baying so distinctly 5tated on Friday that I 
was about to receive a great honour, it is remarkable that I should 
have received a private intimation this moming that I am to 
have the hono:rary degree of LL.D. conferred on me by the Royal 
University of Ireland., Dublin-a distinction that I sh~!I regard 
as the greatest that has been bestowed upon me. 

If you are passing through Belfast, I hqpe you. will give me the 
pkasurc !;If shuwillg you round our wurks. 

Yours very truly, 
(Signed) W. ]. PIRIE." 

A year later I a~pted his invitation. TheBoer War was in progress 
and I wanted a ship to carry out the plans {If Princess de Montglyon, 
to transport laxge qnantities of biscuits and provi5ions to ~ soldiers 
in South Africa.. 1 went straight oveJ: to Harhmd and Wolff's, sent 
in my card to Mr. Pirie, and ~d the plan to him and what 
I wa.nted. He did not htSitate one moment. 

" I will have a boat at your ~ \Irhenever you are ready to 
load it at Liverpool," he said. 'Now that we have settled that 
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matter, come with DI.e and let me :fuliil the promise I made you in 
London." 

For over an hour he personally condutted me to every point of 
interest in those great shipyards ±ipyaros with which ~ had grown 
up and which are now fam(JUS the world over. 

Not many years later be was creatl!d Lord Pirie, and during his 
wonderful caIeex he has received some of the highest hOllIJUl'S that the 
King or nation can~. In ~pite 01 it all. howeve-, h~ always 
remained the same genial, kind-hearted., but eJl:ceptionally practical, 
man he was when I Jirst met him. 

AlthQugh he became PQ55e!I5O:t" of one of the handsomest IlU!llsions 
in Belgrave Square, I believe be prdcrrctllili; long. splendidly equipped 
office in the front of Oceanic House, with its walls covered with 
models of thQ5e great ships built by his firm, and where I often had 
the honour of seeing him inlat",r )'t:!lro. 

When I met Richard (" Boss ") Croker, he was the active head of 
Tammany Hall, New York, a. political organization that for power is 
without its equal in the worM. 

Croker confessed to having 1l. curiosity as to what I could tell him 
of the future, as he bad "heard his friend, Mr. W. T. Stead, speak 
of me:' 

Strange to say. what I told him was the very thinr;: which Ilt that 
time seemed to be most unlikely. 

I said he was " at the parting of the ways," and was about to 
relinquish his com.mand to Ulotmr and to exch nge his poJiti~al life 
for one of quietness and peace. 

He had evidently Ito intention oi doing so, and told me so very 
bluntly when I made my prophecy. 

Not :m.ore than a yew: later, however, he :rurpriacd everyone, with 
the exception of myself, by retiring and buying an estate in Ireland, 
where he bred a winner of the Derby and won the blue riba.nd of the 
Ellglish Turf with Orby. 



> • 





CHAPTER XXI 

A D1N11:!!:R WITH I.DU1S ~LTPPI!, DUKE: 011 O1U..&AN5 Aim 'PR&T8Ml)l!.R 
TO THE THRONE OF FRANCE. I Id:!!ET B~OM VON BISSING, THE 
INFA..'i:U. EULALIE OF 5P.t\lN, AND PRINCE Ar..lWUS Jf.AlU.GEORGE­
VlTCII OF SERVIA 

I HAVE a vivid recollection of a ,,-ery interesting dinner that 1 
had with the ill-fated Louis Philippe, Duke of OrleMus aDd Pre­
tender to the Throne of France, on boanl his yacht. when he 

discnssed with me the subject af Occultism aud displayed a remarkable 
knowledge of the Chaldean system of predicting future events by 
numbel"!:i. 

The dinner was perltxt. I iomtd the Duke a channing and unaffected 
companion, For some hours we discussed the interesting question of 
Kabalistlc Numbers, and I showed the Duke how remarkably they 
ruled in certain lives. I \-entnred to say that I feared his yOOl'9 wonld 
not pass 57, and his d..,ath has confirmed this. 

He was born hl l86g, the 6th of February, the }'"e3X adding to 24, 
2 and 4 equalling 6. In 188, he was finally exiled from his belQVl)d 
France, the addition of 188] again giving 6. On taking u.p a military 
career in England, he was appointed to the Goth Rifles, again a number 
6, with a zero added. lIe married the Archduchess Maria of Austria 
in 1896, and the addition gives 24, again the predominating 6. His 
last period of ill·health, "'Ilding in death, OOIIlIIleru:ed in J1IIlI'l, the 
sixth month. 

Concerning the misfortunes of his life, he was keenly sensible, and 
he spoke of himself as" fated." He had in his possession aremarkable 
thart Ilf the lives of his ances~, drawn up by the Abbe Thurvillier, 
the Astrologer of Paris, in 1656. It held out no hope of a restoration, 
although it c1f'arly showed gleams ot hope that were destined to be 
quenched in disa.ppointment. 

Tlw late Duke cherislled many curiuus su.~titions,. 
He was very much afraid of CIlts, and shared with Lord Roberts an 

almost painful aversion to them, He had also a hatred of green as a 
colour, and this fact was so well known to his miniature court that 
any ladies wearing that obnoxious colour were severely bB.rred 

About this tim", I met the lONely Princess Lavalia, one of the most 
bewitc.hin,g women in Paris in the nineties, who was introdnced to me 
by Lady Arthur Paget, ' 

The Princess was somewhat of a mystery, a. WJIJUIn at home in every 
capital. She Wa\! a bor:n gambler aDd would spend whole nights in some 
01 the chicgamblillg saloonsin thene.ighbourhood of tbeChamps Elys!' , 

She had had a long spell ofill-luck and had lost wsy hea.vUy. When 
r saw her in my consulting-room, the COll'VefI!ation tumed upon lucky 
and tmlw:ky days, and I found that unquestWu.bly .. 6 in any 
combination would be her fortunate number. 

Actins on my advice, she altered her style of roulette play from 
a random staking upon any number that caught her fancy, to strbes 

• n, 
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upon numbers that gave her a 6 in combination. The result was 
gratifying and she won bad!: her losses many times over. As Ii souvtnir, 
I po:>s:>e$li a valuable gift from the Prin<:;ess. 

It has been nunoured that the ex·Kaiser had long made a study of 
numbers in relation to Occultism, and has toyed with the idea that the 
"6-6-6 " mmrtioruld in the Book of Revelation referred to himself. 
H this number is added togethtU", it produces 18, which, if added, give!! 
the final digit of 9. the same as the ex·Kaiser'5 birth number, the 271h 
pf January. WhtlI the number 9 i!i the important cypher, the series 
number of 3, 6, and 9 governs the events of the life. These numbers 
work out very clearly in connection .... ith the Hohenzollern dynasty. 
Add together the figw-es of the fateful year, 19I4, it gives IS, the final. 
digit of which is a 6. 

[t was in 1904. a lovely spring afternoon, that a tall and smart­
looking gentleman, with a decided military appearance, stepped into 
my UlllSlllting-rQOll1 in Paris. He had a letter of introduction from 
a GermIll1 friend of mine, Prince von Putbus, a cousin of the ex-Kaiser. 
Speaking in excellent English. coru.idering his Teutonic origin, he saioi 
he desired to know something about the future. 

Baron von Btss.ing, for this was my vi~itor. had rather an fngaging 
personality. although ruthlessness and force were strongly in evidence. 

I could not help seeing, however, that a dark curtain would be 
drawn over his latter days. I indicated th~ as frankly as I could. 
I found, to my sUlpI'ise. that he had also studied the scil'llCC of munbo;rs. 
and added that he believed his days wvuld not be long. 

Our conversation drifted. to the Kuiser. at that tUlle enthroned a5 

the Great War Lord. He mentioned that the Emperor was very 
interested in Occnltism, and that in tbe library of Potsdam .... 'ere 
several 01 my books. 

FinaUy. he spoke 01 the theory of survivaJ after death. 
"No, 'Cheiro,' " he said emphatically, "when one is dead, it's tbe 

end-the finish. Nothing will ever convince me differently." He 
added witla a laugh, " If I chang~ Illy mind, ruin I am gUIle. I williel 
yo;ru know." The strange thing is he did let me hear from him abowl 
/q;() yl14n1 ufteT M did. 

One of my great friends in Paris was Madame Lambert de St. Croix, 
a lady of Spanish and English de!;l';l!nt, who ..... a5 an e.xceedingly clever 
and remarkable woman. 

She was Lady-in-Waiting to the Infanta Eulalie of Spain, aunt of 
Alfonso XIII, and used to attend her on her frequent visits to Paris. 
One day she gave a lunch in order that I might meet the Princess. 

The Infanta was a delightful perwn, 5pal'kliug like champagne, aI1d 
full of witty sayings. She insisted that r should read her hands, whicb 
I did In return she gave me a signed impression of a print of bel 
beautifully ionned binds. 

She Wld me mllny interening tbilJ&S about the Court in Spain­
how extremely supenllitious King Alfonso was" and what dread hi 
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had of unlu&:y dAys. It will be remembered that a dastardly attempt 
was made upon his Vo-edding day to explode a bomb beneath hi9 
~aniagc. He had said before the wedding that the day w\\5 iU-omened. 
a fact he learned from the extraordinary Spanish friar, Philipo Stclaw, 
a my.ltcrio[lS professor oi the occult. 

The Infanta asked me if I would work out a chart of the life of the 
Spanish monarch, and I gladly complied \\ith her request. I was 
struck by the cWlStant hoverings. of disa·;.ter, and yet the suc:ce&ding 
ahnost miraculous escapes. It is common knowledge that again and 
again the throne of Spain bas been said to be tottering; again and 
again, too, ~5a5Sin5 have menaced the King. But the danger passed, 
notably when he fated the peril of a horrible death at Barcclona, 
going smilingly to his hotbed of anarchy, although. his Prime Mjn;sttT 
threw up his hands in despair and said: " You will never COllle back 
alive." My prediction to the Infanta was that the King would hold 
his tluone until the year 1931, in that year he woold fly from Spain 
and by doing so save his life. 

Incidently it may be mentioned that the 1athlll' err Alfonso was 
lihot on his honeymoon, while driving with his bride, who, as Princ'zs 
Maria. de las Mercedes, created a furore by her wonderful beauty when 
she came to London just before the marriage. 

Prince Alexis Karagec>rgevitch coosul~d me after he had made his 
p:llIlIS to go to America to bI: wanied there, to the wealthy heiress of 
the Swift millions. whom he had met some months previously in Pari8. 

I did not know to whom I was talking. but after an examination of 
his haru:ls. I told him very decidedly that the jonm~y he was about 
to take oould only end in disappointment, and that he .. 'OUld not 
marry for many years, and then only after a great tragedy had altered 
the position and fortunes of his family. 

Notwithstanding my war:n.ing, he went to America., and met with 
disappointment in his marriage plans, exilCtly as I had predicted. 

Years P-<ls>ed, and the :family tfllgedy I had foretold ttrok place in 
the horrible murdo::!" of the Serbian monarch and Queen Draga. his 
e<m.~. Following upon this double assassination, Prince Alexis' 
cpusin became Kint Peter of Serbia. 

Prince Alexis was thus lifted into the position of being cousin to a 
ruling monarch, and shortly afterwards he marriM. a 'VI'!11' channing 
and wealthy American lady. 

Again he came to me in PanR, and I predicted that his country 
would soon be drawn into war and would be practically Slfi'q)t away 
in the upheaval. 

That prediction was fulfilled by the world·shaking tragedy of the 
War. To-day the Serbian Royal Family is impoverished. 

The last time J saw him he was with his eharrn.ing wife on a visit 
to London, and as he said good-bye, he added: 

" Every prediction you have made has been fulfilled to the letter, 
I Wtmder " theza he smiled and left me. 



CHAPTER XXl[ 

AN AMUS[NG EXPERIENCE WITH SIR EIUlESl' SHACXLETON, THE 
EXPLORE!!.. A NIGHT WITH FLAJi[/IlARION, THE Cl!.lJaRAT£D 
ASTR<JNOIa:R, IN Twt OIlSIlRVATORY AT JUVISY 

I HAD a very amusing experience with Sir Ernest ShacJdetrm, the 
faml'm.!l Antarctic explorer, and one so unlike what my readers 
could imagine that bhrll and hearty sailor going in for, that I 

am ~ they will enjoy it a!I much a~ I did at the end. Before he CfIIlle 

to we me. Sir Ernest had, I believe, the fixed idea in his mind that 
I told my visitors a.<; much from their appearance as from their hands. 

In order to baffte me, he got a lady to ring up my secretary and fix 
an appomhnent for a certain siternoon (February roth. 1912). Accord­
ing to her account. a famous tennr would come to consult me, and to 
throw me mill more off my guard. &he requested that I wonld have 
no window:! open, so as to endanger his sitting in a. current of air_ 

When the appointed hour arrived. a "-elY lX"CUliarly dressed WEIll, 

made his appearance. He had a curious kind of black coat with II. 

cape thrown across hi!! sbouldern such as one a.<;sociates with artistes 
and singeu in the Latin Qnarter of Paris; the lower part of his face 
.... 'U coveroo. by a we1l-cut beard and moustache of the vandyke style 
which Inlltclrod a. handsome ho::ad of blond bair. 

To make the disguise all the more complete, my strange visitor 
spoke with a foreign accent and had II. large roll of music that he laid 
very carefully on the table by his side_ 

When at last he spread out his halloo bclore me. I quickly :forgot 
my visitor's artisti<; appca.mnce and plllllged ahead into a dC5C1'iption 
of the characteristics as shoWIl by his very clearly marked hands, the 
leading points being, that in the first place he was a born " leader of 
men," a man as brave as a lion, one woo courted and loved danger as 
fewzmm W<mld dare, and one who at that momCllt of his life shl.)uid be, 
from all the indications of his hands. p1a Oiling one of the most hazardous 
enterprises of his career. 

He could not restrain himself from asking a question. "Will it b! 
successful, Monsieur? .. he !lll..id. 

" OnIyin the way that you will eSCllpe losing your life while engaged 
in it," was my reply . 

.. And after 1 " he asked . 
.. After, you will carry oot another enterprise exactly sllnilar, and 

it ~ while m,\gaged in this second one, that then, I fear yoo will lose 
your life. in or about your forty-eighth year." 

"InteItl6ting, eventful, hazardous life, I suppose you would sum 
it up." he laughed_ 
"Ye~," I said. "Just such a one as would suit Sha.ckletl.)n, the 

"""=." 'to my astonishment. my visitor removed his false beard and ..... ig . 
.. W~," hfl said, "as you evidently don't tell th~e things by the face 
you may as well know now that I am Sbackleton." 

'" 
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We met many times after that iuterMing afternoon. and 1 have 
his letter before me as I write now, wishin&: Im the fo1JowiDg Christmas 
the best of good luck and at the same tune telling me that he had 
arranged for Ius expedition to try and disoover the South Pole to sail 
the following July, 1914. 

Everyone knov."S the results of this great effort; :from his second 
expedition he nm>er retumed, but 1k5 buried at the gateway of the 
Antan:tic. I 

I was indebted to myoId friend, the Marquis d'Oyley, for an intro­
duction to the famous French Astronomer, M. Camille nammarion, 
and a little later I recdvcd lUI invitation to go and dine with him and 
Madame Flammarioll MI famiiJe in their apartment near the celebrated 
Observatory in Jllvisy on the outskirts of Paris, 

It was an interesting t'!',",ming for me; I not only met the most 
famous Astronomer of the age, hut I persuaded him to talk on 
his favourite study cf Stars and Planets for the best part of two 
hours. 

He then questioned me as to my 0WIl study and also on the system 
of Astrology I llseo in connection with my work. Finally, I read his 
own wonderful hands, and a..~ a sOllvenir of our meeting, he gave me 
a signed copy of his book called rIra1li<l which had just been published. 
On the front page of it he wrote: "Au savant Chiroma,ncien ' Cheiro ' 
sympathiquc homage, Fia.m.marion." 

Shortly afterwards he invited me to go with him to the Observatory 
and '\Ce, through one of the largest tclescopes then in the world, those 
planets we had been talking &0 much a.bout. So, one magnificent 
night in June, a night I shall never forget, high up in the Observatory, 
we watched the stars rising and setting for hourn, until the dawn 
=,. 

It was a memorable evening for me. Our conversation had turned 
from the wonders of }.jature to the probabilities of Life after Death, 
and my host listened with rapt a.ttention to some of my eJtperiences 
in research work in Spiritualism, and I believe I was the means of 
stimulating hi5 intere.~t in such things. His investigations in Telepathy. 
Spiritualism, and such subjects had already dated back many Y£<U"l'. 
He lately gave the world several remarkable books on the subject, 
such 119 those recently pUblished in London by Fisher Unwin & Co., 
Daafh ani il~ My~tery, and another volume called. A~"M~ Momenla! 
Daath. 

Camille Fla.mmarion does not hesitate to state boldly and clearly in 
these works, not only that" communication with those woo have 
passed to the [.rea.t Beyond. "is a proved fact, but also that the futUI"fI 
can be seen and foretold by those who have a spedal gift in that 
diw;:tion. On page 3I1I of his book Dealh antl as Mystery, after 
giving IillUIy examples of proved cases in which future events were 

, SiJ: Ernest Shadcl~n waa bol1I. February ISth, J~H' diod ~Ih laa",...,.. 19oa, 
"';'!hln a IWmIh gr bla +Stb y ...... 
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foreSC"!l and predicted in advance, this great scientist and thjnker 
writes, " conclusion--lhe ftWr~ CoZ1\ be seell," 

Again on page. 221 of the same book, he writes, " future eventll can 
undoubtedly be seen in advance," and be gives examples he had 
collected from priests, lawyers, doctors, and aninent people to prove 
his statement. 

He has himself recently passed to "the Great Beyond" where I 
feel sure he is continuing his investigations. 



CHAPTER XXIlI 

J1(YW 1 MET THt; LAm SIR l!.DWARlt MARSRALL RALL, Q.c. I AM NEARLY 
YADE A CQ-RESPONtlENT 1:-1' THE DIVORCE COURT. A CURIOUS 
EXANPLE OF CLAIRVOYANCE 

I FIRST:met Sir Edward Hall (at that time Mr. Marshall Hall, 
Q.C.) under rather unu:;ual circumstance!. I had been subpoenaed 
as a witness in Kdgbley yeIllUS Modun Society.' The famous 

Queen's Counsel was the leading ool.lll&cl for the d.efend,,"~ and my 
evidence was called on the .side of the plaintiff. 

Briefly the CMIl was a.~ follows: 
About this time a Palmist had started with a great flourish of 

trumpets in Bond Street and had annonnced himself as the " greatest 
Palmist in the World," etc. He had as a secretary a woman who 
called hcr:oclf Mrs. Cornwallis, whDSe name had unfurtunate1y a few 
years lodorc been mixed up y,ith a man called Calian, implicated in 
the alleged attempted murder mystery of one Hubert Birkin at 
TangieTs. 

Madern Sacidy, in a burst of rp.ligious zeal for the exposure of 
Palmists in general, had in an article mixed this woman up with the 
man's rightful wife, Mrs. Keighley, and the much abused wife had 
defended her honour by brWgiJJ.g an action for libel and suing Il-ffJd~ 
SocilJiy for £1000 damages. 

As I wa~ in the position of being able to iolentify Mrs. Keigbley as 
the man's real wife and of testifying as to her honourable reputation 
and toot she could not possibly be mistaken for MIS.. Cornwallis, wben 
the case came on I was called as a witness. 

I had never, even out of curiosity, seen the inside of a Court 
of Jnstice before, and I felt extremely nervous when from my 
seat at the back of the court, I heard the name "Cheiro" called, 
and I found the plainti:tf's solicitor ushering me into the witness-box. 

"You will have the redoubtable MEU"Sha.i1 Hall to cross examine 
you," he whis~red, " for G<..Od's sake kttp your head." 

Such a warning was enough to have made me "lose my head" 
t.wice over, and youth as I was, only a little over t~ty, I only wonder 
I did not drop dead with fright. 

I remember well how very earnestly I took the oath, " to tell the 
truth and nothing but the tmth," kissed "the Book," then turned 
and faced the dreaded, Q.C. 

Marshall Hall was already standing up, Joc·king at me with a 
curious, sarcastic, ironicaJ. expression on his face that pulled 
me together as nothing else could. He was the handsomest Q.C. 
I believe at the Bar, and 10 my mind as I stood there he FUmed 
a kind of intellectual god calling me ~re the judgment sea.t of 
Truth. 

What passed between us was so clearly set (JIlt in the leading papers 
of that date, that I cannot do better than quote II.lI'Jtice of that part 
of the case as it appeared. 
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"CRlURO" HITS BACK 
SrnlE AMUSING PASSAGES WITH 

MR. MAR5RALL HALL. 

" The ~ll-knOWIl ' Cheiro' was the I\tlxt witne!l!l. All he could 
add to the cvideru:c was, that when he saw the article in MfJiem 
SCIddy he took it as referring to the plaintiff. 

"There were several passages of arm.s betv.-een this witness 
and Mr. Manhall Hall, co~l ror the defendants, in which 
'Cheiro' did not by any means get the worst of it." 

Mrs, Keighley v,"()n her case, the jury gave judgment in her favour 
with frooo damages and oosts. 

And now comes the sequel to my first appearance in court, a sequel 
that in itself throws more light on the magnanimous side of M!ushall 
Hall's chamctCl" and his SportSilullIlilu: uature than anything else that 
I might write. 

That same evening r happened to be dining at the Carlton with 
Major Al=der Davis and hi!! daughter, who later became Lady 
Fletcher Moulton. After dinner we were sipping our ooliee on the 
teTTa.Ce of the Palm Garden next the restaUrElIlt clltrancc. when my 
opponent of the morning. Marshall Hall, with two gentlemen passed 
out. 

Again hi!! eyt'.5 met mine, but this time tbere WaJ; a. friendly smile 
in them. Apologizing for intruding, he asked if be could have a 
moment with me. 1 stood up. he held out bis hand . 

.. < Chlliw,' " he said. " aitcr our battle this morning let us be good 
friends and shake hands, and let me also congratulate you as being 
the only witness I can remember ..... ho up to now got the better of me." 

Very warmly we shook bands, then to my amazement he 2dded: 
" I want to come and consult yon myself, when can you give me 

an appointment? .• 
We fured it up for the following day at five o'clock. Punctually to 

the moment he arrived. I read his hands, he took notes 0-1 every word 
I said. 

Our next meeting was in hiB chambers in the Temple. I wu worried 
and in great anxiety j a teIl'wle blow had as suddenly as a ,. bolt h Olll 
the blue " fallen Oil nu: and cwnpietely up5et my plans. 

I had signed an agIeemelIt with the famous MaiO!: Pond of New 
Y w:'lL to sail to luneri.ca. in tne coming September and deliver a series 
of leetnres in the principal cities 0-1 the States. 

I bad inserted notices in TM Times _and Morning P~d ~f .my 
-~~---~-..., --r----' .,--- - .,- -_. -- .. _-- --- -~ ... -- .-----." 
paper that all men dtead tile most, namely. a cit4li~n M CIM'ISpoMtPlt. 
:wnere~d I go to ask advice ? ManhaJ.] Hall. Q.C., came into my 

mmd, and Without hesitation I drove to his chambers and lent in my 
name, 

I was not kept waitiug a momerr.t. r was Uiheted Into hie priVl.te 
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room. with its magnificent view o.f the Tew.pk Gardens and the TIuunes 
Embankment. 

Mu&ball Ha.Il sat at a long table in the centre of the room, with a 
pile o.f pa.pers in bis hands that he was rapidly going through. 

I looted at him., 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 tl!..Wk. He threw down the papers 
and with a hearty hand-shake, he uclaimed : 

" Gn~at heavens, ' Cheiro: ""hat'e the matter, you look as if you had 
!;ten a ghost ? " 

" I wish it were only that," I answered. " but it is ten times WOISe. 
I have come to ask if you will help me out of tbis awful tbing," and 
laid thc citation on the tabk before him. 

Very gravely he read it throuSh, then with a kindly humm expression 
in his eyes, he said: 

" I am very sorry" aDd then under bis breath, he added, " Gnilty, 
of course." 

I hardly knew' what to answer for a moment. I W'IU still very young. 
very inexperienced in the world. and most terribly frightened o.f the 
Law in every shape and fOlIll. I am sure r looked" guilty," for he 
very gently pushed me into a. chair md with a quiet la.ugh said : 

" Well, don't be frightened, better men than you have bem in the 
same po~ition, but let us hope the W<.>maIl was at least pretty." 

" But there was no \\'omaJl." I blurted out. 
" Nonsense." he laughed, " how can you be a co-respondent without 

a woman. Come on now, ten me all about it." 
As quickly as po!sible, I told him all I knew. I admitted the lady 

had ca.Iled to see me about once a week; I also admitted that seeing 
my approaching departure annOUllCcd in the paper:;;, that she had 
called to say goo,lbye, but at the same tune I assured him on my 
word oi honour that she had been nothinS more to me than one of my 
ordinary clients. 

"]t ",ill Ilpset all your plans of goin8 to the States in September:' 
Marshall Hall said. "My advire to you is-wait about till the case 
cwnes on; if you go to America they will plead you ran away. "''hen 
the case oomes on you C!Ul depend on my acting as your counsel. If 
you don't koow any solicitor 1 will give YOll my card to a reliable man, 
who will iJnmediately get in COJltact with the petitioner's lawyers. 
Then take my advice, go and have a good holiday and wait for 
developments " 

I could hardly thank him enough. for his~. 1 took. h1i! c.atd. 

see the solicitor he had recommended. 
I found Mr. Fairbrother of Messrs. Fairbrother, Ellis & Co., Craigs' 

Court, m.ost lI]Impa.thetit ~d Jdnd. MarshEill Hall had added to hill 
goodnftss by telephoning that I was coming. :Mr. Fairbrother read 
the citation through and althoagh most sympathetic, appP'lw vf$'j 
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sceptical of my denial oi the charges brought ~n.~t me. It was in 
vain I pleaded that I only r~ded the lady in question as on ... of my 
ordinary clients. 

" Nonsense," he said. "An O!'dinary client would not have come 
on an awrage (If say ~ every fortnight for the past six months," 

" I oou1d not prevent her," I pleaded, " and on one of those special 
dates they mentIon, when she must have been iollOWf'-d by detectiw.s, 
she only came to say GOOd-bye, and did not remain longer than ten 
minutllS with me; surely that disproves the charge." 

"Not one bit," he laughed. "With the epidemic of divorce at the 
present moment a good old-faijhiolled British jury might take it mto 
their heads that t~n minutes was quite 10JJg enough for you to have 
heel! guilty ten times over. 

"Was the door of your consulting-mom open? " 
"No, of course, it ",,'as shut," r answered. 
" Did you receive a:ny letters frcm the lady ~ " 
" Yes, I had piles of them. " 
" Never kept letters fmm ladies, [suppose you will say next." 
[ kn!)W I flushed scadet. "Yes," I <Ldrnitt~d, "I did keep them, 

but tho:y were beautifulletlers." 
" Of course they were. Ladies' lp.ttf!Tl\ under such ciTCUll1l5tanCf!i 

always are. You had better bring the pile down here and let me see 
them..." 

" I am sorry I won't be able," I answered, "the whole packet was 
stolen from my desk in the last few days." 

" Indeed," was all he said, hut at the same time he looked as if he 
did not believe me. Then he added, "]t'5 quite a pity about those 
beautiIul1etters, they might ha~ been int€l"E'sting if read out in court." 

After a few more questions, he pu~hed the citation into his desk. 
" I will get in touch with the petitioner's solicitors and will send for 
you in a few days. Good-bye, don't worry too much about it." 

In about a. week, :'!-lr. Fairbrother sent for me. "This case is not 
as simple as it looks," W(;re the first words I was greeted with; "it 
appears this lady kept a diary·-a most indisr;rect thing for any y .. omaII 
to do and in this diary she Tt'corded very freely her emotions whenever 
she saw you. All very flattering for you, my young friend-b"' 
rather compromising, and may require a good deal of exp1anation. 
Do you remember a fancy-dress ball at Covent Garden on the night 
of JnM ltd? " 

.. Yes, indeed, 1 do." 
" Do yQU remember anytlUng rather romantic that happened, such 

as dancing with a veiled lady or anything like that? " 
.. Yes," I said, "but what can that have to do with the case ~ 

There was a lady in an Eastern costume 60 veiled I could not see her 
face; she W2S an excellent dancer and I had several waltzes with her." 

" Was tMre anything el6e that impraa!ed the cha.rming dancer on 
:t-our memmy ? .. 
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" Yes, she never spoke a word the whole time, DO matter what I 
said she Dever answered. She attJ'll.cted me all the m.ore for that 
reason." 

" On youe word of honour, you never !mew who she was ? " 
" On my word of honottt, I have no idea who she was. I even went 

to the wllowing fancy ball hoping to meet her again." 
Mr. Fairbruthcr pushed back his glasses. He was the true type of 

lawyer that I dOll't believe anything could sutprise. Very quietly. he 
said: 

"Would you be interested to learn, that it appears the veiled ladY' 
you danced so mru:h with 'Wlll; none other than the respondent in tlM! 
present case 1 Now, tell me exactly what you remember as to the 
finish of the evening, did you drive the lady heme or anything like 
t.hat f .. . 

" No. not exactly that, I lost the lady that I had dam:ed with about 
three o'clock in the morning. I searciled the place huping to find her. 
At last I thought I saw her havio;; a glass of champagne at the refresh­
ment oounter, ber b3d: was tawards me, and a...~ I imagined her veil 
would be up, I thought it would be a chance to see her face. I stole 
up beside her, but just as I was about to speak, a. man dressed as 
Mephi5to :ot1'111:k me w::ross the face. 110st my head and hit him back 
as hanI as I could, he dropped to the Boor, and two lOCJl in fum:y dress 
carried him away." 

" Well, what happeIred then? " 
" r turned t() apologize to the lady. I found to my horror I bad 

m.&de a. mistake, that though dre5Y!d in a very similar costume and 
the same type of figure, she was not the lady I had beeu dancing with. 
I hardly knew what to do, she said she ,vas leaving the ball and that 
the least amends 1 could make would be to driw her home. I Wl\3 glad 
to get awaymyseU-so I did so." 

" Where did you drive her to ( " 
"To the Savoy Hotel." 
" And ? " 
" There was no 'and: Mr. Fairbrother. I had rea.c:bed a. full ~top, 

that was all. The lady went np to her room, I went out by the 
Embankment entrance on the other side of the hotel, took a <:ab and 
got home as soon as I conJ.d." 

"Have you any idea of the lady's )lame whom you so gallantly 
drove to the Savoy? ,. 

" No, not the faintest, I did 1I0t dream of asking her." 
"Rather a pity, my friend; if you had. it might save you a lot of 

trouble." 
" What on earth do you mean? .. [ asked. 
" Simply this; the man you struck wa.s the co-respondent's hnsb:md, 

the two men in costume who carri~d him away were his own private 
detectives; they had watched you dancing nearly all the evening with 
the nilfld lady, who was his wife. The husbalKi followed you. to the 
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refreshmCIJt rOWD., and believing you were going to spt:ak to hill wife, 
strod: you in the face. A few minutes later )'QU were seen driving off 
lIoith a lady in Eastern costume, the detectives followed: in their 
report they mate that you Wffe seen to enter the Savoy with the lady, 
and though they watched till morning, ytnf weu 11M sun Al ISI2In tJi~ 
Mkl; of ooune they did not tbink of the other exit. Worse still, the 
man's wife Wall actually stopping that night in the same hotel and 
was registered there, openly W1.der her QWIl name, If you could lind 
who the other lady was, it would certainly clear you, but wltlwut her 
ev:ilience, considering the diary, the packet of letters which I believe 
they have got, and a11the cirC1llllStanres--the case is beginning to 
look very serions fOT you, I am afraid." 

., But I am perfectly inn!K:ent, I swear I am, Mr. Fairbrother." 
"You may be, but you will have to persuade a British jury that 

you are, and that may not be 50 easy. In any case, the petitioner ~ 
so furious that he is absolutely determi.ued to bring you in Il$ co­
respondent." 

" Well, what do you advise me to do ? " 
"Do! You can do nothing, but wait. Give up your tonr in the 

States, baw: a good rest at some seaside place for the rest of the 
summer, get yourself in good form, and make the best light you can 
when the case is called after the courts open next October, that's all 
the advice I can give yon at present." 

.. But wru;.n the case d0e5 come on," I begged, "suppose the co­
respondent swears it is all a mistake. that I had nothing to do with 
liu, ne"'eT stopped in the Savoy and so on, won't that end it? " 

Yr. Fairbrother laughed, "Suppose," he said, "she gives her 
evidence badly---supp0!5e you are not believed, suppOlle she is divorced, 
wba.t then 1 A man oi honour is expected to many the woman he 
bas compromised. I may be drawing up your marriage settlement 
next." 

" I bope not," I said. « I don't want to marry." 
" Well. what do the lines of your band say about it ? "he chaffed . 
•• They say I won't be married till late in lile," I answered quickly. 
"Well. then, my friend. as yon have so little belie! in the Law 

-yon had better tmst to Fate to get you out of the mess you are . " ill. 

I thanked the (lId gentleman for his advice, but I walked away 
with a very heavy heart, wondering if }'ate would indeed help me 
oot. 

I did go to the seaside. lor I wanted to get out of London, away 
frOlll anyone I knew gO I went across the Channel toBoulogne-sur-Mer 
fur the rest of the swnmer. August came to a dose and I was pLCparing 
to return to London with no happy anticipations of going bark. To 
me, those great buildings of the Law Courts that I had so often stopped 
to admire, now cast a shadow over London that I coold not ~et a.way 
from. Of course, it is only 1:ho&e who have ~enced what' waiting 
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for the case to come OIl " m.can~. who may realize what my feelings 
were. I was too sensitive, I knew, yet it was that very sensitive­
n€!!l!l by which I had )iV€d and made whatever success I had. I 
realized the ahllolntll torture I would undergo in the witness-box, hut 
the one thing I clung to waB, that Marshall Hall had agllled to btl on 
my side. 

As the !ieason at Boulogne drew to i18 close, the sands became more 
crowded than ever, and like many other.!, I was in the sea nearly all 
day. 

One very hot afternoon, the boat !rom England lmlded an unusually 
large number of visitors: many of them came to the b[1thing-p1ace to 
have a dip before returning by the evening boat. 

I was in the water as usual, swimming about, when I noticed a 
woman not -very :far off getting into diificulties she must be from 
England, I thought, from the unOO,:oming costUIlll! she wore. I had 
judged rightly, in Illloili<.:r moment she was HOUIldering about out of 
her depth and the good old English word" belp, help" came from her 
lips between each gulp of ~1t water. 

In a few strokes I reached her; seiring her by the neck of ber very 
solid-looking bathing dress, I lrept her head out of water and got her 
in towards the sands. 

She was fainting ",ith fright, so I hulf tarried ber close in to the 
shore. 

Standing bdore us. and not ten yards away. stood two men both 
actively engaged in taking snapshots-not oI 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, bnt the woman, 
who could shr. be? Not the fair respondMt surely; no, but someone 
so like her that a few yards away one might easily be deceived. I 
looked down, I thought I had seen her face before. I looked again. 
Yes, the other ".;'Oman in the Eastem tostWD.e at the Covent Garden 
bal1~the lady I had driven batk to the Savoy. 

Fate had indeed been good to me. The detectives returned to 
London to develop their snapshots. believing they had snapped the 
respondent and myself together. 

Rl!5ult, in a few days, a letter from Mr. Fairbrother giving me the 
good news that the petitioner had ",ithdra.wn his clJarges, apologized, 
and agreed to pay all my costs and expenses up to date. 

I sailed to the States in September after all, took over my di5Carded 
lecture tour that had been eancelled, and ha.ve had no mme" dtatioll5 " 
to enliven my memoin; and for whicil I trust Fate will accept my 
humble, but wry gr,dejul Ma_ks. 

Very recently, Six Edward Marshall Hall, hearing r 'WaS about to 
pnblish my reminiBCente!l, sent me over the following IWtes which he 
had jotted down after his interview with me in I8g9. 

He headed them "The Prevision" and " The Fulfilment," and I 
publisb there notes en.ctly R8 he sent them to me. 
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refrMhment room, and believing you were going to speak to his -y,.;fe, 
struck you in the face. A few minHte~ later you were ~een driving off 
with a lady in Eastern costume, the detectives followed; in their 
report they state that }"Ou were seen to enter the Savo~· with the lady, 
and though thE:)' watclied till morning, you W/J1'C not sun 10 Icuoe /JuJ 
hokl .. of ~ou~e they did not think of t1w I!th~Tcxit. Wor.;c ~til1, the 
man's wiie was actually stl!pping tbat night ill tile ~aIllc hotel anu 
.... <'I..~ r"'gi~t<m'lrl there, openly UJH.kr her own name. H you coll1n find 
who the other lany wa.~, it would ceTtainly dear YOll, hut withm.t her 
evidence, considering the diary, the packet of letten; which I helieve 
they bave got, and all the ciIT.l11mtances-the case is beginning to 
look very serious for you, I am afraid." 

" But I <!.Ill perfectly innocent, I sv,-ear I a.TJl, 11r. Fa1rbwthcr." 
" You may be, but you will have tu pL'IsuadC' a British jury that 

you an', amI that may nut "Ix: so t'a,y. III any <:a~~, the p~titioll~r is 
~o fllTious thJ.t he is abi;oiutely <.ktennined to bring you in as co" 
respondent." 

" Well, what do you advj~e me to no? " 
.. Do I You can do nothing, hut wait. Give up your tour in the 

State3, have a good rEst at some seaside placc for the rest of the 
summer, get younelf in good form, and make the best fight you ~[lJl 
wheu tilOO ease is called aner the courts open next October. thai's all 
the advice I ~an give yon at present." 

"But when tllC Ca!.C do~ CWIll' on," I bC"gged, "suppose the co­
n:~pr}lldellt ~wear~ it is all <l mist,,-ke. ilut 1 hau notlunt; to do I,jth 
her, never ,;topper] in til<" Savoy ,\lid so Oil, won't lh.l: end it ; " 

Mr. Fairbrother laughed, ,. Suppo,p," he said, ., she gives her 
f.vi(lence badly-suppoge you are not bdieved, sl1ppMe ~he iR divorced, 
'what then 1 A man of llOllOur is ~xpect"d to marry the v,<)man he 
ha~ compromised. I may be drawillg up your marriage settlement 
Ile;>::t. " 

" I hupe not," I saiu. " I dun't want to marry. " 
" Well, what do uJe lines of yOUl hawl say al,.<nl it ? " he chafku. 
"They ~ay I won't be manied till 11.te iulift.,'; I an;.w~n'<l quiddy_ 
"Well, then, my frit'nd, 3<; yon hJV>' sn littlp belief in tlj~ L~w 

-yOll h:>.d better tru.~t to Fate to get you out of tbe mess }~)!J aT<': 
• •• m. 

T thanked the (lId gentleman for his advice, but I walked away 
with a very heavy heart, wondering iI Fate would indeed help me 
out. 

I did go t<) the seaside, lor 1 wu.nted to gct out of London, away 
from anyone 1 kncw-so I W~lIt acw"" tlH~ Cilauncl to Boulognc-sur"Mu 
for the rcst of the summer. AugllSt Cllme lo a c]u:,c WlU I WIIS prl.'parillli 
to rdum to London with 110 happy :mticipatiollS of gojng bad_ To 
me, those great buildings of tbe Law r .... llrt~ that I had so olleJl stopped 
tn adrnite, uow ca5t a o,hadow over I,ondon that 1 could not get away 
from. Of course, it is only thQS€ who haw experienced what .' waiting 
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fOI the casc to COIl\~ on " means, wlJ.<! lUOly realize what my feelings 
were. I 'N'lS too sensitivf', I kn('W, yet it was iliat wry SCJl';itive· 
llP.~~ hy which I had liv~d ann made whalever success 1 had. I 
realized the ahl;olut~ torture I would nnrlergo in the witneos-hDX, hut 
the one thing I dung to wa;;, tha.t Marshall Ha.1I har! agreed to be on 
roy side. 

As the Sl;ason at Bouloglle drew to its close, the sands became more 
crawoJed thall I..-""",r, and like nmny oth(!cs, I was in the sea nearly all 
dav. 

One very bnt :tfternoon, the boat from England Iml(.led an unusually 
hrg~ number of visitor~; many of them came to lhe balhillg'pl;u:c to 
have a dip before returning by the evening boat. 

I wa;; in the water as usual, sv;imming abont, when I noticed a 
woman not very far oil gettlng into difilculties-she must be from 
England, 1 thought, from the llnbe~oming c~turne she wore. I had 
juUgoo rightly, ill alluth~r mOIIl~llt she Wa.'> floundering about out of 
h~r depth m;d the good old Ent:;ish ,",on} "Ill'll'. help" Clliile from her 
lip" bdw/',~n ~.1."h gulp of f..'ilt water. 

In a. fev; strokes I reached hr.r; reizil1~ h~r hy tht"": n~(.k of h",r V<1ry 
stolid-looking bathing dress, I kept her head 01..11 of water and g.:>t her 
in towards the sands. 

She was fainti)]g with fright, so I half (arried her close in to the 
shore. 

Standing bdorc us. flmi not tell yanls away. stood two rncn both 
activdy ~'llgal;ed ill taking s"ap~h"ts --uat of thc bca(;h with its >rrray 
of beautibJ balhers, bUl of myself =d the half·fainting woman by 
my ~if!e. One glcmc~ ttllrl 111" th<"Y wem .-iet.er.tiv('s, hut th,., wom;}n, 
v.i"tO I"":onld ~hr hf..? ~ot th,., fair T~ndent ~ur~ly; Iltl, hut ~omeone 
so like her that a few yards away one might easily be deceived. I 
looked down, I thought I had seen her face before. I looked again. 
Yes, the other \Voma,n in the Eastern costume at the Cove)]t Garde)] 
ball-the lady I had drIVen bOlCk to the Savuy. 

Fate had indc~d been good tu m..,. TILe dct~ctiveo; returned to 
Londol) to t1evdop their ~l!ap~Jl(.,ts, be1ievu.g thq had ~napped the 
respondent anu myse-lftogether. 

Resulr, in a f~w days, a letter fwm Mr. Fa.irbrother giving me the 
go(}d news that the p~titionFT h.'1rl withdr:tl\"ll hi.., ~harge~, apologized, 
and agreed to pay all my wsts and e:t,:penses up to date. 

I sailed to the 5tates in September after ail, took over my discarded 
lecture tour that had been cancelled. and have had nomore" citations " 
to enllven my memoirs and for which 1 tmst Fatc will accept my 
humble, bllt very grateful thanks. 

Very rcC<.'ntiy, Sir Edward :Marshall Hall, hearing I was aboul to 
publi~h my rvmiJljs~eJ!c~s, 5I.'l1t ru~ uv~r the following note~ which he 
had jotted down afler It.i~ interview with me in J1l99. 

He headed them "The Prevision" and" The Fulfilment," and I 
publish these notes exa<::t1y as he sent them to me. 
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THE PllEVlSIO!< 

"Nares jotted ~"D. after my Interview with 'Cheiro' In 1899' 
Cheiro' then said: • I see something so vividly that I feill bound to 

ten yw of it, though at the same time it seems to :me of su<:h small 
importance. and in fact so imp:lSsible that I hesitate.' I asked him 
to tell me what he saw, he repli .. -d: . The whole thing is so anomalous 
that I r..annot make it out. I see you standins on the balcony of what 
loo\a; like a large country house with a big garden below and big 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 
Iamps--what makes it still stranger is that there are thousands of 
poop1e trampling down the flower-beds and looking up at the balcony. 
and you are apparently trying to sprok or actmilly s.peaking. There 
are se.era! people on the balcony, men and women, and the faces of the 
crowd an very "''hite in the strong light. Beside you Gn yOW' left is 
/J U'OmIIn, _en shorlu than you are, waving a whitt. pGtktJ-haHdAerchUf 
in her kft Mnd and the people below are shouting. That is wbat I 
see, bnt what it means is more than 1 can tell you.' 

" After this he told me much mQre about various matters and then 
the impressions of my hand C<IIIU! back aJ1d we compared them with 
those in his book. Chciro's LAnguage of tM Hand. which he aftenvanis 
gave me." 

THE FULFILME.NT 

.. In August 1900 I had declined to stand as a candidate for Parlia­
ment, and this although I had received three invitations to do so. I 
had gone down to Ellen Teny's cottage at Winchelsea. with my wife 
and dauptc'C to play golf at Rye. 

"One day as I was playing golf. 1 sa ..... my groom coming toward,. 
me with a telegram which he had brought from Winchelsea. It was 
from Sjr Edward Carson asking me to come to London at once to meet 
Lord Derby. 

" Knowing he would not send !ru~h a. wire unless it was important 
I replied that I would come and I went the next day, and thereupon 
was asked to fight the Southport seat at the next election. 

"I was shooting with Hudson Kearley {Lord Devonport) at Marlow 
and had to leave early to Cll.tch a train at Liverpool Street for the 
North where I was guing to shoot the ncxt day. My intention was to 
scIld a wire from LiveIpOOl Street annOWlCing my refusal to stand for 
Southport. but my train on the G.WR. 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-I fell asleep in my comer back 
to the engine and after a time woke up to find wbat seemed an endless 
line of trucks running on a parallel line in the same direction as we 
werb going. I watched and watched, and fast as we were going it 
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took a long time to overtake them. "''hat they were I know not, but 
eventually we ra.n abreast of the engine that was drawing them, and 
there in big gold letters on the engine was tlLi:s name SOUTHPORT. 
This struck me as very curious that this name should be on what] 
thought was a G.W.R. engine, and being a little superstitious] began 
to think. It seemed to me a direct omen and when] got to. Chester 
I stopped at the Telegraph Offu:e and sent a wire to say I wlmld SUl1uJ 
for the fonmluenoy. 

" As time pr~cd I had to go up almost at once, and it was a very 
strenuous ca.mpflign in which I had lLO doubt a very uphill task. The 
polling t()(lk place on October nth. 1900. a day I had chosen as it is 
aJways a number that enters into my life----Qn the polling day my wife 
and I had been for a tallT of the constihlenr.y from S a.m. to 7 p.m. 
in a coach and'four, lent to us by Mr. Formby. We came back dead 
tired, and at dinner my wife asked if she might come to the counting 
wbich was to take place that night at the Town Hall. 

" I said NO and I particularly askcd that she might not come as 
I knew she Wll.S very interested and I was afraid if I lost, she would 
be bitterly disappointed, and as the betting was then 10-1 again.<rt 
me, I had ground for m}' am:jdy, e~pP:dal1y a..~ she W8S not at all Wf'll. 
I went to the counting and all people present had to sign papers 
promismg not to divulge what took place, v,'hen the counting was 
half-way through 1 suddenly saw my wife standmg a, one of the tables 
",dth myoid friend Sum .Bigas. and I do not conceal the fact that I 
was very luut:h i\ILrJoyed. 1 went up to them and he said. ' Don't be 
angry. I brought Mrs. Marshall Hall with me.' Well,] had no choice 
and presently one of our people told me that I was beaten by about 
30C1 vote_~. I had already been dov,ll the table!; munting the dips and 
] did not think the margin was so big. We had another count and found 
that four clips of my votes had been accidentally put into red clips, 
my opponent's colours, and counted for him. This, of course, made a 
blg dilierence, and the result was that I was elected by ~09 votes, 
which if adW.d t"g<:th~T make thc number 1I92!. 

"At this moment the Returning Officer said that the formal 
announcement of the result would be made in two minutes' time to 
enable the Pres~ representatives to get allo'3.y fin;t, and then he added : 
, May I ask that no one present ".-ill signal the result to the crowd 
outside by wa\ing red or blue handkerchiefs as has been done on a 
fonner occasion: 

" We waikd two minutes and then ~ome twelve or more of us went 
out of the big wiuduws on to a bakony where I had JU:ver b~en before 
and the verv existence of which was unknown to me. 

H When fgot outside I very nearly fell over the low parapet in front, 
for there before me and below me, = the eua 7I1produ,/iQn. rJ 
, Chein/Ii' prtfJisilHl. 

" There was what loolred like a big country hause, there were the 
big trees all lit np, there were the thousaTlds 01 people with their 
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upturned faces showing white in tile brilliant electric light of the arc­
lamps, and tm:re W«e the Rower-beds being trampled down by their 
feet. 

" And then a most weird thing happened. I re:ognized the 5CClIC 
in a moment, and equally insb.nta.neowoly I remembered the other 
detail, and almost cllUclded when I thought that that ti't any rate 
.:rndi. not b~ reprl1rluced, but tumiJ:Jg aruund I saw stllIlding beside me 
1IIy wife, who was WlUJing II white. pQCkd.handkt:r~hief in "1'1 I~ft hand. 

"She had anticipated the instruction of the Returnini? Officer 
literally and did not think that a wltite handkerclllei came wIthin too 
prohibition of red and blue. 

" ] believe Southpon is the only place in England where this srone 
could have been repmducffi us it was. You can make what you Jike 
01 it, but what I haVll viriUm actually happened some I6 or 17 months 
alter' Cheiro ' had Uefi. iJ during my iuterview witn him." 

When sending me these notes, Sir Edward enclosed the following 
lett!;r : 

"DEAR 'CHEmo' , 
It may interest you to know that I have ju~t been reading the 

deduo::t~ you dI1!w from the lines on my hand in Angust 1899, 
and I find throughout #try hatte proved ttl be u;rnuier/uJly true. 

Yours very 'truly, 
(Signed) E. MARSHALL HALL." 



CHAPTER XXIV 
WHY THE LORD CHIEF Jt:STlCE OF ENGLAND, LORD RUSSELL OF 

ULLOWl>N, G..\Vl> lm SIG!ill!D IMPRESSIONS OF HIS HANDS 

TN preceding chapters I have explained that by finding the key 
1. ~ the nnmber which seems to govern a person's life, I was ab~ 

with considerable accuracy to foresee what year, and, in some 
cases. in what month, the climax of the life's career would be attained, 
The following:is a remarkable ;nstarrec of this. 

One day in the middle of one of my seasons in London a very e"acting 
and apparently severe elderly gentleman came to 5ee me; he ...... as 
dressed in tweeds like some country squire, There was certainly 
nothing in hi:;; app~arancc (lr drc~ w kad me for II moment to imagine 
that he was even then a very big man in the legal pwfession, 

Dates, however, seemed to inter ... _~t him, and when I told him 
certain years in Ills past life wb..icll had caused important >Changes in 
hi~ career, he did rn~ the honour to delve back into his memory of the 
past and give me the :\oUtisiactioll 01 knowiug tbat the years I gave 
him were COl'Illct. I then told him that in a ct'rtain year, and further 
in a certain month in that year, he would reach the summit of whatever 
hi:; ambition was, and that he wouk! at that moment hold the highest 
:£>O-,ition that his career could confer on him. 

Ill' carefully took a note of what I told him, ana then in a rather 
mocking way he said: "And now, sir, as you have gone so far, you 
may as well make a gue!lS at the exact date of this wonderful 
e~'l'nt." 

"Call it a guess if you wish," I replied, "but by my calculations 
the day 5hould be anyone of those days which make by addition the 
figure of 1 in the month of July, 1894, such as the 1St, loth, 19th, (lr 
28th, but I .... ill dedd.,; for the 19th 01 that month.". 

Thi~ he carefully noted, and then when I asked him to give me an 
impression of his hand fur my colledion, he turned ann !'.'lid: "You 
shall have it on one of the days you have mentioned, provided your 
pro:didiun ~hould beoome verified," and so my strange visitor left. 

Some three years passed. I had completely IorgoltEn the incident, 
whEn one morning a meSSEnger called and without any expl:mation, 
infonned me that my attendance was required at twelve o'clock that 
day lit the High wurts of Justice. 

I will not enter intu my feelings or tell ytJU my fears, but in a very 
nervolls state 01 mind 1 went with the man and finally fonnd myself 
waiting in a plainly iurnil'>hed room at the back of one of the principal 
courts, . 

Minute after minute 'Passed until nearly an hour had SOIIe. 1 had 
imagined myself tried and executed in a hundred dif£erent ways. 
when suddenly a side door opened and the Lord Chiel Justice appeared 
before me in all the majesty of his robes of of\ice. 

I admit I did not re<:ogui~ my client of some yeatS bef(ITe, but, 
without waiting a moment, rolling up hi:>; "rmine sleeves, be said! 

• ." 
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" I am willing to keep my promise j you can have impressions of my 
hands now." 

I had no apparatus for doing such work with mc, but ther<,: WIl.S not 
amoment to be lost. I lit alegal-Iooking candle standing on the table, 
blackened some sheets of papers which the Lord Chief Justice himself 
fonnd in Ii dmwer, and in a iew minutes J had obtained an exceJhmt 
impression of his hands. 

Taking Ii pen. he wrote: "Russell of Killowen," with the date, 
July 19th, 1894, and simply said: "YOIl see, I have kept mypromise; 
this is the first day I have put on these robes as Lord Chief Justice 
of England--::your lifl~ was ex.ue, thQtLgh how you did it I canIlot . . " nnagmo, 

As it may intCI'(,'S\: Il1Y D.!alkrs the impression is here reproduced. 
and the curious thing is that the imprint of the High Courts of Justice 
which was on the paper he gave me can also be clearly seen in the 
impression at the ball of the thumb. 



,~l-T''',kM'!iEi) 1l11'l(h~~lO,\ <'I 1'111'. ]{i';liT IIA:'\J) [.r i.L'IU' iU'SSl:LL 
:'1' 1,1:_L<l\\F~ THF I'~ll'il ~ UJI\P l hiLl' . '. STl~h 





CHAPTER XXV 

SAJIAH BERNHARDT-AN INTERVlI!W UNDER STRANGE CONontONS 

ONE evening, a gentleman came to my rooms and asked 
if I WQuld drive out with him and meet a. lady whose hands 
he thought would be of great interest to me. I agreoo, and 

together we went to a house standing in a large garden n~ar St. John's 
Wood. 

r had been made to promise to ask no questions, but I must confess 
tha.t I was rormwha.t arucious when, after what appeared to me a 
considerable time, the door at theend of a corridor opened, and alady, 
with a heavy black lace mantilla covering her head and face, came 
toward~ me and held her hand.~ out under a shaJ:led ",Iectric light. 

What hands they were I From my point of view, of lines and 
marks, they completely fas6nated me. 

I scarcely knew what I 5aid, for I was keyed up to a pitr:h of nfrrVOU5-

ness and intensity, especially as my subject broke in every now and 
theIl with the exclamation, "MOll Dieo, COIIIl!le c'cst bien vrai." 
Then, after my description (]of the pathway of brilliancy and sru:r:es.<;­
the glory of the OO11qUest-the triumphs, and also the trials of the 
slu:c/.:ssfu.l, ] painted the ending of the day-the bumwg out one by 
one of the lamps of life, the slow, levelling process of the hills of hope 
and ambition, and something else, that seemed like a Iong·drawn-out 
tragedy-and the end. 

The white hands were drawn away, sobs came fwm under the veil, 
until sudd,mly it Wa.~ throw" back, and the eyes of the great Sarah 
Bernhardt, thlJoSe wonderful eyes, looked stTaight into mine. 

It is not my part in these rough. sketches of the pam to tell of my 
own feelings or of my emotions, but I lUust admit that at tlus stage 
of my unumal career, I felt a flush of pride, and gratit1..lde, to the study 
that had brought me 90 close to the one and only Bernl!.ardt, especially 
as, in the sweetest of voice:; my yoUDg cars had evcr heard, ~hc 
murmured over and over again in French: "It is the moot wonderful 
thing I have ever known, wonderful, wonderful, wonderful." 

But quickly I thought that the sceptical public woW.d never believe 
that I bad seen" the divme Sa.rah," so I handed her my autograph 
hook, and asked her to write oomething in it as a souvenir. Without 
hesitating for a moment, Me wrote the following words and signed it 
with her own characteristic signat"lll"C: 

(TRAN5unON) 

" Since God has placed in our hands lines and llill£ks which 
tell our past and future, 1 only ret;ret that from these lines. we 
ca.nnQ\. know fu.e m\.'~'i.~ 1;)\ ~ ~t ttl us, so that we might 
warn. \:hem. <n tMni.ng \tou'o'le:!> m wttOWS. "D"\l.t Goa. iIDeI:h all 
thing!; well 90 be it then. Alw:1l.. 

s.... 
." 
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Before I left, I took the impression of her hand, which I published 
yeaTS ago in my well-known book, Chei,.o's L4ngu.-:ge of !be Hand. 

Even the shape of Sarah Bernhardt's hand was in accordance 
with her well·known artistic temperament. Ai regards the shape 
of hands, a short expl!llll\.tioll may. I think be of wterest to my 
readers. 

In the lirst place, the formation of a hand to the student of such 
things Ilhould surely tell as. much as the shape of the limbs of a horre 
to a judge of horse-Hesb. 

To the latter every movement, every line is an indication of breeding, 
" form," and the like, while an experienced eye i~ able in a momeut 
to" place" the horn, as suitable fur one class of work or the other, 
lo teU its weak points, its strong ones, and if success or failure is JikeJy 
to attend its career. 

In the same way, the shape of the hand to the perron experienced 
in such matters, &hOW!; the characteristics of the person, the heredity, 
breeding, peculiarities of temperament. and so 00, upon which the 
mentality will playas upon an instruInent. 

Surely there is nothing illogical ill l>uch reasoning. People with 
square-shaped, heavy bands, with square-looking, blunt fingers, are 
found to be methodical, solid, materialistic in tb"dr thoughts and 
actions; wherea.~ those with phnnp, rounded hands and pointed 
fingers are found to be impulsiw, excitable, artistic, and so 
forth. 

The same study which has demonstrated that the shape of the 
hands has its mcarung, has MO proved that the lines on the palm arc 
tbe indicatioo 01 the mentality; it bas been found that ull peIsons 
who ha"e straight, decided-looking lines haw slrong, decided person­
alities, which stamp aU they llnd~rtake with their will-power, Their 
precision and ptI1llCl'Se. Some may have only the one line straight and 
dearly indicated, and all the others sli~tly marked or wavering ; 
then they will be found to be decided in purpose in u'natever that line 
represents. 

!D Mlldome Bcmhru-dt's case. all the principal lines were strangely 
clear and straight, indicating thai she marked all she undertook with 
.an unmistakable personality 01 her own. Madame Bernhardt's career 
is too welllmown for me to draw examples 01 this from the various 
things she has undertaken, but it is admitted that even her sc.uipture 
has alwa}'S been as decided in its character as her dramatic power has 
been in another branch of art. 

In evcry way I fonnd that th~ hands of the great Sarah were in 
exact accordilll<:C with a caner which dHnied th~ world even ill her 
earlie>t YCllI"S, and which has continued all tlu-ough the brilliant 
pathway of her life. 

Many times in th~ years that followed my first interview with" the 
divine Sarah," we met again, both in London and Paris. 

Toward$ the closing years of her life, in spite of the accident which 
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caused her to have her leg amputated, ber will and courage never gave 
in. During the Great War when she gave her last performance at the 
Coliseum in London, she remained seated while delivering her speech 
as the "Spirit at Lorraine." When the curtain :fell, she sent for me 
to came to hm dressing-room. '" Cheira,' " she said, as ~ took my 
hands iII hers, "the tragedy you foretold for the end of my life has 
come, my voice is all that is left to me now:· 

Shortly afterwards she went to ::-l'ew York, and on her return to 
Paris the end came as eVl!ryone knows. l 

In my many works published on the Study of the Hand I haVl! 
spoken of the natural llramatic quality indicated when the 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 

"""" In Sarah Bernhardt's case, in preceding pages I have called attention 
to the remarkable Head Line, as if drawn by a ruler across the eentre 
of her palm. I would ai!!O like to mention here the two lines that rise 
above the ",Tist and proceed upward to the base of the 5CCOnd and third 
fmgers. 

'The one to the second is called the Lille of Fate or Destiny, and that 
to the base of the third the Line of the Sun or Brilliancy. They are 
very fully explained in my works on the Hand.! In a book of this 
kind it would take too much space "10 set out in detail the extra­
ordinary manner by which these lines tally with Sarah Bernhardfs 
"vell-known career. 1 will only say, en passam, that such lines are 
extremely unusual, they promised brilhancy and SUlXess in aU she 
und(;rtook from her very earlielit years. She m!id(; h(;r debut at the 
age of fifteen when she entered the Paris CoIl5C:rvatOirC. 

Unfortunately, a;; will be noticed, both these strong lines appear to 
break np in the latter ye<us, namely, before they reach their tennina­
tion at the base of the fingers. 

"''hen this wonderful woman returned to Paris from. ~ew York on 
her last visit she wa~ on the verge of bankruptcy. All her property 
had already been sold or seized to pay her debts. It is well known that 
in order to raise immediate money she had agreed to pose for a. Cinema 
COlnpany, even although she knew she was dying. 

In the morning of her last day on earth, ~e srnt for the Film 
operators to be shown up to her bedroom. In a ".-oke very weak and 
shaky, she said to the doctor who was present, " Please, my dear man, 
do not object, they pay me Ten Thousand Frnm;s every time I 
pose." 

Using her strength of ",,;11 to the last, she had herself propped up in 
bt:d, the Cinema men took the picture; as they left the room the great 
Sarah. sank into a coma £rom. which she never awakened, 
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And the irony of it all; the Film Company failed, the mow:y that 
might have paid for her funeral never materialiud, yet nearly a million 
fran.cs worth of ftOWel'S followed her hearse to the grave. She was 
buried in the rosewood coffin she had herself designed and with which 
she had travelled allover the world for more than thirty years. 



CHAPTER XXVI 

BLANCHE ROOSEVELT'S PAttTY ANI) OSCMl WILD". A STARTUNG 
PRED=ON AND ITS Ft:LFlUIENT 

ONE afternoon an unusually handsome woman called. She 
was my last client that day; after she had ~ft I mentally 
reviewed all I bad told her. I had been unusu.a.lly accurate 

with her, she had told me, and I passed over and over again in my mind 
the thingg I had mentioned, and the dates I had worked out for eveub 
that I thought must happen. FW1U a peculiar system of my own, in 
which dates, numbers, and time ca.n be worked out to a remarkable 
extent, it seemed to me that my late visitor would be threatened with 
a serious danger from fire en ,hat !Jay filming. Some people might 
probably call this aspecies o.f clairvoyance, but to my way of thinking, 
with certain calculations as a base, the trained and intuitive mind i~ 
enabled to interp1"et the ,. shadows of coming eyenis " lIlld fed them, 
as even aniWHh sometimes foel the approach. of danger bours in 
advance. 

Be this as it may. I became 50 convinced of this danger of fire 
threatfming my late visitor that, in j;pite of a hundred reilSOUS against 
my doing such a thing, I determined to see her at once, and give her 
the warning. I had no idea of her name, for my visitors never gave 
them, but when leaving she had told my SCrval!t to tell the r;abman 
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 
np and she receivt!d me. At fin;t she thought I \\'3..S 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, 
Mrs. Charles Hawtrey of Wilton Cre3Cent. 

And now came the strange part of the story. No real lire took place. 
But her pet dog which she len behind in her bedroom was during the 
night asphyxiated !>y an. escape of 1Jrl$ which QCCUIred under the !loor 
in this !>eI')' I'CtmI. 

It was in this way I became acquainted with the famous and bea.Il.tifui 
Blanche Roosevelt (Comteue Mac.hetta d'Algri). Blanche Roosevelt 
was one of those creatures that, like Halley'3 COIIl.tt, only pass over 
life's horizon once in so many hundred years. 

Blanche was an Americ.aD, everyone loved her, from the beggar in 
the street to the prince in the palace, aud everyone ca\Ied her Blancht:, 
for no tiUe seemed to adorn her more th= ber own simple Chris\ia.n 
<WnO. 

1:'ni!. 'Iotn.n@.ebei'n%, a. vt1:\tab~ ~~ dtM. ot t'M: I!.~, "!las. iU.\eQ. 
as tew WOII!en have ever been, Slie was an authore!lS and poetess of 
no small merit; her COP-P6r QueMJ, with ih vividpictun: of the Chicago 
fire. was considftted one of the best novels of the day. She could 
paint as few artists couI.d, and sing as few prima donnas. 

Liut wol'fihipped her and encouraged her In musk, while the gt pt 
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Sardou and Bulwer Lytton tried to draw her into the WQl"ld <Jf 
Jettenl. 

Apart from ber talents, she had a charm of beauty and the apparent 
guileless" .... of not kno,",;ing it that drew womell to her as much as 
men. Even Que en Victoria afttr her presentation at Court had 
requested to see her again. 

If I wuld only sketch her you wvuld perhaps undrmtand it--the 
whitest teeth, the fairest skin, the bIu.;;!>t eyes and hair like beaten gold 
that any artist has ever imagined, afigure divinely tall with the bearing 
of a queen. the grace of a thoroughbred, and with it all the simplicity 
of a c.hild. Such in a few words ",-as FIla.nche. 

Shortly after the " .fire .. incident I mentioned, 5he gave a dinner 
where it was arranged that I was to read hands through a curtain 
so that I might not know who my oonsultants were. When my work 
was fiuished, I W<iS pre5l;uted to th~ Prince Colonna of Rome, the Duke 
of Newcastle, Madame Mel.OO., Lord Leighton, Hemy Abbey 01 Kew 
York, and m:my others. 

The great.;>.';t hit I l11:w'c that evening was in the ca~.;> of Oscar Wilde, 
who was then at the height of his fame. He had produced that very 
night A Woman pI Np imjJr»'tance, but I little thought when his 
ra.ther fat hands were passed through the holes in the curtain that 
sucll hands (!Qllid b<:Jong to the most-talked-of ma.n in London at that 
moment. 

I wa5, llowever, so struck with the difference in the markings of the 
left and right hands. that from behind my curtain I explained thal the 
Jeft denoted the heredita.ry tendendes, wbile the right showed the 
developed or attained characteristics, that as we use the left side of 
the brain the nerves cross and go to the right hand, so the right 
hand oonsequently shows the true nature and deveJ.oprnent of the 
individual. 

I pointed this case out as an CJ(ample where the left had promioed 
the most lWusual destiny of brilliaucy and uninterrupted success, 
which was completely broken and mined at a certain date in the right. 
Ahnost forgetting myself for a moment, r sum.rned 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 owner of the bands did not laugh. .. At what date r " he 
a!ked rather quietly . 

.. A few-years fromnow," I answered, " at about your fortieth year." 
Of course, everyone laughed. .. "'nat a joke I " they said, but in 

the most dnunatir.: manner, Wilde turned. towards them and repeated. 
gravely, ., The left is the hand of a king, but the right is that of a icing 
who will send himseU into exile," and without another word he left. 

That was the end of the evening. Blanche was rather annoyed 
(at least as muclt·so as she could ever be at anything) that I ba.d sent 
her lion of her party away. She told me I was too malistic for drawing­
room entertainments, so my curta.ins were taken down and supper 
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was servoo' instead Qf science. The next day I received from her the 
following letter: 

" DII.AR ' CHEIRO: 

SAvoy HOTEL, 
Ookl~1' 24, '92. 

I am afraid we were all too incom;iderate last night and yotrrsPlf 
too yielding. Pray take some rest to-day and treat your marvellous 
gift with proper respect and delicatesse. 

You amazed and terrified us all last night-I am sure some 
are still wondering whether you are a human being or a creature 
of another world-I know what I thinJe-1 told you last llight­
I repeat it thi~ Inoming and wish you every good luck, and 
success triumphant. 

Always faithfully YOllTl>, 
BLANCHE ROOSEVELT." 

The cnd of her remarkable life was of the rm.ture of a tragedy which 
J had predicted many y= in advance; it would be too long a story 
I fear to include iJ) these mem()irs. 

r did not l1lP.et Oscar Wilde again until shortly before he CommencM 
the case that was to end so fatally for him. He came then to see " if 
the breal!: was still there." 1 told him it was, but that surely his 
Destiny could not be brok!!ll. He was very, very quiet, but in a far-off 
way he said: "My good friend, )'(Ill know well Fate does lIot keep 
road-menders Oll her highways." 

I never met him again lmti! r had wandered half round the world 
and had reru-:hed Paris in 1900. 

It \>;'3.salovely Bummer evening in the Exhibition. I had been dining 
there with friends, and as we sat on the terra.ce of one of the principal 
restaurants, a strange, gaunt, broken figure passed and tQQk a seat 
far away from the ~rowd. 

I should nut have re<,;ognized him if some of our party h>ul not 
e.xclaim",a, "Why, that's Oscar Wilde!" Instinctively I rose. "I 
must go and speak to him," r said. 

"If you do:' my host replied, "you need not return." 
I accepted the chalJe:nt;e and went to Wilde and held out my hand. 
In his terrible loneliness he held it for a momeQ,t and then burst into 

tears. 
"}[y dear frieDd," he said, "bow good of you I Everyone cuts me 

now. How gooaof you to come tome I" 
And then we talked-talked till the music ceased, till th<: 5Q\Uld <Jf 

voiel'S SlId passing feet grew silcut and the great Elthihition wrapped 
itseU in gloom. .e:, 

He went tllrough the trial again-the mistakes he had made, the 
life in the prison, the joy of liberty-all. And then he told me Ihe 
bitterest part of all, the hopelessness of despair, of the slights and cuts 



1$4 CONFESSIONS! IlEMOIRS OF A MODERN SEER 

by old friends and the impossibility of getting back into his place in 
the world again. He passed all in review like tbe reading of a human 
document written in blood. 

It was no use offmng rum comfurt or hope-his brain was too great 
to feed on dreams--i.t was awake to the terrible reality of lite, to the 
cruel tmth thai Fak jrJr mm was broke1l. 

Suddenly after an outburst of words wllere foam and froth and 
depth like a mighty torrent of language tore down the barJks of con­
ventionality, the river seemed to give rum an idea, and in a second be 
was at its side. As be stood on the parapet the moon shone out and 
outlill~d every curve of tbe massive, brokenligure that seemed about 
to plunge into the quiet river at his feet. 

] reaclIed his side, and clutched his ann, but he as suddenly turned, 
and with the most satiricaliaugh I have ever heard, said: "No, 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 knov,'5, but to-night has given 
me the courage to £ace them, and the pain-and the death-that is 
every day coming nearer. If you never did a kind action in your life, 
you did one to-night by coming to me with your sympathy and your 
friendship. You have walked in the Valley of the Shadow with me­
the Gethsc:manc of life that some pIlSS through sCIOl"rer or later. 

"Your presence bronght the dea.d past out of its grave. You 
remember that night <l.t Blanche's-the ..... ery night on which I had 
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 oakum 
I used to look a.t my hands and wonder at that break so clearly shown 
in th~ I.ine of Fate, and also wondf!red why I WIi.S unable to take your 
wanung. 

"You have' done me good to-night. 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 
ooffi.n to the grave in the little cemetery of Bagneux a fe"\v months later . 
When the lease of that grave was up, his body was put into a new 
coffin aud transferred. to Pere la Chaise, where it now restS.l 

I regret I cannot publ~ the wgno.:d imprcS.iOIlS of Oscar Wildc'~ 
hands whic:b I have ip. my collection, as I pr0rn..i8ed him I would not 
do so. 

I Oocar Wilde, bDm In Dublin, October 16th .• Ss-.. DiM in Path, Nov~mb ... 30th, 
19oo. in his 46th~. He wa.a .. ntenc«l i.t the Old 13oiloy, Lcndou, aD May .~th, 
1~9S. 10 toro yeus bard labour. He wastheD 4' }'<lB'. 01 age. 
H~ diod, pudico.J.11' opea.kIng, in poverty, ill B .m~U ,oom in & hotel at I] rile d ... 

~\l~ Artt. A lew W'1IIIka before bit dntb. the Cure of St. Germllill del Pm CO!l~ 
mIll to R"""", Ca.tbolirJ"" and from tha.t Iim~ OIJ two IIgIl" gtMvdrAl him to \:he eJIid. 
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CHAPTER XXVII 

A CURIOUS INSTANCE OF PREVISION 

T HE name and fame of James K. Hackett, the dislinguished 
American actor, an'! well known in London, where he has 
made several brilliantly sn.ct.e5sful appearances. 

He .... as one of Illy earliest consul~ants in New York, and, as the 
following letters show, all that I predicted fIJr him came tme. 

These two letters have a peculiar interest in themselves, apart from 
the fact that they stand ont as a te!rtimony to the accuracy of the 
study I have 51) often defended. 

I received Mr. Hackett's p,,,=,,~~" tIJ publish the two letters in 
question, and T am add that the honours I also foretold 
would be showm-ed on . been accorded. 

I have before me as the programme of his famous performance 
of MacbeJ.h. in Paris, 011 JUDe 6th, Ig2I, and the snb!icqnrnt announce· 
ment of Jllne 9th, that" Mr, Hackett was awarded the Cross of the 
Legion of Honour"; also that the miniatme Cross of the Legion of 
H<JIIour, set in diamonds, was presented to him by the Society of 
Dramatk Allthor~ and Writer~, " As a mark of their admiration for 
hiil aTt." 

I believe this is the highest honour that France bas ever given to a 
foreign actor. 

.. Mv DEAR ' (,.}JEIEO,' 

EN TOUR, 

Lo~DON, April- Etevr.nth, 
Nineteen F~urk8n . 

It gave me a great deal of pleasure to meet you again after 
twenty years, and to tell you that evel'}ihing J remember of your 
predictions as you read Illy haml, when I W"dS tv.-enty·three years 
old. in the Grand Central Stntiou in New York, ilrrough the good 
offi~s of a friend, who treate<l you as the average Catholic treats 
his priest-as an adviser and counsellor-has come true. 

You told me as you sat in the railroad CIII' in th~ GrnmI Central 
Station that I ",-as then engaged to be married, ",bich I was, and 
that that engagement would be broken, and fur the lady's sake, 
J congratulate her that she had the good taste to break it. 

You told me that when I was twenty-six I would make a very 
great SUCCe!lS. You eould not state what it was, but that it would 
be very great. When I was twenty·six, I played the ' Prisoner 
of 7.enda· in tOO Lyceum Theatre, New York City, and the very 
importance of that success has artistically strangled me eVCl' 
since. 

You told me that when I was twenty-seven I would meet a 
very clJanning and beautiful woman, with whom I would fall in 
love and afterv,lards marry. You also told me that shortly there­
after I would have a very serious illness, durin.g which I ",;ould be 

.~ 
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very near Death's door, but would finally recover. All .of these 

rredictions came true absolutdy t(} the year. You told me that 
would eventually go into management, which I did. 
You further told JM that ultimately I would. receive every 

honour that my profession oould bestow upon me. That has not 
yet oome, but let us hope that this prediction may also oome true. 

I have not mentioned names, because they arc UIlll=ary. 
The names a:re a. matter 01 public record, IUld thi& letter is written 
to you to oonfirm tho accuracy .01 )'QUI judgtn.ent as expressed 
to me at that time. 

] am leaving London f.or Paris .on Tuesday. On my return to 
England, which will probably be in about six v.-eeks, I hope I 
may get in touch with yauand that ""Il mayhave a smoitetllgether. 

With kindest regards and every assurance .of esteem, 
1 remain, 

Most sincerely, 
JAMES K. HACKl!TI." 

The MOOnd iMter bears the same date, and is as follows : 

" My DEAR' CHEIR.O,' 

Sin~ dictating my othu letter to you, <l wry t--urioIlS incidt:nt 
has just been recalled t.o my mind, which, in my hurried i.utcrvie"., 
I forgot tu tell yon. 

A very estimable lady, who had refused oome of the biggest 
nobles in Europe, partially because of her great wealth, and with 
whom J had an intimate and m05t channing friendly acquaintance, 
returned to New York. She had been abroad for about two yea.rs. 

I had just been jilted by my fiancee, whom I mentkmed in my 
other letter, and my visits to the lady, who had just returned 
from Europe, and with whom I hw:I a most sincere and warm 
friendship, and for whom I beld and still hold the greatest r~l, 
were very welcome to me. 

On a cexlain day I proposed to her and she accepted me. 
Suddenly an impnlse seized her. She went upstairs and brought 
down a book, 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, Oil the date sd down, a 
man born in the United States, whQUI she had knov.TI for SQfIIe 
time, and the descriptjon you gave of the man exactly fitted me. 

The date and the other details were in ink and in her own hand, 
and it was on 11ul~ eMUt da~ I frraptmu, to her. I mcrdy recite 
this lor your information and beCause I tbink it is extremely 
interesting. 

Most sincerely, 
JAKES K. HACKETT." 
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MI. Hackett's father, who was bom in 1800, was one of the greatest 
comedians on the American stage, After gaining enonnous success in 
the States, he made his debut in London In 1827, exactly ninety-three 
years before his son made his triumph in Macbeth, on November 2nd, 
1920, when the English Press pronou.nced him. to be "the greatest 
'Macbeth' within living memory." 

The elder Hackett gained the friendshiJ:? of the most famous men, 
and every learling English actor of his day, Just as the younger Hackett 
made lifelong friends of Irving, Tree, Wyndham, etC., 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 
specially presented to rum, 

In America, the elder HlICkett was considered the greatest ., Falstaff" 
of the age, He was a lifelong friend of President Lincoln, and it is a. 
matter of history that Lincoln sent an order to the famous General 
Grant, in the middle 01 the Civil War, to leave the front for two days' 
vac.ation, to come to Washington and wilness HackeU's performance 
of" Falstaff." 

In the same way, the younger Hackett was one of President 
Roosevelt's most im;lIllate friends, and, as he was as good a sportsman 
as he was an actor, he accompanied Roosevelt on many of his shooting 
expOOitio:us. 

James K. Hackett .... "a-~ born whm his !aU- '.114~ S~-"lti.M years of 
age, and it io; a curious coincirumce that when his mother wa.~ being 
congratulated on the birth of such an extremely VigorolU and healthy­
looking boy, she made the n:markable prediction that, as his father 
had been the greatest" F<llstaff " of the age, the baby in heI" arms 
" would on~ day be the greutest • Macbeth' that would ever be seen 
on the stuge." 

Whether this may have had some inHuence on the boy's later destiny 
is, of oonn;e, mere conjecture, but from h~ boyhood days he made a 
special study of the character of" Macbeth," and his only real regret 
in life was that his mother never lived to see or hear of his tremendnu:; 
success as " Macbeth," in both London and Pari~. 

It is un i[lteresting story of heredity, and helps to illustrate haw 
ignorant we are of such laws of nature, Perhaps when I met young 
Hack~tt-then an unknown actor-in the railway car in ~ew York 
my subconscious brain got in tune with his, and his mother's message 
in the long·dead past came again to life and fe-'eChoed itself through 
my lips. 



CRAPTER XXVJII 

WILlE LANGTRY'S ACKNOWUIDGHIDIT. IoIELBA, NORDICA, PERUGI,,'f, 
LILL1AN RUAARtL, r.AtVE, 'IHr. r.RRA'I DL"SE, AND JANOTllA, 
COURT PIANIST TO TIlE EX-KAlSER 

T HE famous Mrs. Langtry, who latf>I becam~ Lady de Bathe, 
wrote In my Visit<ru.' Book a.!l far back as 1899 : 

.. , Cbeiro's • predictions of my futuro ",ill influence me in all 
my dcttling&----OOca.uoo I am SO) impressed by Ihe extraordinary 
precision with whieh he read my past. 

LI1J.u; LANGTR¥." 

Many years 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 sittin£:­
room filled with bea.utifnl La Frauce roses. She was looking so radiant, 
so happy. 

Wllile we were talking, a largf> box containing a hilndsome silver 
inkstand, and a friendly letter of good ""ishes for her birthday arrived 
from King Edward. ~"1le had quite forgott~n what day it was,' but 
with the King's usual thonghUulness he had remembered it, and I 
feel .'\Ul'f! no present he ever gave brought more plea.!lure than this one. 

Before I left, she presented me ",ith the excellent photograph which 
I r!!pro<iu,,'C hen:, but those who haw had the privilege vI meeting 
Mrs. Langtry Will agrl'lfl ",ith moo that no pkturt'! evt'!r din full juStiCf", 
or gaw the faintest idea of her wonderful chann of manner, or that 
kindljness of heart that made those who really knew h~r so devoted 
to her. 

T aftel'Wl.rds received the follO'Wing letter from Lady de Bathe, and 
as it is an instance of that kindliness of nature which I have mentioned, 
I bdir:vc it will be of interest 10 include it in these records: 

"My DEAR' Cnrmto: 

~8 RECEN'1"S COUlIT, 
HANOVER GATE, 

April ISth, 191I. 

I haw heard that you have returned to London, and I think 
it Is only fair to tell you how very aeC\l!&te your remarks were 
in my 1;aSe, and the strange fulfilment of what you said vmuld 
happen during the past ten y~. 

You told me that I should not be &CC<llnpanied by my husband 
to America, although I had planned my tour there expre~y for 
that purpose. I c()Uin not see how yom woni; could r.ome trut'!, 
b1J.t the Boer War broke out, iIlld events happened exactly as you 
5ILid they WQuld. 

You foretold a scandal and trouble for me in the States during 
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the tOUl' I was then contemplating. In this I again doubted your 
accuracy. as I Wall taking an excellent compa.ny, and a play that 
had been a great London success: but you were again right, for 
I reached America during a politiml campaign, and the play in 
question, TAd DrJgumates, by Sydney Grundy. was ilubbed 
immoral, on account of the title, by those who, in such a moment, 
were gla.d to sern, on anything to further their party int~reM:s. 
I had a.ll the trouble and scandal which you had indicated, being 
in some cases hounded from town to town. 

But perhaps the most curioUll incident was the following. 
You told me that in the following month of July, I would have an 
accident in connection with a horse, which would cause a shock 
to my nervous system which would take me some time to get over. 
Thi<; happened l';hen my favonrite racing mare, Maluma, ridden 
by Tod Sloan, broke her shoulder in the rare for the Liverpool 
Cup and had to be killed. I must confess, whether people bElieve 
it or oot, that this aftectoo me so much that it was a. long time 
before l could again get up my CIlthll3iasm :(Q£ racing. 

These are only the things that stand out more clearly than 
others in the years that have passed ~nce I lust sa.w you, bnt in 
minor details even, yoo ll!~r~ ~i[U4l1y fllle i1l all YOII said. 

I think it is only fair to write and tell you how 3.C(:urate yon have 
been. Encouragement does us all so much good in our work I 
if people could only realize this, the world would be filled with 
much better efforts. 

Believe me, 
Very truly yours, 

LILLIE DE BATIlE."1 

y,,,,, 
1[ada.me Melba "'as one of my earliest oorumltants 9;h~n [ first 

came to London; she had no appointment, but just camf: in one 
afternoon as she was walking up .BOtld Street. This was ab!}ut 
Kl,)v~mbcr 1888; :;he was not known then, she had lim made her debut 
in LQlldon; so mucli so, that two lawCll who bad booked their appoiIlt­
ments and were waitir~ in my reception room, resented her intrusion 
and though she asked them lo oblige her and let her have the first inter­
view, they would not give upo. moment, so the unknown intrnderbad to 
wait-it was nearly an hour later when she finally was ushered in. 
She took the waiting very good-humouredly and cha:ffed me for being 
suclJ. a publu.: favourite. 

She had such a !>weet smile and was !JUch a chal!ge from the two 
I Lillie!.angtJy wa. bam on O<t<>ber '3th •• a~~. ha' fi.ther WaJI the D_ of Je:<ooy. 

She was y.Uuted by S1r John Jllillais <IS" The Jors<y Lily," H~ "",tr.uu:e to Loadan 
oociP.t:y ""d J'l'e!louts.t:ion t» Queen Viotoria. made .. " furor. ,. on "",,",unt of be'l OOauty, 

About tbilo time (187~~ .ohe met the l'liIlco of Wat..o llater Edward VIl). aJ..o Beacoa.· 
fiel<1, GiadBtoJIe, and all u... C<>l.brlti .. oI u..t time. 

She di(ld In bro: yjlla Rt MOllte Cul"o .. February nth. l~. 
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" cats" that had preooded ber, that I threw myselfbeart and soul into 
reading the very expressive hands that slle put on the table before 
me. She did not interrupt or say a word until I had finil;bed-then 5be 
gave me the great satisfaction ()f telling me that I had told her every 
important detail of her past Ufe and that every- date I had given ber 
had been exact. "But thcre is one thing," she said, "that I camlot 
uuderstand. You predict, 'Chcim: that I am on the verge of some 
great triumph or success and you have g<me Si"J far as to say that my 
career should he that 01 a singer, and at the same moment of success, 
I am to have a loss and bitter disappointment-how can you reconcile 
the tw<l things ? " 

I was puuled. "I can't answer," 1 said, ,. I can't explain, but 
I am certain if the one happens, the othl.,)" will also." 

She opened her em-case, took my pencil and wrote something on 
a card. "There." she said. " ] hope you win come and witness my 
success to-morrow night, and we won't bother about the other thing." 

I looked at the card, it was an order on Covent Garden for a box 
for me, and signed Nellie Melba. 

Of course, I went. I had never been to an opera in my life before. 
I br<mgbt with me a huge bouquet of roses which I was told was lhe 
coned thing to do and I am gl<ld I did so. 

Melba made her dkbut that night in Lucia a6 Lammmnoo, and had 
indeed a tnnmpb, The packed audience rose to its feet and cheered 
her; :Bowef!!, bouquets, and ba.~kets of ros~s. Wf!re throv,n all the 
stage from every side-it was indeed a triumph such as few great 
singers have ever had. 

Just before the Opem was over an attendant handed me a card. 
It was nothing less than all invitation to join her party at supper 
at the Savoy. 

An hOUT later she sat at the head of a table covered ":ith flowers 
in the private dining-room of the Louis XV suite; flowen; were every­
where and still they kept on bringing in more bouquets. I can't 
remember who half the guests were, but I know Augustus Harris, the 
chief man of LOlldon Opera, was there, also Henry Abbey of the New 
York Metropolitan Opera HOU!lC, Lidy de Grey, Blanche R(MeveJt. 
Priuce Colonna, Jean and Edouard de Reszke, M~dijme Nordica, and 
many others.. 

Melba told them the story of her visit to me the previow; day and I 
was pl3.C€d next to her at the table. 

Therew:as still a va.ca:nt chair-no one seemed to notice it but Melba. 
Just then her maid came in and whispered something; for a mOIIlfnt 
her face clouded, the bright ~:wile had gone, she turned to me and 
said in a low tone: "You were right, • Chciro: the triumph alld the 
loss did come together." 

It was only the next day that some of her most intimate friends 
learned, that while she was having her great S\lccess at the Opera 
a Russian protegl!, a yonng fellow whom out of the goodnes& of h~r 
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heart sh~ was helping to start in a musical career, had slipped back 
into her howl 1Uld, making off v.ith at least five thollSBnd poumls 
worth of her jewels, had caught the night train to the Continent. 

Some years later Melba and I again met in New York: she came 
again for a consultation and on leaving wrote in my autograph book: 

.. You are wonderful. What more can I say ~ 
NEI T tJt "MET B.\." 

On her return to her hotel she 5ent me the signed photo that 
accompanies this chapter. 

The great Melba was born in Melbourne, Australia, on May 19th, 
]!!S9: she took her stage name from the city in which she was born. 
She died on February 2200, 1931, in Melbourne. In recognition of her 
work on behalf of British soldiers during the Great W~, she was created 
a Dame of the British Empire. 

MADAME 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-known tenor, had also been invited : 
after tea the OOIl.versation turned to my work, and Nordica asked me 
to see if Perugini was really going to retire into a religious life, as he 
had fIJI months before been planning to do. 

You can inl.aginc their incredulity when I announced that Perugini 
would :instead, in less than a year, marry a ",'Oman in his own pro­
fession, be congratulated by all, and yet the marriage would be over 
before six month$ and in a liUle over a. year would end by bopeless 
separation and divorce. 

" A little rapid e\-en for the States," they langhed-and yet it was 
what lIctually did take place, As everyone knows, he was on landing 
IOngaged to sing in LilliaD. Russell's Company at the Casino; in a kw 
mouths he married this beautiful prima dolllll, at that time tbegoddess 
of the American stage; in less than six months the marriage was over, 
and in little 0'le1" a y'ear a diV'01"Ce was agreed on by this curiously 
ill-mated pair. 

This prediction and its fullilment did much to make my name 
lutown in New York. 

Mad"me Nordica was one of the JIlO'.lt famOU9 9IDgerS of her day in 
London and Paris, but she had been so many years absent frolIl l1fr 
own country that her fame Wll~ a1mQl,1: unknown ill Kew York. 

She was to make her Il:appeanwce at the Metropolitan Opera House 
on the gala ~t when each of the other great prima donnas, Melba, 
Calv,,", and Eames, were to sing an act from their repertoire. As the 
others were certai.nly sure of meeting with a. great reception and 
rceei.ving a large qnantity of bouquets, 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 Nordica on her reappearance in her own country. 

I had only been six weeks in New York, and in the innOCf!nce of my 
heart, I entered one of those liower-shops in Fifth Avenue tha.t in 
" the city of skyscrapers" are more like golden palaces than shops. 

Very quietly, I 5iaid to a statuesque.looking person. who looked like 
the " Qooen of Flowers" herself, " I want 11. handsome basket of roses 
sent to Mlldame Nordica at the Opera. House to-night." 

" What kind of roses ? " she smiled. 
" Qb, the very best of course," ] answered, fQrgettilig in my excite­

ment that it was in the month of D(ttmber and that I was in New 
York with two feet of snOW' Oll the ground. 

Again the" Queen of Flowers" smiled. "What sire of basket and 
about what prire do you want to pay? " 

Once more forgetting I was in the Land of Large Ideas, I very loftily 
waved my hand, " I will reave it all to you," I said. "I give yuu 
carte blauche to send 50mcthing I shall be proud of. MaW me Nordica's 
act oom'7 on about 9.30, please see that it is there in good time. Send 
the bill in to-morrow at my address." 

"Yes sir it shall be done" and the " n.'een of Flowers" smiled , , , M U 

me out as it I were one Qf New York's millionaires. 
That evening at WIle o'clock I was in a booc at the Opera when 

Henry Abbey, the manager, sent for me. 
" YOll have sent a basket of roses to ~a.dame Nordica," he laughed, 

"thal is so large it "';Quid be impossible to get it through the doors of 
the front of the house. What shall VI"/! do about it ~ " 

Looking through the go doors, on a lorry in the street we could 
see a crowd of peeple garing 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 famow; " American 
Beauty" roses costing many dollars apiece at that time 01 the ,..,. 

Mr. Abbey saw Illy look of diSIIUly. 
" All right," he laughed. "I'll hao'/! the oct'Jlic doors on the stage 

opened-it will be there when Nordica comes on." 
The curtain went up on the temple scene of Aiia 9$ the light 

gradually increa&ed all eyes were attracted to the basket of :!lawen 
standing at the corner of the stage. 

My " ~n of Flowen " in the shop had indeed excelled her!lcl£­
she had also known what givinG her " carte blanche" me\Illt, and, 
further, she had not forgotten to gracefully festoon a small silk flag of 
Stars and Stripes to the baDdle of the ba&ket. 

- a. ~t a hush ot al'.'tmds'll:tMu't CTttlt CiVet the _ ct~~ 
~,Ul.m t~\YI.~1l&U\e tom:pI.\nwu.\ to..:ll. Amentan WInget, \nf.~' 
~~ved an unstmted round of applause, to be lCp-sted still }oudet 
.as In a few moments Nordica made her appearance 

The bill for the baslMt duly reaclJed me the ne~t moming. J 
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not go into details--it is sufficient to say that it taught:me Dot to giv.: 
" carte blanche" to anyone in America again. 

CALvi 

I had an unforgettable experience with that gifted. child of song, 
Madame Ca1~. ~he came so disguised and covered up in a black 
Spanish mantilla, that no one could even sec her f~. When the 
interview was over my stffillge visitor wrote in French, which I 
translate for the benE'fit of my readers : 

" , Cheiro' (she 5pelt the name as it is pronounced-Cairo) 
has to-day from the lines of my hilIld told III<;! things that are 
terribly true. By his advice I will hope to escape many sorrows 
and evils. EMIlIA CALvE.·' 

Yean; later I was in Paris and she .!;howed her good-heartedness in 
a way which few great prima donnas would have done. I was giving 
a r~eption at the close of my season. and had invit~d quite a nlUllOOr 
01 friends to bid them good-bye. Cal,,~ lu:ard of it and insisted on 
cmning with her friend, Madame Guy d'H.."\rdelot. whose beautiful 
songs are so well known in England. Her presence had, however, 
made all my other singers so nervous that they declined to sing. 
Calve took in the situation at a glance and beckoning me to where 
she was sitting, said: '" Cheiro,' do ask me to do something. Nothing 
would give me greater pleasure." A night of song followed such as 
my fricndli aud myself have never flJIgOtten. 

CHARLES W. CLARKE 

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 I had retiIoo from professional work. 

A man had (ailed to see me one afternoon during my ~on in 
Chicago. He told me he had been a failure in everything he had 
:l.ttempted and he just asked me if I could make a suggestion of some 
career for him to go in for. He had a rew tholl.';and dollars left, he 
said, and wanted to know ,.,.ha.t he should invest them in. 

After examining his han&;, I SlJrprised him by saying he should 
invest the money in himseH. "You have the hands of a musician," 
I said; "have you ever had your VQice tested? " 

" A few yelil'S ago I thought I had a. voice," he aIlSwered, "but 
r was toldit was only fit for singing in the streets, so] did not continue. 
Do you really think I could ever do something with it ? " 

"You have not only got a voice," I lanshed, "hnt ytJll have an 
intensely dramatic nature; besides, you have the Lines of Succe;s 
and jo'ame marked to c.omtneIll'.6 in about live years from now-I 
would strongly advise you to give it a good trial." 
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He took my words scriously and for the next few years studied under 
some (If the best voice-producers on the Omtinent. The result was 
that Charles W. Clarke, before the five years had om their course, 
was con;.idered without an eqnal as a basso and became in constant 
do'ima.nd for all the great oratorios and received enormous fees where\"er 
he sang. 

The following is a. ropy of the letter I received : 

U }{L"i> LEoNA-lUI DE VIl>iCI, XVI', 
Augusl 29th, 1912. 

"lo[y DEAR FRIEND' CHIlIRO.' 

To me it is n:wst remarkable that all the important events of 
my life should have been predicted by you fifteen yeaT!\ ago, the 
et,'8nis 4'Nl ti1M ha .... ~ been as .'Y0u p,dir:ktI. 

I am truly grateful for th~ hap iUrit'ea from the many things 
you told me of myself. 

Sincerely yours, 
CIU.RLES W. CLARKE." 

TllE •• GREAT DL"SE" 

While in London for my third sea.~on, I was visited by a lady who 
~tndiollsly concealed her identity. I saw that she had unusual hands ; 
in fact they reminded me remarkably of :lIladame Sarah Bernhardt's 
that I had studied in the earliest days of my career, when called upon 
to med the famous actress. 

My visitor cerhlinly had wunuuful triumphs imprintd upon her 
lul.nds. But ill the slory of Low, there was Ilothing but disaste~; 
moreover, I could ~e that before the end, clolld~ of darkOO!';.'; and 
depression would have settled down, and that poverty and death 
wollirl take place in a foreign land. 

"You have a wonderfwcareer ohuccess much glory and prosperity 
has already been yuurs--morc is ~till beforc you, But in Love you 
will be WQunded to the heart." 

Befon my visitor left, I learnt that she ""'US the incwnpanble Duse. 
the great tragic artiste of th£' Italian stage. In the time of h~r joy, 
she was inclined to langh at my prediction.~ of sorrow; for !\he said 
boldly that the most wonderful lover in the v;arld VIas at her feet­
('.abriele d'Annunrio, poet and novelist, destined later to have a 
IIJ>ed:atular reignin his ivory and gold palilCe, as the Dictator of Fiume. 
For her, he had written a tragedy, whilc his love-l~tt~ trlU1:i\;ended 
all beauty IIlld adoration. 

Before a year had fun its length, Duse called upon In(! again. I 
was struck: painfnUy by the change in ber. Her wonderfnllover had 
tired of romance: he had shown the world his soul, with a cynical 
disregard far Duse's feelings. Sick to the hl!art, she went of! on a 
forE'Jgn tour, 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 genius and actually suffering from poverty. 

JANOTIlA 

Another interesting personality, of a totally different type, whom 
met about this time, was Mademoiselle Janotha, tbe farMn& Court 

,ianist to the Emperor of Germany, a lady who has received, perhaps. 
II many decorations and honours from Royalties as any other v,;oman 
n the world of music. 

This weird lady (ior if one has ever heard ber wonderful playing, 
JIle is inclined to believe that the spirits of the great dead play through 
leI subtle fingers) came accompanied by her famtJtls black cat, " Prince 
i\'hite Heather," rolled up in her muff. 

En paS!;(l.nt, I must remark that" Prince White Heather" had been 
Mademoiselle's mascot tor many years, and "'as always ~en with his 
mistress at those numerous hn.zaars where this generous-hearted little 
lady was found working in the cause of ('.ha.rity. 

Her great talent Wall 50 rlistinctly marked in the lines of her hand 
that I oould make no mistake about it, and the following week I had 
the pleasure (at the old St. James's Hall) of being one of a large 
audience. who were carried away by enthusiasm at her rendering of 
some diflicult pieces ITom the great wor~ of Chopin and Liszt. It 
may interffi my readers to hear that this great arti&te played over 
three hWlllred times at this famons house of music, and as a special 
mark of appreciation, she wa.'! askl'd to pla.y at the last oonCilrt before 
the old St. james's was demolished. The handsome iron crown which 
had capped. the summit of the structure for forty-seven years was 
pr.;.'S/:uted to Mademoiselle Janotha as a souvenir, 
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after she left me that she died in a hotel in America-far from home. a 
wreck of her former genil15 and actually suffering from poverty. 

JANOTHA 

Ancrlher interesting personality, of a totally different type, whom 
I met about this time, was Mademoiselle Janotha, the famoos Court 
piaIili;t to the Emperor of Germany, a lady who has receiv~, perbaps, 
as mIDIy deooratioIls aIld honuurs from Ruyalties as any otber woman 
in the world of music. 

Thi!; vieiro lady (for if one has ever heard her wonderful playing, 
one is inclined to believe that the spirits of the great dead play through 
her"Subtleti~cr"S) cam" accompanied by her famous black cat, .. Prine£! 
White Heather," rolled up in h"T muff. 

En jItIssant, I must remark that" Prince White Heather ,. had been 
Mademoiselle·s :mascot fur many years, and was o.lways seen with hi') 
mistress at those numerous bu.aar.; where this generous-hearted. little 
lad~ ... was found working in the cause of charity. 

Her great talent was 90 distinctly mar~d in the linc~ of her hand 
that I could make nu:mistake about it, and the following week I had 
tIle pleasure (at the old St. James's Hall) of being one of a large 
audien<-.t, who wertl ca.rried a·way by enthusiasm at her rendering of 
some difficult pieces from the great works of Chopin and Liszt. It 
may interest my readcni to) hear that this great artiste playe<J over 
thr~ hundred times at this famous house of mu~ic. and a..~ a special 
mark of appreciation, she was asked to play at the last concert before 
the old St. James's was demolished. The h!lIldsome iron crown which 
had capped the summit of the structure for forty-seven year.; was 
presented to Madculoise1le Janolha as a souvenir. 



CHAPI'ER XXIX 

INTERVIEWS WITH W. T. STEAD--HlS TRAGIC EKD ON mE ILL-FATED 
"TITA'SIC" FORt:TC:ILD. "MARK TWAI:>:, ElLA WHEEl.ER WILCOX, 
THE FAMOUS AMERICAN POETESS; MARY LEITER, WHO BECAME 
VICEREINE OF INDIA 

j\NOTHER of the remarkable pusonalities I met about this 
r"l.. time was W. T. S~ad, the celebrated editor of the Ret'iew oj 

Reviews. He asked me to come and see him in his well-known 
offices at Mowbray House. 

I must here explain that in &1 C"Sf!!', when 1 knew " .. flo my subject 
""as I considered myself at a great disadvantage, and for this reason 
I had 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. 

lory idea was (and I believe my readers will agn:e with me) that the 
brain in an ordinary way is carried away with tlle thought that such 
and such a person will lead such and such a life or do such and sucli a 
thing. The exact TeVet"5E! is, on the contrary, more often the case, 
because men and ,,'!omen 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 gt:=a1. public. 

For this reason] havc never cured to interpret the lives of those I 
knew intimately, and I often disappointed my friends by refusing e\/"tn 
to look at their hanm. 

It was thus I felt on going to see Mr. Stead. He was one of tho!IC 
big personalities with the limelight of public opinion playing so strongly 
on every action. that even till: " man in the street .. had llea.rd of his 
character in a dozen different ways through the columns of e\-""ery 

newspaper in England. 
I explained my diffitnlty to him; he thought it ,,,;as logical and 

reasonable, and so I contented myself with taking an impression of 
his remarkable hand for my collection and explaining to him the mean· 
ing of the difference of the lines as shown in his hand and those of 
other well-known personalities. 

Yean; later, however, we met in Paris, and as I Wall wearing the 
decoration which had been given me by the Shah of Persia on account 
(If my having predicted the date of his attempted uS"'9mation, and 
thUll cau~d his Grand Vizier to ask for a stronger guard of polite, 
which as may be nmembered, saved the Shah's life, Mr. Stead made 
me explain how I worked out by 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 Maud Gonne, 
Imd myseU. 11k Stead had retumed from his visit to the Czar over 
his great Peace Movement, and Miss Gonne, who was called by 
Parisians, "the Irlsh Je.anne d'Art," bad just come back. from one 
of her brilliant" peace-breaking" tours in Ireland. 

When. 1 ha.d fmjqbffl eQ\alnl~ m:'J!~ tilt ~~ ~t t"ht ~ 
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of the attempt on the Shah's life, Mr. Stead made IM WI him some 
things about the characters of people whose numbers, according to 
my system, were " keys" to their characters and the chief M'eIlts of 
their liVM. 

When I bad finished he told me that the numben he had given me 
werc those of his QWII sons, and as far as he could judge, the picture 
I had made was exact to even·the stnal1est details of clmnu;ter, and 
some ten years later I had the satisfaction of hearing from him that 
even the e';-mts whiclJ r had indicat~d at that dJ1duner in Paris bad 
a.l5o bPen fulfilled. 

Mr. Stead had, a~ doubtless many will remember, the Iirm conviction 
that his death would be one of violence at the hands of a London lIlob. 

I believe he had this idea from the time a mob attacked his ofIices 
and stnash.ed the wiIldows. apparently as an indication of the feeling 
engel1dered by his opposition to the Boer Wa.-. 

Mr. Stead on more than one occasion referred to this extraordinary 
belief of his. The last time he brought the matter up was in the 
middle of June 19II, when he had lunch with me at my house. 

I argued against hill view, as I alway~ did, but again on that occasion 
I failed to make him change his mind. My words, however, bad made 
some impression on him, for a few days later he telephoned me and 
asked me to consider the matter again, letting him know the result. 

The following is a copy of the letter 1 sent him : 

"My DF..AR MR. STEAD, 
Jfill~ 21st, 19II. 

Yes, I remember very clearly our discussion at lunch here the 
other day, bu1: I see no reason to go back on what 1 said then, 
namely that a.s far as I (;Rn judge, you need have no reason to 
bdieve that your life will t:lld by vioknce from a Londou mob. 

r have gone over very o;;arefully the impression of your hand 
that you gave me many yens ago, also the more re<::ent notes 
I made on it, and judging from. it and from your date of birth 
in the Sign of Ca.ncer, otherwise known as the First House of 
Water,' in my bumble opiniDn. any danger 01 violent dea.th to 
you mUli~ be from wu/.er " nothing dSfl. The most important 
molltbs for you to a.void travelling in are ~cember aud ned 
April of 19I2. 

Very critical and for you should be April 1912, 
especially a.1xlut the that month. 50 don't travel by 
water then if yeu can belp it. If you do, you will be lia.bleto meet 
with :ouch danger to your life tlw.t the very worst may happen. 
I know I am not wrong aoout tllls " water" danger; I only hope 
I am, or at kast that you W(m't be travelliug somewhere about 
that period. Always sincerely yours, 

, CmuOO.' " 
• W. T. Stead was born J"ly 3th, ,849, H~ was dmwned I" the dlAaster to tb .. 

Tu.m~O!l her!nt vo~ to New YOU ()lI Aprll1Slh, IgIl. 
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The fullQ\ving month I went to Spain, and nine montlw later, in 
April, I was on board an Italian liner in the Mediterranean when the 
captain annllnnced to the passengers that he had received a message 
that the Titanic bad sunk, and among other names of those lost he 
read out that of W, T. Stead. 

" MARK TwAl!i1 " 

" Mark Twain" C<lrne to see me one aftenl()on, and tho;, famous 
humorist was never more 5eriOIl3, I think, in his life, and I was sorely 
at II loS!! "how to place" the curious rogged piece of humanity that 
had called to consult me. 

As I fell back on my system of ""'Drking out the date~ at which the 
impurtant happenings wok place in the life, my COIlSUltant began to 
check off the ye<ml ] mentiom:d, and then asked me to e.x:pJain to him 
by what method or system I was able to arrive at such conclusions, 

" The past may leave it ... mark, [ admit," he said, "and character 
may be told, even down to its finest shades of 61I.preS!!ion; all that I 
might believe-but how the future may be even foreshadOl'.'Cd, 1S 
what 1 cannot understand." 

I reasoned with him that the su1x:onscious brain may know in 
advarn;.., wlmt we shall attempt nmI wllcre we shall Cail. that nothing 
in the world Was left to blind chance, and that (Iur VelY wilmes Wer~ 
as necessruy to our development us were our successes, Seeing that 
I was making no headway towards convindng him, I 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 camc to 
one where thc right hand of the clllld almost exactly talJ.ied with the 
markings of the mother's r;ght hand. 

" rn this case," I said, "which you can follow up and prove forymrr­
self, ev6lJ' section of this girl's life repeated, e\-en to rlate~, the actiorus 
of the mother's life, although twenty yean; separated them in time:· 

The girl had passed through similar illnesses at the SlUIle age5 at 
which they had OC<!UITed to the mother; iihe had lllilITicd at the same 
age, aloo had five children, and W;l$ a widow at the sa.rne age. 

"Now," I concluded, "if one Lad known the events of the mother's 
life and seen that the same marlcings a.ppellred in the hands of the 
chi1d~then, eveu say at six: years of age, one could have predicted 
the events which wonld take place in eM fate of the daughter," 

This interested my visitor so deeply that he took notes of the various 
hands I showed him, and we examined with a mieroscope the Jj nes in 
the tips of the fingers of the mother and this one daughter, whose dates 
had been so nearly the :>arne, end we found that even the circles in the 
finger-tips and thumbs also agreed, 

As he was going, he said, " The one humorous point in the situation 
is, that I came here expecting to lose money by my foolishness, but 
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A V1CE11.'1mm. 01' IND:tA 

Now that the grave has 1mb2ppiiy closed QVer the head of the great 
Lord Cnrzan, I should like to rtlatc the story of hi:; fIDot I~, s.nd 
how I foreshadowed it. 

It was while I wa!; fuHiIling a season in Washington that I was 
info~ that two ladle!; desired to see me. I......as exhansted after 
a heavy dlly-physically and mentally unstrung-and had given my 
secretary peremptory orders that I would see no:more clients. How­
ever, though" Man proposes, ·Woman disposes," 8.lld eventually there 
entered two ladies-an elder and a younger. In an imperious tone I 
was bidden unravel Fate for the latter, but with this somewhat uneOIn­
pnlmising prelude: 

", Cheiw,' I believe yon to be an impostor. However do your 
best ---or worst I ,. 

" A short and brilliant life," were the first wards I uttered, and the 
hand upon the o::nshion seemed to vibntte ",ith inward feeling. "In 
a few years you will marry a man of different country irom your own, 
and by him you will be raised to a position in an Eastem land equal 
to that of a queen." 

"NOIlgeIlOO I" snorted the elderly lady, and then gave a thin, 
cyni(allaugh . 

.. Equal to a queen-really, quite a fairy story! " 
r continued to the end, and whCIlI had finished, the elder lady gave 

me her hands to read, with -the remark: 
" Tell me abont my myself, and I shall soon catch you out." 
I commenced, and her anger meltoc.d away and a look of real wonder 

was seen on her face. When I had finished she s.aid, '" Cheiro,' you 
have tn1Iy amazed me, although I cannot se.e how your prevision with 
regard to my daughter can be fulfilled." 

She took out her card and laill it upw! my table. Upon it was 
engraved: "Mrll. Levi Z. Leiter." 

The years pao;.~ed on, and there came a day when I received a letter 
from the Vicereine of India, the "'ife of Goors:e Nathaniel Curzon, once 
Mary Leiter. She wrote : 

" Is it not wonderful, 'Cheiro,' that I am now oceupying 
elCactly the position you foretold--eqnal to that of a ' Queen in 
an Eastern land'? All that you foretold in Washington has come 
to pass." 

All, indud I For it proved a "short and brilliant life." Dleath 
quenched the love romance of Mary LBiter and Lord Curzon in a 
premature grave. 

LADY ARTHUR. ~AGET 

One of my wannest friends in London wall Lady Arthur Paget, by 
birth an American lady, and the gftat hiend a.nd confidante of KiII& 
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Edward, She was the aclc:nowledged leader of British society during 
the great Edwardian days, she ruled the best socia.llife, and her will 
')r,s lav,', 
c On QIle occasion when she consulted me, I observed that I feared 
me WlL3 in pat danger of a terri.b1e accident caused by a fall, and I 
advised her to take the gn:atest care during the coming month of 
August. 

She told me aftelWards that my warning had so much effect upon 
her that she used the greatest caution whenewf she went out. But, 
alas, in an unguarded moment she fell dcrwn the lift shaft in her well­
k'rKown home in Delgrave Sqnare, 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 detaib of how the 
accident ~ happened, adding that when she recovexed CQIlSciousness 
she thought. "So' Cheiro' was right after all." 

She sufiered intensely for over n year, but bore all with wonderful 
resignation and fortitude. King Edward frequently called npon her, 
and during one of hi~ vi~it!\, Lady Paget mentioned hm1i I had predicted 
the sad accident. The monarch til.en retold the story of how I had 
given him " sixty-nine as his age limit." 

Lady Paget was a Spartan "here Cuurt duty was concerned. She 
attended a reception at Buckingham Palace when barely convalescent, 
even though she was hardly able to stand. King Edward ordered a 
chair to be brought for her. but she n:lused such cOlLSideration "Imd 
stood during the ciltire ccrenlOIly. 



CHAPTER XXX 

SOME NOTABLE EXl'ERIE)l'CJ!.S IN TlIl!. ~n 5TATI!;~. MY P1l1ST 
U;;CTURE IN BOSTON. I MEET JULJ.A WARn BOWE, THE 
AtrIBORESS OlS TlIS "lIATI1.B XYllN," AND O'IBEA INIEKESl'lNG 
~n. 

AT tm CDJlci1Wi.on of my first srp"on in Kew York, I made up n. my mind to start oft on a lecture tour and see as much as I 
con1d of the great continent of America. I had never lectured 

before in my life, nor addressed a public audience of any kind. and 
I was (!Onseq~tly nther nervous of the issue. Knllwing nothing of 
the routine <.Jf engaging baJ.l!l, advertisiJIg, d;c., I put mywU into the 
hands of an enterprising American. who assnred me that the correct 
tbing to do was to make my debut before the publk in that centre 
of culture and home of learning, otherwise known QJl the map of America 
a~ the City of BostOIl. 

It i5 hardly necessary to explain that this famous city js not far 
from the two celebrated univenitie!l of the Stat~, namely, Yale and 
Harvard.. 

It may be on account of the close proximity of such seats of wisdom 
that Bostonians give themselves SLlch a superior air of learning, or at 
all events-look wise. I have heard it said that more men and women 
wear glasses in Boston than in any other city of the same si~ in the 
world! 

As a matter of fact, I was on Olle OCl;asion served by all Irish waiter 
with a mutton chop, who was '10 affected by the atmosphere of the 
place, that he wrote out my" check" on the back of a Greek grammar, 
which be carried with him on all occasions. 

Bostonians are, however, cOIl~!krcd to be the west Iccture-goers 
in the world; and it was perhaps for that reason that my " advance 
agent " detennined that my lecture tour should be started from such 
a. seat of culture. 

I, quite natureJ.ly. I think. lelt all 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 should be 
" 'Cheiro's' Lecture Tour "-" The Study of the Hand, and Vvllat 
it Means:' 

On theeve of the fateful day on which I was to make my appearance, 
I took the night train from New York, aIJd in fear and trembling 
arrived at the" City of Learning" whose verdict Wall to decide my 
destiny. as far as lectures were concerned. 

Imagine my a.tnaXement, as in the early IlI.Oming I drove to my 
botel. to see the following bills on the hoardings: 

" CHEIRO'S" TOUR OF THE WORLD 

CmCKEBlNG BALl., 

To-day, 2.3<1 
,~ 
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Not a word about Hands, or anything else 1 My" advance agent" 
met me at the door of the hotel; he bad a smile on his face, from ear 
to ear. "I thought I !mew Bo~wn," he said; "every seat is taken in 
the entire hall." 

" But, my good man," r said, "there's not a word about Hands, 
or the subject of the lecture." 

.. Don't teach me my busillll$S," he grinned. "The leM! Bostonian~ 
Imow of the !mbject of a lecture, the more reason for them taming 
up to find out." 

Events proved he was right, ill this <;a.Se at least. I had a splendid 
andience, the hail packed to the doorn, and excellent notices in the 
newspaper the next day. 

Of COUI'!le, 1 told them the trick my " advance man " had played on 
them, and the compliment he had paid them. They roared with 
laughter, and Bostonians and I have been the best of friends ever 
!Unce. 

I finally stopped aJrnO!it a year in tliis city. My TOOIIl$ a.t the Hotel 
Brunswick were alwa.ys crowded with visitors. I met channing and 
delightfully cultured people. I made some lifelong friends, and will 
carry with me to the end of my life the happiest WUVl'nitt of " the 
Hub of the Universe." 

It was in Boston I met Mrs. Ole Bull, the VoidOW' of the famous 
musician. I spent a delightful day in her curiously picturesque home 
in Cambridge. It was she who took IJl.E over to Longfellow's home, 
and .Mi5li Longfellow showed me many of the original manuscripts of 
her !~ther's poems----and how wonderfully cleanly written those 
manuscripts were! That beautiful Psalm of Lifa had, I think, only 
two corrections. 

It was also in Boston I met that now celebrated writer, MHis Lilian 
Whiting. In a letter which she sent to Lig~. and which appeared 
on January 18th, 1913, she refers to me and my vllIit to Bostoll in the 
following genel'OWi terms: 

"SIR , 
I have read with much interest the various refertlnc:as in Light 

to' Cbairo,' and should like to add a word (Ii my own ex:perieDCI'l. 
It is not too mnch to say that I owe to hHi remarkable power as 
a seer and diviner of conditions all immNsura6te lid-I of grat'twk. 

Many ~ars ago, I found myself at one (Ii those 'partir:tg 
of the ways' which recur in our humin experiences, when the 
resource on which I had been relying vanished, and no other --. To put the matter plainly, the journal of which for some years 
I had been the literary editoc was sold and changed in character, 
and I was intent (In finding another similar place in jonmalisrn. 
as my (ln1y means (If eanllng a living. 

At this time, I accidentaJJy met 'Cheiro.' He was just then 



174 CONFESSIONS: MEHOIRS Oll A MODERN SEEK 

the ' storm centre' of Boston Sociel:j who crowded his rooms, 
waited in throngs on his stCietlll'Y for appointments. and eagerly 
S\lCun:d his • readings' to a degree that taxed hls time to the 
utmost. At that moment he was the idol. so to speak. and there 
was not wanting those who would gladly have paid one hundred 
dollars or more for a half"hour's interview. As I have said.. I 
chanced only to meet hhn (not having gone for a professional 
s~ce), and this is the sequence . 

• There is a line in your hand tlw.t i~ lived out,' he said, ' and 
you are trying to live it over again. nus is impossible. As well 
tty to l."ut a chicken back in the shell and make an egg of it again. 
There lS much that i~ awaiting you, but you are keeping it all 
away by not letting go of the past and turning toward!. anaUu, 
silt of likfary 1li00k, such as writing books.' 

, I understand exactly what you mean, " Cheiro,'" I replied; 
, bt))n this minute I v.illiet it go: Within iliat year (1894) my 
I'lr.it book, Tlu Wwltl Beautiful (first &erks), was publimed, 
followed v,iithin the seventeen ensuing years (I9II iIlcl~ive) by 
the other twenty-one works that r have published; and for all 
the possihilitips involved in these, and my fourteen visits to 
Europe "'ithin these years, I feel that ] am indebted to this 
remarkable psychic and seer to an incalculable degru. 

Youn;, etc., 

LILIAN WHITING." 

"The Grand Old Woman of Am&ica," M she was called, Mrs. Jn1ia 
.... yard Howe, wa..~ al!iO one of my dear friends. She gave me an auto­
graphed copy of her famous" Ba.ttle Hymn," which was known by 
every soldier during the Civil War, and many a delightful evening 
I spent in her home. 

And Dr. J. Heber Smith I r ",moot ooncludc this chapter on Boston 
without spealc:mg of him. He was a famous physician. who performed 
all his cures by the aid of Astrology; and a wonderful astrologer he 
was, too I This remarkable man worked out a chart of the heavens 
for e\lery patient; he prescribed for them actmding to the indications 
of disease, as shown by their planets; and he had more grateful 
patients than any doctor it has ever been my lot to meet. 

He, finally, two years in adVIUl.Ce, predicted his own death from the 
effects of an accident. When the appointed time came, he " put bi.3 
houllP in order"; every paper W1d document WIUI in its pla.!;e; wui 
so he met his death as calmly for himself as he had often studied it for 

""""'. [t was while J was in Boston, and perhaps owing to the literary 
atmosphere of this city. that J publi5htd my first volume of poems. 
1'he6e weft unJque, in one way at least, na.tMly, that I had to correct: 
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the proofs by telegraph, my pnblisher in New Yark haviDg wired me 
that he had to catdi. the diristmas trade, and hEld to go to press 
immed:ia.tely or lVlay them for another year. 

These poems were erlumely \Mil te<:eived by the Pr. SR, and Boston 
alone sold over a thousand copies II. week for th.!: followblg few months : 
but as an illustration 0;£ the prejudi<:e II. man following mch an un­
ort:hOOox profession as mine had to bear, I may mention that one poem 
-If We Omy Knt:'/(' was quoted far and wide tluvugb. the wwld 
but in almost all religious papers it was printed 'IIIiiIwuI my M;)HI 
tQ it; when [ protested at such injustice, I was told that "they 
oould nl.lt advertise in their columns the name of a :man associated 
with such an illegal profession." yet these same people did not see the 
inconsistency of making use of the work of my bmw. 

The only claim for this poem was, perhaps, its simplicity and hu:m.an. 
pathos; in answer to numerous requests fur copies of it, and to 5et 
all dollbts as to the authorship once and far aU at rest, I hope it will 
not be cOl19id.eredQUt of place if I reprint it here : 

IF WE ONLY KNEW 

If we only knew, if we only knew, 
Bul a little p;rrl of things we 900, 
Metbjgka the fals" would be oft more true 
Than what is truth-or what ...... fo /lo. 
If .... .mly k~lJI---4f!llt C1tly ~I 

If .... only !mew the pain we ""use, 
By th& IIl4Ihtins look or the word of sha-., 
By the seeking oat 0"1 those old, old !law. 
That OI ... !ICa!:C<> could belp, In the race 1m fame. 
If we llIliy knoaw that the d....d" w" scorn. 
Might fIOlIIe &y fall to OUISelvee to do. 
Or il not to 1l!I. to our babes uoilonl; 
1/ .... .".z,. 1m .. " if"",.mly kIwuo I 

If we only knew how the ma.n .... "purn, 
Had fOl18'nt tempta.tion-a.ye, d<l.y &lid DiBht. 
If .... lIlOly k_. ,. .. ould we SO 'l1InI. 
And carl him off "" .. lmtbsome sight ~ 
Ah me' inIrte&d of the s;inner'a brantl, 
We'd IIladlYhelp him the ught to do; 
We'd lli.t blm np with eaelro honeat hmd, 
1/ .... cmly /mnI-if .... 0fIJy Muw. 

u WI! only knew how the woman t..u, 
WOtild '" shun her &8 DOW. whe1le'er we meet 1 
\VI:mld _ lea,", her th~ to u.at bittu heU 
Of sclf and sin and the homeless street l 
Would. ..... shrug our ~h<.JnIdOmO and shU" oar tw.d 
For trueting tao mtlcb, or being too tnte, 
Or e!oft1ns. ~pt, IIIl1Dl1lfl do,:Ior bnad l 
II IN' 0IIly h." If QfIII filly AtIftI t 
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Ii we only kAew---lMtll'M 1uam IIW Min 
Woald have..ta.yed lIO .... ort in thi& vale of ....... , 
l1o...-mncb n>on 8wvet WQWd b.au beeu each kiM, 
Rid .... 4;4 _ """""'--...... Iiid _ AmmI. 
Rqrets an! QlIi: • awl tear. bIlt blind, 
And empty worn... can no p .... t and<> ; 
It'.110 goocI tithing--" I'd t>u<o _, ki...t 
If I owly ~f 1 ""'y ...... UI'" 



CHAPTER XXXI 
A L1!.CnrRE AT SYRACUSE mAT NEARLV SPELT-FAlLURE 

I AGAIN started on my lecture tour and reached the e.nterprising 
tuwn of Syracuse, in the middle of New York State. :My" advance 
manager had preceded me, and he met me as 1 arrived, with an 

air of self-satisfaction that it waA impossible not to notice. 
In answer to my questioning look, he said: " I have made a wo.ndel"­

ful business deal here: I have engaged the large:.1: hall in the town 
for a mere bagatelle. provided 1 took it lor three nights running: so, 
of course, I took it," be adMd. 

" How did you get it so cheap? " I asked. 
"I don't kIlow," he replied, "~cept that the owner must be a fool 

or a disciple of your study, or something of that sort. I have advertised 
you extensively and I expect you will have crowded houses for your 
three nights' stay," 

At the appointed hour. I arrived at the hall, amI immediately went 
on the stage behind the curtain to see that nothing had been forgotten, 
such as the large lecture sheet, lantern·slides, etc. 

It was a few minutes before the advertised time, and feeling a strange 
emptiness about the place, I peered through a hole.in the stage curtain, 
and, to my dismay, di5('.overed that the hall was, practically speaking, 
empty: not more than perhaps forty persons sitting in the reserved 
!ieats. 

Before I could recover from my surprise, the curtaiu was rung up, 
and I was left nothing to do hut to makP. my bow and r.ommence. 

In that first moment, I thongb.t I had betrer retr~at, but fortunately 
a sense of hlllIlou! came to my re~cue, and, instead, I allllounced to 
my limited andience thal I would try to reward them for their bravery 
in coming by endeavouring to give them the best lecture I ever gave 
in my life, At the same time, a happy thought struck me, and I 
announced that Instead of giving my usual 1ccturc--" The Hands of 
Celebrities J have Met "-1 would devote the evening to a kind oflessan 
on the Lines of the Hand; and that if they would give me their attention 
for a couple of hOUTS-<IT langer, if they chose--by the cloiIC of the 
evening, every member of my audience would know suffick-ntly of the 
subject to bto actually able to read the hands of their friends the 
following morning. _ 

AmcricallS, I beliew, admire resourcefulness more than any otlu;r 
race on earth, My poor little audience of two !IOOl'e murmured their 
approval; slide after slide was switched on by ihe lantern, and I 
threw myseH heart and soul into my subject as perhaps. I never had 
done bdon:. 

Two hours passed quickly away. I asked if they wished for more; 
they replied with one voice: "Ye~," and off we went again, Finally 
twelve o'clock struck and, thoroughly exhausted, fOT I had been 
speaking from eight, I came to a stop. It was fortunate I did, for the 
hydrogen of the laDtern had also given out and its light had b«:ome 

• 
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snddeD1y yellow. I then a.nnonnced that as I ha.d the hall ensa8ed fOf 
anothcr two evenings, and all then was no way to get out of my 
contract, that on the following nights, whetru,r there would bt; one 
persoz1 or one hunch'ed in my audience, I would again give tl:te5e lectuns 
as Jesso?S- so that if I ever returned ,to. Syracuse, I would find the 

However, 
had saved me. 
p!lssession of 
everybody's hands in Syracuse, 
newspapers of the 
to my surpri5c. 

manner, 8.Ild whe'n""", ~:;~:::,:~~:.~ that the door had to 1i 
awl the same ~ repeated the folWwing Il~ht, 

~;F as a lesson 
;,: , proud of tileit' 
"read," I believe, 

two of thElleading 
The nut day. 

. a most .flattering 
to such an extent 

the advertised time; 

It is so easy to be successful-if one can MIry gd tne right impirlltiGfl. 



CHAPTER XXXII 

HOW nut VANITY 011 ON:! KAN N&AlU,Y BlI:OXE MY CAREER 

BUFFALO, Onf> (If the leading and most prosperous cities in New 
Yo;rk State, was my next place to visit after Syracuse, but my 
advance mena!Jl:'l' had lost his nerve OVel" his last experience in 

taking hall~, S(I instl!ad, he had simply arranged that at Ie.u,t my first 
lecture shollid be very unostentatiously given in the handsome ball­
room of my hotel, the I~uois. 

Contrary to all expectations, people came in such crowds that every 
ineh of available room was in demand, so much so that I had barely 
space on the pIatfonn to stand on; the result wu, that the following 
v,~k I engaged one of the largest halls in the city. and every lecture 
I gave was to a crowded audience. 

In all my.experience in America, I do not think I met with greater 
hospitality than I did in Buffalo; the newspapers as well 113 private 
persons seemed to vie with one another in showing me every possible 
kindness; and yet in the middle of it all, I had one of the 5addest 
experiences of my career, and I realized to what an extent jealousy 
and viIlIity could go, and what hlll'Dl a few slliIl<krous words cou1d do 
at any time-to one dependent 011 the public for his career. 

T was nearly a fortnight in Buffalo 1.1"h .. n I hegan to notice that rome 
of those who had been extremely lavish in their hospitality at the 
e~ncem.eIrt. suddenly became quite distliIlt and reserved.. One 
man in particular, who had asked me to accept the privilege of Ills 
club, during my stay in the city, acted 50 strangely that I could stand 
it no longer and asked him for an explanation. 

At first he &aid" he did not wish to hurt my feelings," lind it was 
only after the greatest persuasion that be finally agreed to tell me, but 
only under the provision that I v;ou1d not ask him to give the name 
of the penlOn who had spread the cruel slander about me. 

Anxious to get even WIne iufonnatiou that might 101: 01 assistance, 
J gave the promise he asked. and then in II quiet comer of his dub, 
he told me the follcwing : 

.. There is a certain Mr. X in this city," he began, .. who know9 
everyone and goes everywhere; whooe word has the gn:atest w;:ight, 
both on account of his wealth and the p(lSitirm he occupies socially. 
On the night of your big lecture, when your name was on everyone's 
lips. this man stated at a supper parly that not only did he know you 
from your .very ooyhQod, but that it was due to bi9 gCIlCl"O$ity that 
you were educated and launched inlo the world. This man knOWs. 
something about the st11dy YOll have, he admits, become a master 
of, but he state~ you are only proficient because III jim laugh: you Ute 
l'IIoIliJmtl#s of till Arl .. and, later, bemuse you 7Qb/ml if;'" pI aU his 
valuabl~ bopk:; fIfJ l/ie IifObjt!(;t. 

" Recently, to cap ail, he has gone further, and at a dinner a few 
ev.mings ago, he stated that he had proam that yon had married a 
young and beautiful. girl in England in order to pci!W! her money-

'" 
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that .she was now dying broken-hearted and in poverty, in a London 
garut, and that roo had left England in order to avoid the ~te 
of ht:r relations .• 

As I listelled in:oilence to this terrible accusation, I rWi:.led that the 
man who told me, believed every detail of it in all sUicerity. and that 
no words of mine rou1d possibly alter his opinion. 

It was in vain I begsed him to give me the man's name, or to bring 
me fare to face with my hidden accuser-it Wall all to no ptlI'p(lM. 
He did not wish to be brought into a scandal, he said; and real.iz.ing 
that [ tlJUld get no farther with him I took up my hli.t and walked out 
into the street. 

y CIlooot describe how I felt, or, in a way. /unI.. hdpl~~s I f~/t,. I had 
up to then no real personal experience with the world at large, for I 
had liVl!d in a little world of my own. My books, and the study of the 
one subject I almost reverenced, had, in a sense, cut me O'ff from the 
rest of humanity. My very success had blinded me; it seemed im­
possible to believe that the arrows 01 jealousy or envy, which might 
strike others, oou\d have bt:cn hurled against me. 

Beside;. I could not see what motive any person could have for 
imeuting such.a. story, especially as my friend had told me that my 
accusm: was "a wealthy man with good social position." If It had 
been from a rivaJ in my work, ] oould have understood perhaps, but 
not someone whose interest could never clash with mine. 

1 thought of all kinds 01 things: I made all kinds of plans; but in 
spite of all, J felt such a feeling of hdples~ and utter loJU:liness 
that my very blood seemed to have tllrIled into ''later. 

If I could only find who my accuser was. I tbought, I wCFUld force 
my way into his pre;P.llCE! and demand the most absolute denial of the 
infamous story; but how and where could J fi,lld him, what langth C)f 

time wou1d I have to wait? were the questiOIl5 that racked my brain 
with snch veritable pain that, when finally] reached my hotel, I was 
as wom out I!S if I had passed through a long illness. 

A pile 01 letters were lying on my table. I had not the courage nor 
the desire to open them, and J would not have noticed them a second 
time if thehandwriting of one of the envelopes had not caught my eye. 

It was from a man who had a11';ays been a stannch supporter of 
mine, a we11-imt>I';n lawyer, whose daughter, some time before, I had 
been the means of saving from a most unhappy tna.rriage. 

M .... hanically, I opened the envelope. Would he, I wondered, also 
tnm agaiIL'lt me? Perha~ this very letter would be a notiftcation of 
it, btlt to my relief I:read : 

"My DEA.R ' ClIlUlI.O,' 
WeilJesUy· 

Yon said you would be free to-morrow night. so J want you to 
come to dinner only a few people, but I will have the best in the 
city to mret you. You WOII'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 Y<lU as you are­
your own self, without any halo of fame round your head; so 
come and don't disappoint me. 

Yours always sincerely. 

I gave a sigh of relief, but the next s~ond I threw the letter aside, for 
I fult I MUld not go under the circumstances. It was only when 
morning came I changed my mind, but in my leUer r said: "I shall 
want you after dinner to give me a quiet half-hour, as I need your 
advice, and I know you won't refuse to give it to m~." 

I will no~ waste l'I'Ords describing how I got through the long day 
before me: every IriQrnent (If my time had been booked in advance; 
and pcrhap~ it wa~ as well it was, for like an artist, I WIlS !ill devott.u 
w my work that I forgot my owu trouble in the troubles of those who 
came to con5UIt me. 

I had so many appointments that] was late getting dressed for 
dinner, and when I arrived at my friend's hou~, I had alr...ady kept 
the wmpany waiting, and we were ushered immediately into the 
dining-room. 

During dinncr, the conversation ran on every pos5wlc subject except 
tha t of OC(;ulti5m in any fonn. I wall evidently regarded as a yvuug 
Englishman travelling tlu-o~h America Jor pleasure, and so I was 
entertained 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, cigars, and coffee, I took the opportunity to draw my host 
into a t:Omet of the large mom and had just oommenood to tell him 
how much I wanted his advice, ... ,,.:hen a remark from an elderly man, 
whom I had not particularly noticed during the dinner, struck my e~ 
and ~ed for a moment to turn me into stone. 

" Db, yes," he was saying, "] know the man who OIUS himself 
, Cheiro' well~too ~II in fact. No, I have not been to see bim and 
don't intend to either. for I have seen hi:ro a good many times too 
often. When I lived in Londmt years ago, in one of my philanthropic 
qUESts to aid what I considered talent in any form, ] had him educated 
as a young.;ter. I taught hUn all I knew about hands, which was a 
9pCcia.l hobby of mine, and the young EWundrel :rewarded me by 
robbing me of all my most valuable works on the subject." 

I could not wait to hear nwr~in a second I was before him, but 
controlling myself with all the will I could master. I said very calmly: 
"You would recop;ni1.e him again if you saw him, would y<ru not? "­
"Ob, yes," he laughed, "indeed I would; but he will take care not 
to meet.\De, as he 1uww9 I would take him at oru:e to the nearest police 
station," 

It is D.nder the stress of m~nts snch as these that one acts M 
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totally diflerent :from what one apects one w<mid do, that our actions 
and furre of will become a mystery: if someone had told me all hour 
befure that I MI1ld appear 50 calm while I heard my character and 
JlIIlIle dragged so low, I would have considered him mad. But, quietly 
looking the man straight in the eyes, I took my cigarette from my lip3 
and said slowly and deliberately: 

" Sir, you are either an escaped lunatic or an iniernal1iar; the llm.n 
who sfands before you is the' Cheiro ' that you say you could recogni.!:p.. 
I demand a full explana.tion of your words, or else it will be this very 
, Cheiro • that will take you to the nearest pollee station, if be has not 
in the mea.utime strangled you." 

I CI\lIlIot de~De the short 9Celle that fQllowed. In a death-like 
silence, we heard &OI!W sounds ~hoking in his throat, but the next 
second he had :fallen a helpless mass at my 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 utterly 
broken, shattered piece of what I suppose was humanity blurted and 
gasped out the foUowiug sentences; 

"For God's sake forgive we. I can't think wIly I did it-vanity, 
perhaps, for I could Jl{)t bear to think that anyone could have made 
I\. suceess of what was my hobby for !ID long. Give me a pen, I will 
sign any declaration you like that every word I said about you was 
false." 

He did sign a statement, for my friend thought it was right that 
be should do so. I had, however, never occasion to use it-and I 
never shWl now, for it was not so very long afterwanls that Mother 
Earth swallowed up even his memory. 

It was yean later that I learned the lesson that those whQ follow 
fJ/1JtnU/l1 lives mu$t have ulmSual cxpmtlfl(;es, and mu~1: w(.'Ct Inore 
calumny thaD tho:.c enviable ones who follow life's beaten track. 

I confess I have had to pay the price of whatever little fame I e~, 
and especi~lly in later years. As my name became more and more 
known, so did the penalty at times become aiJ the greater. J made 
legions of friends, but that V&y fad made me also legions of enemies, 
and the wildest and, at times, the cru.el.list stories were circulated 
about me. 

Some put my success down to" black magic," fJ'then; to "5pirits," 
oth~, again, to the agency of the Devil. Few, if indeed, any, put my 
I\lC«SS doWli to ~iug so very simple, 'SO very commonp1ace. that 
they would never perhaps have thought of it-simp;y hat., earttm 
_k and nothing bul_k: and coupled with it, the real desire to help 
those tangled or tinselledlives that for a few moments came into contact 
with my own. How few out of those bundreds of ~ butterfliell. 
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who came to jest or pass an idle hour, ever thought that m 8ny a time 
[silently asked for help to read their lives from that Olle gRat Source 
that lleYer fails tl.) help; and when the jest pa'iSed from their lips and 
the tean trtarted toO their eyes, [ did oot take the credit for unlocldng 
the secrets 01 their hearts. 

I was only thankful that I was the instrument that had, yrhaps, 
awakened them to the knowledge that our thoughts leave their traces, 
and that there are records of the things that one often would fain 
=1. 

I did not pretend to be a ~t, for had I been one, they would not 
have come. I did not preach, for they would not have listened: but 
by the lifting of even a comer of the veil of the Mysterious, I led on 
thoOse whoOm the churches WQuid never have :roached, ttl penetrate still 
farther snd some (If them, I kn(lW, went ODward-until they finally 
found the Mystery of Life from the lips of things that spoke to them 
of the Creator uf alL 



CHAPTER XXXIII 

r VISIT DET1!.OlT ANn CmCAGO. I MEl!.'I n. ARYOUR, MAllSRALt. FJ1!.LD, 
B. GORDON SEI.FRlDGE, AND JOE LEITER, MAJOR I..OGAN, Al'ID A 
PUDlCIlON Jl1.lWnUI> TO TIm :EXACT l>A'IlC 

D URING my visit to Bu:!faJo, [ was invited to nm over to 
Detroit, a 1ew hUDdred miles away, and giVll a lecture ill aid 
of a charity kindel"g!lrtell that Wl!.5 beiug establil;hed there. 

One thinks nothing at distance in the laud of comfortable trains, 60 
the following Dight saw me before a packed audience of Detroit's 
Four Humked. 

In a few eloquent IUld Battering words. I was introduced to my 
audience by Mr. Don M. Dicldnson, an n-Postmaster-Wn'teral of the 
United States Government. I hardly think I ever had a more int€:rested 
or appred.a.tiv€: public in any city in America., and a la.rp;e amount of 
~ was tunu:d ~er to the ~ha:rity for whi!;b. I had given my 
servlO~. 

The next morning, a very remarkable man, the Mayor of the town. 
called on Ill€: without announcing who h€: was. H€: ",,-as a man fanwus 
in Michigan for his love of argument, but before he left, he wrot.., 
wmething in my Visitors' Book which, considering his nature, was the 
highest compliment he oould haWl paid me. It read; ", Chejro' is 
so accurate, there is no chance for 'argument,'.. This remarkable 
testimony is ~d J. !). PINGREE, Mayor OJf Detroit. 

BeJo:>re I pass on from this cily, I must say that from a picturesque 
standpoint alooe, Detroit should not he ignored by visitors to the 
States. Magnificently situated as it is, on the junction of the great 
l.akI:s, it is one of tho most attractive cities I know of. The streets 
are wide and well laid out; the buildings are handsome and imposing; 
it is to-day the principal centre of the autOlllDbile industry. 

}<'rom Detroit, ] reached Chicago, the great centrallll€:tropolis of the 
Statc:r---the Clearing House of the WC!;t and the East, I think olle 
might fitly describe it. For some reaso.n that I never could understand, 
Chicago is one of the most abused of all the American cities; its streets 
are criticized, its buildings held up to ridicule, its men and women 
stuck into every melodrama that requires money or a villain, and it5 
climate held up to scorn as the wor:st in the States. 

Three times I visited this great city, and I must say that eacb time 
I left it, I took away .... ith me only renewed feelings of admiration for 
the enterprise that seeme<i to :ilow like a tide thwugh its meets, and 
the hospitality and sple.Ddid good fellowship of its inhabitants. 

InChicago, men and women don't think that " it is a crime towork"; 
on the contrary, they think it ~ a crime to be too lazy to toil. These 
people mate a sport of life's hardships.. They laugh at her blows, 
they gamble with her emu, if they lose, or:if they wiD., they !au§"h all 
the same---or at least they are too plucky to show their tears. 

But do not think for a moment that these people bave nat " the 
milk ot hl.m!!1! kind" E2 in thei:t breasts"; on the tontrary, let the 

'" 
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Flood come, or the Cyclo.ne strike, be it north, south. east, QI west, 
and Qricago responds qukkas a woundedbeart to the touch of 90tt0W, 

Some people think that humanity is the same the world over, but 
in my wa.y of thinking, I believe that climate and even the soil have 
as much effect: 00 race!! as they have on &wen and ~tables. Plant 
the cllampagne grape in another district and it will no iMgeT give the 
.. wine thatchcen " ; in fact, ill many casc$it will cease to yieldgrapes 
at all Geologists explll.in this by the statement that the champagne 
district is one with chaJ.k and gravel for its subsoil, but if such t~ 
affect as they do, a hardy plant, such a.~ tbe vine, how much tnOte so 
may not the magnetic influence of snbsoil affect the mOlrt sensitive 
Qrganism of all, namely, the human being I 

Is there no reason for the <iliference that exists in the character of 
the French a.nd the Germans, or the English and the Irish? Why 
should there not be ~qual div~enci~ bctwco;u the people of Chicago 
and, say. New York. with. their eight hundred miles of sepa.ra.tion' 

In any case, I do not think the soil of Chicago, whatever else it may 
breed, gives birth to snob5, for in my opinion this city is particularly 
free from this species of objectionable parasites. 

In the great world's workshop I allude to, men worth milliOJlll are 
as humble and llm'''"'JmiIlg as if they were worth so many pence. 
Th<;y are happy to .... ork, happy to play the game. and. as long as they 
are not playing against loaded dice, sucll men are bound to win in ilia 
long run. 

As a passing example of what I am citing, I ",ish to mention the 
following incidMt that happMed to myself: 

I had a leUer of introduction to Mr. Phillip Armour, the head of the 
great establishment that beari> his name. One morniIJs, I found myself 
in that quarter of the city and so thought I would present my letter. 
Entering one of the big stock·yards.l saw an elderly man, ve£}' plainly 
dressed, who appeared to be occupied making some notffl on a rill:p 
of paper; going up to him. I asked where I could find Mr. Annour, 
as I had a letter of introductioo to him. ""''hat dQ you want hilI1 
for? .. he asked. "Ob, only." I replied, .. that he may. pcrhap~. send 
some derk 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 1% stArted; we pwed from one building 
to a.notMr in this most wonderful bnsin~ organization that perhap!I 
the world has ever seen. The wwicnel1, packen, and otbel'9 took no 
notice of us as we went from place to pla.cc, until at the end of perhaps 
an hour I again reached the street. I thanked the ma..n who had been 
my guide, and taking a dollar :from my pocket, I was handing it to 
him, when, to my astonishment, he said: "There is no need to do 
that, ] am Mr. Armour. Now giVl! me your letter." 

The millionaire, Marshall Field, wa5 just as nna--uming, so also 
was hill partMr, Harll;)w N, HigfDbotbam, even while 1wl wu Pres.ideat 
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01 the WMld's Fair. H. Gordon Selfridge, a180 a mjllionaire partner 
in the same- gigantic esta.blisb:ment, was one of the quietest and most 
nnass.uming men I have ever met, and he remRjn~ the same w-day, 
eyeD. though he is in London and " Selfridge's" the talk of the town. 
In fact. if one wanted to select an example of the b8St kind of business 
men that America. can produce, I do not think we could do betur 
than to take H. Gordon Selfridge as that sampll!. 

A "self_made man " and one proud to have such a title; a. man 
who rose from the ranks, but who, in the stem battle of life. woo h~ 
OOIIIlIIission by hard, hQllest, upward fighting. A man who at thirty 
was one of the priIJcipal directors of Marshall Field & Co., and who 
at a. little over forty. sold out his interest in the great Chicago finn, 
and taking himself and his Il1DlIey to London, crea.ted in less than two 
years one of the largest, and certainly one of the most successfnl, 
establishments that the great heart of Engl.a.nd's commerce has ever -. 

How weU I remember the first evening that I had the plellSUre of 
dining at his lwme in Chio;;ago. He had come to me as Olle of my 
many unknown clients a. few days before; he ha.d admitted he was 
amazed at the accurate delineation I had given him of his ebaTa-cUr, 
and perhaps also of the picture I had drawn of the still more su~ful 
fnture that lay before him. He Wa.!\ surprised that an examination 
01 his hands could give such a record of his past career, and such 
indications of half-dreams and desire9 that like meteors from time to 
time had lit up the long night!! of his early life. He felt, however. that 
I had told him the truth; so hefurc leaving, he handed me his card 
and invited me to his house to meet his wife and his aged mother who 
SO recently pasood over to the" Great Beyond." 

Fifteen years later, I met him again in his London offioes, with the 
plans sJUead out before him of the magni.fi.cent business building he 
was about to create. Pointing across to the other side of Oxford 
Street, he said : 

" All those IlIlJlSbackJe shops and buildings you sec there are WIning 
down; in their place, in a few months, I hope will rise a veritable 
Temple 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, bnt a. House of Business that for 
~tinn and efficiency has, I bo.>Ilieve, no eqna.l in the world. 

But to retnm to Chicago-. At the Hotel Anditorium, I had a very 
Ji:nt suite of rooDl8 on the first floor, and from these windows I enjoyed 
e.ay day thfl view of I a .... Michlga.n-an inland sea-tha.t stretched 
away to the Iar-distant horizon. It was hard at tWes to realire that 
this great lake at my door Willi larger in "tent than EllgJend and 
WW. or, in fact, the British Ides with poor old Ireland thrown 
into the bargain. 

My :rooma beo-.amc 10 crowded by applicants :for interviews that it 
wu finally found necnnry ftx them to boot. appninhnent6 for 31!1 



CONFESSIONS: .. IiMOIRS OF A KODERN SEUt 187 

~ . 

int I specially admired b:; their appointments. 
also, when t"Mir a1\Dtted 
gaVl'l their place to the 

with j1l$t an bow: off 
classes every second 

lectures as well. 
Hall, [ was introduced 
and nearly always some 

at which I showed, 
imp:ressions of the 
day, were from a 

:lact bringing in betwCe.T. 

Ey a strange occurrence, the Chicago penple themr,el~ instituted 
a C\lstom that brought me in more money for the last hour each after­
noon than I otten made during the entire run of my business day. 

One evening, at five o'dock, j~t as I hadfiniHhed with my last client, 
a lady and gentlemall, strangers to one another, arnved in my outer 
reception room at the same moment, the lady tried to persuadII 

atTal1ge an with me at once, when the 
: "Yon unfair advantage both of 

•• , arrived bere at the SIIlIIC 

with 
and out. 

I never knew who one or the other was, but that WlI:i I;ertainly-tbe 
highest fee I ever received for a luUf-bwr ~onsultatian. 

In SOlIlI! way, howewr, the inddent got known, and from that time 
it became quite a customarythiog for two mellor ladies to arrive about 
five o'clock and aU(:tion off that t!J:tra appointment, at prices ranging 
from five hundred dollan to one thwsand. 

It was In this way I made the acquaintance of Mr. Arthur CatOD. 
Mr. Arthur Caton was one of the best-known men in Chicago. He 
strolled in on~ afternoon am) bid up to five hwidred doI1an. :((II" his 
intelView against o.nother man. W'ben his. interview was over, he 
insisted on my coming out to dinner with him, at the Calmette Club, 
and from that day on to the time of his death, bealways remained ODe 

of my best friends. 
As a curious enmple of a prediction being verified almost IiteJally 

and to an exact date, I cannot pass myexperiMces in Cbicago witbout 
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mllutioojng the case of Major John A, Loga.u. This man had bought 
one of my appointment cards from one of his friends, and as no names 
were uer asked by my secretary. and only numbered cards given. 
J had not the: ilightwt idea. who myv:\!;itor~. 

His sttw:tg penlOIl8.lity, however, attracted my attention, and I put 
my heart \>ely much into my WIJlk. I fathomed out very quicldy hi9 
tendencies and peculiarities, and then I proceeded, step by step, to 
Ulll'avel his future j but I had not gone very far before I came to a 
standstill, perhaps rather ahmptly. "Y au have not 60 very long to 
live," I said; "I would strongly advise you to get out of b1Jsiness as 
sonn as possible. sttaigbten <JUt all YQ1lf afiain, as with your disposition, 
you would regret leaving things in a chaotic state." 

He was a man of such a determined, strong will that r knew I could 
give it "straight hom. thfl shoulder," and that he would prefer me to 
do this. 

"What do you imagine is likely to happen? " he said: "but weigb 
wen your wonIs before you ~r, for 1 fnmkIy admit," he added. 
"you haW! told me my past CIlreer so accurately that Y(JUI words now 
may have great weight on what I may decide." 

"Well, as you rea.lJy want to know," I saki, "I am sorry to ss.y 
eve:ryth.ing points to death for you just as yon reach the age of thirty­
Doe and, further, the cause will not be from illness or disease of any 
kind, but instead, from a blow or injury to the head-:in!tant death 
from this cause will be what I sec willhappell." 

" I cannot imagine what it may come frolll," he said, ~'C!y seriously, 
., unless it may he from the intense love of horses and riding which 
yot1 have so well described as cne of my thief enjoyments: but if it 
is (Xssible tQ avoid the .rI"nger, well, when] come near the age yen 
mention. I promise you I will not cross a horse's back. But let us leave 
tbis gloomy subject and tell me if yuu caJl aoout my business outlook 
at the plf15ent moment." 

Giving ~ hi!; date of birth, r worked out the inunediate conditions 
:kJr him, aDd the following was what the figures clearly indicated : 
u y (IU must be risking ewryI.hing at thi.'l moment in an enormouR 
gamble; at the pres I't time you may be able to get out of it, and 
perhaps make a considerable profit, but if you wait for even another 
few days . .instead of gainjllg, you will, 01). the contrary, be a. ruined 
man." 

Th. ,pm'''''''''''''''t of death a few years. off had not unnerved this we1l­
dr'nd, handsome-I.ooking yot:t:ng man, but my last wurds had such 
lUI effect that for a lllOJlWrt ] thought he would faint. 

" • Cheiro,' .. he iII.id, " I must tell you how clo6e yon have hit it. 
I will put the facts bef~ you and then see if you still &tid: to what 
you say. I admit I am e.op.ged in the biggest gamble of my life. Yw 
pe,haps me seen in the papers that Joe Leiter has cornered the wheat 
mat"t? Well.] am one of Joe's grea.teIt fd"mu, IIIld ] am :in it 
1rith him for aU 1 can carry. Now let me IIhow you. why I lUll. going 
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to argue the point that I am not running aJly danger of loss." So 
saying, he pulled back the curtains of the window a.nd pointed out to 
bke Michigan, whkh was covered with ice as far aut as QIle'S eyes 
('1lnld n!at:h, and la.y glistenl"g lib a sheet of silver under a brilliant 
moonlight I!ky. 

" There," he !laid, "as Itmg as thilI frost oontinues, not a wheat 
boat canlea.ve Duluth, and eIJter Chicago. The pt"lte must go up by 
leaps and bounds. 

I admit I was puzzled to answer him. I worked my .figures out 
again and I tried to furre roy brain to find the solution. Thr.re was 
only one that would come. "I can't tell yoo where the ~ lies," 
[ replied, " I can only repeat, sellout as soon as possible evay dollar 
you ha.ve in this gamble. a:od, believe me, you won't regrct it." 

He left 1;II\l in a very undecided state of mind, but to, the surprise 
of everyone, the following day he sold out every cent he bad in that 
famous wheat corner. 

All day long prices rose-the papers said a whe.a.t faminfl was 
thN'-3tened, a.nd that this was the greatest wheat comer e\'eI' known. 

Towards six o'clock, Joe Leiter himseH came in to see me and 
laughed good-hlltnQuredly at my foccbodingll. He was wening a very 
handsome lIl£tm:uto of his tdwnphs :in the shape of a diamond bull 
scad-pin that a lady had just given him, emblematic of his being 
at that moment the "bull" of the wheat market. He insistt'd on 
my coming out to dinner with some frierui~, and, of conTre, chaffed 
me &e'Ve1'al times durinJ:: the evening. 

It was, however, like the Feast of Belshazzar before the fall of 
Babylon. 

At that very mQment. a master mind was issuing his orders by wire 
and telephone. to thousands of men and boats at the icebound shore 
of Duluth, and wherever his enormous reserves of wheat were stored. 

TIle famous Armour, whom Leitl!I' had believed he had caught 
napping. roused himself as a general might have done on the eve of 
battle. All night long. his fteet of ice-breakers and boats with huge 
chains broke the passage dear at Duluth and acrOi:li the Jake into 
Cbicago. Whe:tl lIlQflIing CIUIIC, billions of ton.5 of wheat were already 
~n 1Qf.1te and the great wheat corner was bro1en. 

As everyone knows, Leiter lost millions of dollars and his father 
had to rome to his I'f.SC1re to preserve the name of the family that was 
later to giV!'l a Vicereine to India. 

Major Logan not only saVl'ld himself, but had made a considerable 
profit, and a few days later he gave me a very handsome present as a 
souvenir. 

I :mfit him again during my last visit to Chicago. A Mr. Allen had 
given a dinner to me as a farewell, for I had announced that I was 
retuming to London for several ~TS. As I bade good-bye, Major 
Logan rrtoodat the door and said; 'Well,' ChMn:i: thisti:mfi I suppose 
it may be good-bye for e'Vel', as in a ~ months] will have reached 



190 CONPllSSIONS: KEMOIRS OF A MODEIIN SEER 

year of tlrirty-fiw "_(1 had qnite fmgotten my prediction) 
[ prove you "-TOIlg." he added; "I ha.ve sold every' 

and will catch mfl risking my head till I get .. 
our destiny 
War broke 



CHAPTER XXXIV 

Vl51T 1'() SAInI.! WHElm THE LAST Wl1'ClIIN THE UNItED STATES WAS 
JltrllHED AT THE STAKE. A 8I>AtnU"UL WOMAN SENT m TRAP HE; 

BEFORE I left the Eastern. States, I was invited tu visit Sillem 
and give a lecture in that historic town, where more Palmists 
and htrologms had been tortured than any other pi"""" in 

the world, and v.'bere the last witch was burned at the stake in 
America. 

I confess I thoroughly enjoyed the idea of giviug a lecture on 
8an&, and proving the truth of the old study in such gruesomeIy 
historic &lllTOUJldings. , 

Salem b n(jt very far fr(jm Boston, and as the papal'S had mado my 
name weU known there, I found an exuCIIl£:ly huge audience am IlIb1ed 
for the lecture. I had brought with me a large sterioptioon lantern. 
and slides to throw on the scuen the impression of famous bands, such 
as Gladstune's, H. M. Stallley"s, J~ Chamberlain's, BeLnbardt's, 
and dooens 01 others. I was just about to ring for the curtain to go 
up, when, to my amazP.Illent, a paliCl': inspector wallred aCM&fl the 
s~ from the back, and holding up his hand, forbade the -c:urtain tu 
=. 

He was extremely polite but told me Vf!rJ finnly that by one of the 
old la.v;& of tha.t State which had nevm: been altered sinCl'l the last 
poor witch was burned, it was absolutely forbidden to allow any 
pezwll to expound in any form whatever Sucb a wbject ali Palmistry, 
or any other such .' works of the Devil," and that any person found 
doing &0 for payment of any kind would b6 a~ted and subjecWL to 
the direst penalties. 

After reading the CDactwent, he requested. me to step heWn: the 
curtain and announce that the lec:hrre could not take place. 

I tblnk 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 Iii 
position. 

I stepped before the curtain and infooned tbe audience that by 
Wl old law of their State no lecture on sm:h a subject as PalmIstry 
could tue place in Salem. The mast absolute silence followed my 
statement. 

"Now, ladies and gentlemen," I proceeded, "as law-abiding 
eiti'P'l!s, you cannot be expected to break the JaWl! of your (fWJl State, 
no matter how obsolete or absurd same of them may be; but as 
intelligent men and women you lIlay be expected to adapt youI'3cl~ 
to the altered. conditiops under which you now live; a.nd. further. 
to derive beneiit from having used your intelligence to circumvent 
the stupidity that called this Ia.w into exi8tenCl'l, r will now proceed 
to suggest to yw how this may be done, and at the .... me time, with 
rour help,let us try to briDe good ont of evil . 

• , The Act says that no exposition of Palmistry or any such stlldies 
~. 
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of the Devil taD be givmfOl' ~ Df I11Sj' kfftd. U'},"1rwT. I therefore 
propase that yon will. accept my services to-night as a gift t~ you, and 
that all moneys you have paid f01" your seats be givw to wInltever 
charities you may wish to benefit by this lecture." 

As unanimous awlause ~ed this proposition. I returned behind 
the <:W"tain and aSked the mspector if he Wtie satisfied now that the 
lecture under tbr'E conditions could proceed. 

"Yes," he said.. langblng, "you can go on the only pity is that 
you wen: not boI'J1 aD American." 

I did 1U'It wait fur the subsequent divisioll of the profits, SO 1 can 
only hope that the poliu cboriJies of Salem were included in the 
benefits derived from that evening's lecture on one of the principal 
studies of 1he Devil. 

A BEAUTIFUL WOllA" SJj;NT 1'0 Tl4U' lOt 

In ~ing the5!l c0Jdes9io.o.s 01 II :omrge ~, people must not be 
carried away by the idea that 1\ man so faV<JUred by makiIlg hosts of 
good friends may not aJso have had some dangerous traps bid for 
him, either by enemies- or by those envious of his sucress. 

III a later cilapter I will give an :a..crount of the attempt made on 
my life wbile practising in New York. Now J will give the following 
accoant of a. trap laid for my honour in Chicago. 

Oneaftemoon as I was finishing my work for the day, my ~cretary 
informed :me that there was a lady waiting who had specially insisted 
OIl baYing the last appowtment. She had expla.iIred her insistence 
by saying that she had a great deal to as.k me, and that an ordinary 
half-h<rur 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; altlwugh -rery tired after a long 
day, 1 agreed and my secretary ushered the lady into my conwlting­,-

A tall and extremely we1l-dn:sst:d woman entered; she threw back 
her veil and disclosed as beautiful a face as [ think [ have ever seen. 
I would not have been human if 1 had not admired her. SlJe was 
dlwed in blaclc.......a curions mixture of silk and jet. that showed every 
line of her slight, graceful. figure to perfection. A~ she drew oft her 
gloves her delicately shaped hands were a. positive delight; they were 
10 exquisitely formed and so artistic that an artist would bve been 
enchanted by them. 

To my IImamm'mt, :imtead of placing them on lPy cusbion before 
me, she drew out a finely carved cigarette cne ud vitaed m.e a very 
t.ormptillg Tw-kisb cigarette, 

I 1ftI;, however, thinking of my work; and in spite of my Jong 
aperimce, WCIIldtring eiFn half :fearfu.l.l.y-wb.ether I would be 
mccmfnl wlth my ('.1I .... t or not. Sedng my hesitatwn, tIbe laughed 
8US aetlJ, md sald: .. My clear man, dJm't bother try1ng to convert me, 
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Life is like the cigaRltte I offw you-very qUickly ammmed and but 
a little dwt and ashes at the end." 

She had forgotten, however, that I "'"as nothing more nor 1ess 
than a semitive inmument, and that although I looked young, I had 
the experience 01 many lives crowded into my own; and that in spite 
of her laughing mask, I had already come into oontact withher CI"llahed 
and wonnded soul, and pily was Uw only fulirlll she- bad aroused 
within me. 

" Vie can smoke a cigarette after wards," I said, "but meanwhik 
let me see your hands." 

"Oh, my hands have nothing in them," she said, "at twenty-four 
a woman has neither lines in her face nor in her hEUlds." 

" And yet a baby ilIl hour old," I replied, " has lines that tell its 
future-lines that could they speak would even tell its burden of 
heI1"dity-th~ fate that perhaps ilE mothll1' ffl,t1,tU for i~, and that later 
she would give her life to fffimaks, if it ""ere possible." 

I had unknowingly tmlched the tender spot in the nature oi that 
mysterious piece of humanity before me; her hlUl.ds opened, and very 
quietly she laid them before me. 

The chart of her own life appeared so clear that I could hardly have 
made a mistake in it had I tried. The early surroundings, the strict 
home life, the beautiful voice that had promised to make her a great 
singer, the love at-air at eighteen-her desertion at twenty-the birth 
of her child, Then the struggle 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 W3.5 refined, so that # might Uvtl. The 
tiger-like IiL-rc~nCS5 01 that mother nature that was willing to cover 
itself with blood or crime. if vnty SM wuU p,()~cj her chill from the 
s~mtl f~te----such lmd been the making oi the woman before me. 

She drewher hands away; taking aletter from asatchel, she handed 
it to me without speaking. The heading of it wasa Chicago newspaper, 
and the letter ran as follows : 

" DEAR MIss SO-AND-SO, 

Almost every paper in the City has had lauda.tory articles 
about this man 'Cbeiro' at the Auditorium Hotel, I want to 
take the opposite track to get up 50lIle sellSll.tion about him-S<mltl 
S~"ndat, if possible. YOIl are the woman to do it; the price ",ill 
be good. Let:me have the story as quiclrly as possible. 

Youn;, etc." 

The woman ro&e and went across to the writing table and wrote the 
following : 

" DEAR MR. EDITOR, 

I tried this evening to obey yoor instruction' but I have 
failed. Further, let me tell you if you atte:wpt: to get up • aome-
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6tAndal ' about this man I will immediately publish your letter 
and show up your game. 

Yours, etc." 

I tried to thank her, but with a. sob ill her voice she said: 
'"It was. my child that saved you. You can thank her • (heiro: 

I can only ask yon to forgive me." 



CRAP'lER XXXV 

AN EXTllAOtlDINARY GAMBLE. TIm SHARES OF A MI>TALJ.t1RClGAL 
C(Il!PANY TIL'.r ACTIJA!.LY MADE GOLD 

D URING my last winter in Chicagl), I met under peculiar 
circuIw:tano;es a celebnt.ed half-bn:ed French-Indian, named 
Henri Dupont,1 and it was through him I went in myself for 

a strange gamble in shares, even though [ had foretold by his hand 
tha.t there was no success before him at that period of his life. But 
Henri Dupont was an extraordinary pen;onality, and though I k5t 
by my gamble, I have nothing but tbanks to give h"inl for an Illlusual 
experience that taught me a great deal. 

I was 5ittiIIg doWIl to dinner in my own rooms in the Auditorium 
Hotel one night, when something made me glance up from my evening 
paper, and [beheld one of the most marked-looking types of hnma.IlKy 
I think ] have ever seen, standing in the doorway. 

This man, though only of medhnn size, had the bead and bearing 
of a lion. and with a lIla$ of rough. shaggy, black hair, tossed back 
from hi~ head, boo loola:d, at least at that moment. exactly like" the 
noble king of bea~ts." As] glanced up from the hearl of my table, our 
Pyes met and we quietly looked at one anot~r for a few minutes withoUt 
speaking. 

With an ilIborn courtesy which there was no mishking, seeing me 
sitting waiting for dinner. he evukntly hesitated to come in, and yet 
did not seem to be abk to make a graceful retreat. 

r got up and said, "Well, you have evidently come to dine with 
me, have you not ? " 

" Yes," he replied, " if you have the goodness to invite :me." 
"Certainly, my dear sir," I a.nsw<:r\:d, ,. wnore there is enough for 

one, there is always plenty ror t.",'O. CQIllC in and dine. by all mcalls." 
And I placed a chair for him on my right. 

\Vith every movement speaking of courtesy and refinement, he held 
out his hand, apologizing for being very roughly dres.sed; he sat down 
at the table as if his dining with me was the most natural thing in the 
W(lrld, 

As the light struo;:k his filCe, I saw at once that he was a half-breed 
Indian, and as I have always had the greatt:st admiration:for the rapidly 
dying-out Indian tribes of North Arnerka, his having their blood in 
his veins interested me immensely. 

Seeing that my nf"€!'O waiter was threatened with a fit of apoplexy 
at seeing IIlB dining with such a wild-looking stranger, 1 ordered him 
to place all the dishes on the sideboard and leave 05 alo.ne. When he 
had disappecu-ed, I JXIured out a gla!;5 01 winet for my UlIknown guest, 
and said: 

" And now, my dear air, perhaps you will favour IIlI;l by telling me 
who en earth you are." 

" Willingly," he replied. "I am. Henri Dupont. a bali-Meed 'Frenrh. 
• 14u!t flU' beft.fll;'roblWl' T 
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Canadian-Indian, of the Sioux trlbe. the oompa.nion oi Louis Riel, 
who iought against the English. I was tAken prisoner and sentenced 
to death, but escaped by swimming the St. Lawrence with a bullet 
in my 5houlder that an over-zealQUS iOCIltry lodged in me, I am 
outlawed hom Cana<la. but quite content to live the rest of my life 
under the Stars and Stripes, or to give my life for thmn if need be. 
Such is .a. brief idea of my history, but my desire to come and meet 
yon will take a little longer to explain." 

Then this straDge individual launched out and tGld me something 
of hi$ philo:oophy-a philosophy of right living'. a picture of self­
sacrifice and noble id .... Js that was equalled by nothing r had ever 
heard of Of read before. 

He was a. rebel against everytl:Jing that was false; a. natural rebel 
against the hundred and one jnjru;tices that Society has consecrated 
by time and hallowed into the name (If Law. His blood poiled at the 
starvWg-QUt (If his race, the expropriatwn of tlu:ir possessions, the 
cruelties of the white milIl against hili brother of another colour, and 
in a few rapid words he sketched (JUt a marvellous redeeming plan of 
hL .. awn, which IM'!n embrared his enemies, the white man and the 
white woman coming eqnally into his scheme 01 the fitness of things 
and the ultimate uplifting of all humanity by the realization that 
Man was wade in " the image and likeness (If God," and that all :men 
were brotheI1;. 

I li5tened spellbound until he bad finished, "But your plan." I 
asked, " how can it be carried out? " 

"Through the posses.skm of wealth," he answered, "unlimited 
wealth, but utilized as God has intended wea.lth to be ru,ed." 

" But where is this wealth to come from 1 " I aske.d, " it increases 
only in the hands of those who bave it remember a very hard, but 
true-to-life t~, which says: • Unto him that hath shall be given, 
bllt to him that hath not. shall be taken away C"Utm thai U'Mch he 1uUh.' " 

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 oothing 
before his ,Plan. 

Briefly, It was as follows: AyO"Ung Amerkan chemist had discovered 
lIDw in the womb of Na.ture metals had been fonned, how gold had 
been born, how precious jewels had been created. Would I come to 
meet this man? He Wa9 no figment of the imagination, no dream 
of the idealist, he was a real living entity, whose success had already 
been so great that even at that moment. on the ou"t3ltirtl! of that very 
city. we woold find this man with an installation of furnace5 IIJ1.d 
plant which was in itself a :D"G1.I'Vel, and which had astonished every 
scientist who had been pelinitted to see it. 

Of oourse, I agreed to go. Why should not such things be? Has 
man disoovered all tile U&I'Itg of l\rrllure? Every day things are dis­
CfJVeRd which upset former theories and go to pnwe that the mysteries 
of yeaterday are DOlooger mysteriea in the light of to-da¥., 
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In a few minutes I had a carriage at the hotel door, and aWll.y we 
s~d for-to 2M Mme unknown pIa.oe, far out on the fringe of the 
City. ' , 

Three-quarters of an hour's drive with a good pair of boues at. Iw 
brought us befure II large building, half brick and galvanized sheet­
iron, that stood by itself:in dreSly sclittlde among frwen fields. 

My strange guide opened the side-door with a key and led me 
through sevuaJ badly lighted passages, until at last ",'e reached a 
large square room in the centre of the building. 

At II long table sat a young man, with microscopes and inI;t!'1lllle:l1ts 
before him, deeply engaged in examinjng !otne samples of a snbstance 
that looked like clay. 

Dupont introduced me as a friend for whom he would answer with 
his life, and the yotmg fellow gave me a manly grip of the hand and 
placed II chair for me at the tabla. 

It wns thcI! I realized for the first time what the purpose of Dupont's 
visit had been ill cuming to see IDe. He wa.nte<l me to look at this 
man's hand and see if the snC(es!; they were hopiIIg fur waa about to 
be aD. accompli·med fact. 

Again I had found an interesting subject as a study, but, let me 
say, I'll paswnt, that America is full of such types. With her mixture 
of races, her elco;:tri{:l!j-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. 

Do oot jm."gine for one moment 1lJat the young man before me had 
one particle of the charlatan Of the impostor in his nature. On the 
oonmuy. [ beheld a man-young, scarcely thirty~jf you like, but an 
earnest student, a scientist in a workman's garb, and a genius in hi!; 
OWl! partkular line of research. 

Do not thillk [or a moment that I am indulging in romance-the 
only romance about this young chemist was the WQllder of his worlt. 

Some years before r met him, he bad. as a chemist's assistant, savoo 
enough money to enable him to visit and study every well-known 
volcano in the world; whilst other tourists were seeing Rome or gazing 
out over the far-famed Bay of Naples, this young scientist was. at the 
same moment ri5king his life by being let down by a steel rope inside 
Vesuvius, in order to wrest some of the secTets of Nature from her 
very heart. 

He finally diSCOWlrOO certain IaWll about the application of heat and 
the Effipities of clays and metals; in the end he had retumtd to New 
Yorlc. and invented a furnace that dissolved clay and sand in such a 
manner that beautifw white stone in the shape of bricks were pm­
dnoed, which dilicovery tho inventor sold for a considerable sum of 
mouey. 

Be wanted capital. however, for a totally different purpo&e flIAn 
the mere manufacture of white brlc:b, for with thi5 capital he built 
up the factory I saw outside Chicago, with. the expns JRIIPOR of 
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makioe gdd in a $imjlar manner that Mctiu!r Earth did, wheJl as a 
molteJI. mass of matter she was henelf called into being. 

It wonId tab far too long to enter into the scientific aspect: of his 
diieovtties in these I"'ges; the ma.jority m my readers will pwblhly 
reject his tbew:ks as the dreams of a madman, or deem me a fool for 
writing about them; or in their superior wisdom ('1) they will perhaps 
8hrug their narrow shoulders at his giving up the "brick. factory" at 
New York in searcll of such a chimera II!> the manufacture of gold. 

Yet, it is to such p!!Ople as this man ~sented that tlu: world to-day 
owes 50Jlle of its greatest inventions and discoveries. If Monskur and 
Madame Curie had not succeeded in their search for radium, thry would 
both have been doomed to end their days in some miseBble attic, and, 
fw1:her, wonld haw been !It<lfied at for their pains. But they suc­
ceeded, and to-day their names are honoured oJle!J-the world's pain 
has. bew reliewd by their toil-Fame has lifled them with her own 
bands to sit 5ide by side with her on her throne, and th.lse who would 
have jeered are to-day silent with admiration. 

Up to a certain point, the man 01 whom I write also suteeeded. 
In the subsequent days on which 1 visited his" factory," I saw "ith 

my own eyes gold extracted from his crucibles. and in such qtlillltities 
that we day the total reached a little over £2000 p"nd over to:> him ~ 
the G~ Mini; and further, the price he got for his gold was 
as. high as any that has ever been given for the precious metal extracted 
from the famous gold mines of California, 

Further, hard-beaded men in Chicago bought share!! in his little 
rompany, these shares rose to treble their vlI.lue in a few months. and 
a little later ane cauld not buy the>e t'Wenty-doliar par value shares 
from brokers under jow hunlird lind fifty rlrJlum each, 

His vokanic heat a.Iso produced predol1s stones, and it was quite a 
CQIIlInon every-day OIXUrrence to find quite a numbfrr of rubies, garnets, 
and sapplrires in the hard rock substance- found in the erucibles wben 
they were cooled off and bruIten open. 

Was it any wonder then that Henri Dupont bad dreamt of untold 
wealth to:> carry out his humanitarian plans? 

I shall never forget that moment wben, to please him, I examined 
his young friend's hands. Under the strong light in the labon,tmy, 
his face JooIrod 50 white and careworn that ] would fain have told him 
of anything but fail1ll'e in his hopes. 

On every' side of him wen: evidences of success; probably no 1es9 
than ten glass jars oj small rubies stood Oll the' table by my side; a 
leather bag of very small, but fine, gokllluggl:u Jay under his hands, 
a kind of CUIlhlon. so that I might better examine them, and yet, 
though I read e..e.:y possible evidence of his braill power and extm­
ordinary intelligence, I could see nothing of the fortune that they both 
~, I told tlmn exactly \1bat I saw, but I am glad to add that 
uy 'Md$ brought neither of them diSappOintment or caused a cloud 
to'a .... their {Mt!!!. ~ were quite acau.tomed to people doubtinB; 
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that sud!. a thing could be done as the enraction of gold frODl. broken-up 
stone and powdered clay. I only succeeded in making thmu. doubt me, 
that wu all; in fact, I doubted myself and before I ldt asked that r 
might purchase a few thousand shares in the concern. 

Things went on very weU with the " factory" :£or the following six 
";eeb, and many an evening after my work was over. I drove out with 
Dupont to see what the developments of the day had been. 

Then the severest winter that Chicago had known for ages sct in 
rapidly, and with snow so deep that 1 was for a fortnight practically 
\\'eather-bound in my hotel. 

The !!hares of the company had about this time reached four bundad 
and fifty dollars, and I was rather regretting I had not baught a. luger 
quantity. when Olle evening Dupont rapped on my door. 

"Well," I- s;lid, .. what's the matter?" 
.. With this trrrible snow and frost," he groaned, " '\\'\: can't get a. 

load of material to the works; the land up at Utah, where we get our 
day from, is covered twenty feet deep with snow. and even if we could 
get at it, there is not a railway that could 5eI\d us a wagon load. We 
have closed down all the furnares but one; if the turiJ!spa~$ sbcultl gd 
f.tJ luar of il thoy tPi/.l talk aooft! the stappag, aflll put it.:lrmm to any caw, 
but the right ane." 

" But is thereno means of getting-the material from any other place 
but these lands in Utah? " [ asked. 

" I fear not," Dupont replied. "We a.naIysed all kinds of earth 
before we found the particular kind that gives exactly the properties 
that are needed; but come out with me -to the works to-night." 

It was .. , .. i-th the greatest difficulty that we got to the" factory." In 
many of the outlying streets the snow Was over three feet deep and 
frozen solid with the tenible frost. 

At last we reached the works. Our young friend was no longer sitting 
in his brightly lighted laboratory, as before; we found him upstairs. 
lying on his bed, utterly prostrated by the load of anxiety he was 
bearing. ill a few minutes we were joined by four other men, who 
al!;o had interests in the crnnpany, and together we sat around a. lablfl 
and held a" council of war." 

Every possible plan .,·as discussed; at last we decided that the only 
thing to do was to keep the news as long as possible fwm the news­
paper!> and trust that the frost might break, so that the clay needed 
could be sent down from Utah. 

It was further ded.ded that the one furnace still running should. be 
kept at full blast day and night, so that the outsiders would not notice 
that anything was amiss, and above all, that no stranger shoIl.ld be 
admitted OIl any pretenctl WhatflV1!l". 

Now let me rqJeak of the loyalty of the men the yoUng inventor had 
around him, There was not ODe man amou.g those he employed who 
did not offer to stand by him and see the siege of wimer fought I7Ill 
to the finish. Every man of them voluntemxl to sleep in the fllCt\:aj, 



200 COtll"aSS[ONIl: ¥EKOlltS OF A lIODRItN SEaR 

as a. sa1eguard against being approached or questioned by strungers, 
or ofiered some bribe that m4:ht have tempted some weak brother, 
who had a wife or children dependiog on him. It was the finest example 
of loyalty I ha'WI ev& seen. 

ADd among those of us who had put our money into the businell!!, 
the loyalty was just the same; the shares still stood at four hundted 
and fifty dallani, and during the wWt of the :oiege that followed, nol 
OM of us sold 11$ much /Jli Ii sJngJ, dan. 

Many of us could have made a snm.Ll :fortune by selling out, but we 
Jrnew if we did, others would follow-the price would oome down 
questions wmLId be asked in the Press, and the sitnation diswvered. 

That we could have sold, there was DO question-during that week 
I alone received no less than five offers from buyers; but as I said 
before, Jlot 0JIe of us who knew the p~twn :md as muclt as a :>iD.gle ""'. At last the week came to un enol '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 call a gtmeraJ meeting of shareholders, 
and explain the position to them, and notices were sent out for the 
foUowilIg Saturday. at eight o'clock in the evening. This extraordwEUY 
hour wa:> decided on so a!l to meet the c(JIIveni~e of many iliareh.olders 
who were wpged in bu:riness during the day. 

The night ..... me, but it was so severe that not mme than about fifty 
pen!'JIIS a%embled together. The meeting was held in a long room by 
tlle side oi the works, and the oold was so great that we left the door 
of the only furnace that was still mnning open, so that W6 might get 
the benefit oi its heat. 

It was an impressive meeting, Dupont sat on the right of the inven­
tw. I was 'JlI his left. at the head of a long table at the top of the room, 

Tbe wwntor, in a straightforward, businel'Slikc speech, explain~d 
the position in a few terre words, and then sat dcrwn. 

Henri Dupont immediately foUowed. and in one of the finest fighting 
speeches I thjnk I have ever listened to, backed up his chairman's 
remarks, and advocated that a Volle of confidence should be passed 
and funds provided, if Det.'lnary, to carry on the works until the frost 
would break and the .... agons came in from Utah. 

A howl of dim'nt prevented any effmts to second the propOMJ, and 
in a few DlL2Lentll the meeting was in disorder. 

One man, with a yell of rage, sprang at the inventor, but Dupont, 
quick lIS a flash, Oh'ued him with his body, and wbippins oo.t his 
revolver, ia.eed the <.WWd and held tht: :;ituatiw. 

The quietest nnw in the room was the young man on my right. 
Pushing Dupont aside, he held up his band for silenee, and then 
spt:'ki~ very cahnly, said : 

" 1 will prove to ¥w that 1 am neither a $Windler nor a charlatan. 
1 _ you to .~ IlX men who will obey mJ instructions; these men 
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will: before your eyes. Jill the crucibles, place them in the furnace, you 
will control the test for youooves, and then judge as you like aftet"­
wards. Will you accept my proposition? " 

"Yes, came from a dozen voices at once. 
The s:bc men were selected, I happened to be OM of them. We 

entered. tht works where the one furnace was still in full blast. 
In a few words we were told what to do. In oue c!')nm;r were some 

pie(;e3 of rock that were left over from the last wagoo-load from Utah. 
One m~m with a ww;:wne crushed them ipto powder; another went 
wto the yard and with a shovel dug up a few buckets full of ordinary 
common earth from under the snow: two other men attended the 
fnrnace; and another with myseU filled up the =bles. 

When all was ready, the erocibles were mn into the furnace and in 
dead silenee we waited for the result. 

Holding his watch in his hand and looking at the thermometer, the 
wventor 9toOO like a statue = the furnace door. It was one of his 
own special inventions where by an ingenious system of draught and 
concentrated heat, he was able to obtain the temperature required in 
a. very short space of time. 

At a given moment, he ordered the man in charge of the furnace to 
withdraw the crucibles. Ont they came, a brilliant mass of white heat 
-so bright that ow: could not look at them without using smoked 
gla55e5. 

Again, before our gaze they \Vent through a rapid cooling process.­
when sufficiently cold they were opened and a ~lid mass W(lS presented 
to 115. Two analysts, who were shareholders, broke what looked lib! 
pieces of ~lid rock open, and there to the amazement of everyone who 
crowded round, small clear Vl!ins of pure gold could be seen glittering 
under the rays of the big arc lamp over our heads. One by one, the 
men examined it, picked the gold out with their pcnkni~, and 
commented all it. 

Half an hour, peffiaps, passed; every person there was conviru:ed 
that we had indeed assisted at romething that was almost akin to a 
miracle. Suddenly, someone ~aid: "Where is he ? " 

But where w.a.s he? That was the question. Through the WOI"ks 
they went, yelling his name, up to that simple room with a camp-bed 
he hadcaJ1ed his bedroom, they mounted. H~ was I'K'wh.m to be fotmd I 
Poor Dupont, with a look on his face like a broken-hearted. man, 
searched and searchOO in every corno::r of the place, ill vain 1 

The night had WOln on. One by one, the crowd had slipped away, 
the ~ was dying out, and the silenoo ofthl! plaoe was onIt';oIren 
by the footsteps of an old workman who was turning off the· ts. 

I went up to Dupont and tried to rouse him from. a Jrind of stupor 
be seemed to have fallen into. 

" Come back with me," I said. "It is no use stopping here!' 
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Wi:tJwut saying a word, he asser.ted. After a long dreary ihive 
through the snow, '\l'6 at last reached my hotel. 

"Comein and bave something to_t and a rest," I ~ted. 
With a. strMlg'e, weary look in his eyes, he shook h\$ head. "No," 

he said, "I must find my friend." He Wl'I1l1g my hand silently and 
turned back into the SIlOW and the night, and from that day to this I 
haw never heard of him or of his friend the inventor. 

The next day the papers were already full of the story. Some of 
th!J$(l who only a. lew vreek5 before had nothing but praise fur " an 
American chemist's discovery " were.in less than twenty-four hours as 
equally keen on the mad aoourdity of his idea. By Monday morning 
the ~ that had the week before stood at four hundred and fifty 
dollars were offered without a bid at twenty-five rents apiece. 

People need not scoff at the idea that the YOUll{: inventor I have 
described in this story did make gold out of earth, stones, and clay­
or run away with the idea that he was either a madman or a cha.rlatan. 
In The Wtw14 MlIJ1I'lziJU of Jtme 26th, 1916, in an intervil!W with 
Rudolph M. Hunter, of Philadelphia-a man who ranks third after 
Edison among the grea.t patentees of the world, a. recognized scientist, 
and an inventor v.ith a. world-wide reputatiWl--declared: "I C41J. 
manuiacture gold, not only frQIIl baser rru:tais, but from CQmmon minetal 
wilsllmcu, ~UdI QS slone. 1 CIlIl lIlIIke it at a cost of less than a. tenth 
of the pieiCllt value, but I bave made it so far only as the demonstrated 
result of scientific resean:b. aud not for oommercial pront." 

Perhap; poor Henri Dupont andhis friend, the young chemist, failed. 
in their great plan only because they had lived a little ., in advance of 
the age." 



CHAPTER XXXVI 

AN INVl'IAnON TO A CRA'IA'L'QUA. A METIIODlST ASSEMBLY IN FLOIUD& 
AND SOlliE CllRIOUS EXPEII.IEHCBS 

J\ T the height of my season in Chlcago I received one day a 
I"l.. letter of invitation from the Rev. Dr. Davkbon asking me to 

(X)nle (lJJIj lecture before his Chatauqll.a in Florida. 
The chance of leaving that terribly severe winter of the nonh w 

revel under the glorious sun of the southern States and spend WIDe 
time !IlIl()Ilg" the on.nge groves and flowers of FWrida, overcame the 
practical in my nature, 90 gladly I decid~d to stop the niagara of 
Chicago dollars and ruxept the invitation. 

For the sw of European readers I mll5t explain what a Chatauqua 
U, otherwise they might perhaps think I was going to teach a Red 
Indian ca.mp some of the secret!! of my art. 

Well, a Chatauqua is, I believe, the very cleverest idea. that tIu: 
Methodist body in America ever conceived. Briefly, it is an educa~ 
tiona! system. whereby its members meet at different parts in the States 
to hear ledun:s WI every subject imagimlble. to attend claSSf'S, and to 
live in one great happy community with the brotherly link of their 
religion as a kind of family tie pervading the whole. 

A gerVice of ptayer and the heartiest singing imaginable opens the 
day and dosC$ it nt night. These service:.; the members of the Chatau­
qua can attend Or not, just as they plea-,*", the same way they tan 

take any course of imtmction they like, any set or series of lect~ 
or if tbeyp~fer it they can do nothing, just live in peace and hannony 
with their feUcw."S ami enjoy the beautiful scenery (If the country in 
which the Chatallqua is held. 

At the same time, and hue is where this plan is so wonderfully 
intelligent, the whole wuntry for hundreds of miles JVDIld ill invited 
to regard. this meeting-place as one common centre--special trains and 
e)(C'llTSions at cheap fares are run daily from all points of the oompass. 
and it is quite an ordinary thing for from four to frve thousand people 
to find themsd~ gathern1 together t(l attend some lecture, wncert, 
or entertainment in the large arena and rctum home at night both 
mentally and spiritually impmved by their visit. 

With such an excellent idea. well organiud and earried out in variOIlII 
States, it is no wonder that the Methodist body in America. is one of 
the largest and most united (If all the religious wwmuni.ties in that 
"land of many religions." 

But to resume, the Chatauqua of which Dr. Davidson was the head 
Wa5 situated in oue of the loveliest parts of Florida not far hom the 
beantiful old-WQrld Bay ru Pensa.ccla in the Gulf l>f Me'tico. I call it 
advisedly " an old-world Bay" for I never in all my life experienced 
the same sensatioJl of rest and peace as we ~ traius, and for 
a6m.e hmrrs I wandered through the quaint streets of this old tt>wn 
with ita nwnories of thfl Sparrisb Main, or gaze.d a.t:ross the tranquil 
vista of its semi_inlaw.l sea. whose blue waters bathed. the -.munds of .., 
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the stOtm-tom ships that came, from-God only kw:Jws where., to rest 
tor a. while and twI at pea0'3. 

And !'Il.m mips I I doubt if in all the world one oould find sur:h a 
quaint collection of type&. 

Brigs with torn IIIlils with no SO'Wld 01 life on their battered decks, 
ships that rode silently at anchor like ghosts thlLt had come up in the 
night from the Saragossa. Sea.. Farther out rakish-looking low black 
schooli.mi came in with the dawn and lIS my'5teripuslyslippe<i away in 
the night. Some there were with broken yard.. or .. main milSt gone 
by the board " that looked like old men who had fought tlw stonn of 
life and aftennany trials had n:acbed a haven of peace. I felt I wanted 
to break my journey and n;st hcr<,:-like one of those weary O!;ean 
tramps that had carried too many burdens. 

After the cold of the northern winter the wannth of the southern 
Flies seemed so good that I did not want to go any f3.rthM, but my 
Ammitan manager had already telegraphed ollr arrival that night, and 
80 with many a regret r went on board an evening train and arrived 
at the Chatauqua tow:trds midnight. 

I would HIre to go sJowly--even that train cra1' .. led along-for how 
could anything a.nima.te or inanimate tear through orange groves, 
forests of pine, and garlands of wild /iO'lA'fiS ! 

At last thf: station was uached and I found Dr. Davidson himself 
waiting to bid tIS Wf!ltom~. He seemed surprised at my" suite," for 
I had come down with my American manager, his English wife, my 
Hindu secutary, and a servant. 

We walked from the statiOll up to the Chatauqua Hotel nnder a 
starlit night that was indescribable in its Mal1ty. 

As wedrew near the" Colony" we SlLW in the distance the enormous 
building or arena. capable of seatiDg four or ftvethousand people, where 
the foIlowiDg evening my lecture was to be given. As we I"'ned it, 
Dr. Davidson made a curious :remark. He said, " I am sorry, in a 
way, you look such a young ma.n. 

" I have advertised yon far and wide, there are several excunioo 
trains coming, and my only fear is how such an audience is going to 
tab alecture on the subject of Hands . 

.. For the first time in my experience of arranging these ga.therin~ 
I have perhaps made a. mistake; if they should give your strange 
subject a. hostile reception, I fear you are too yonng to control such an 
audience." 

My reply was perhaps a str.ange one to gi~ to a. Methodist minister: 
.. Doctor," 1 said, " dtm't Ie' *' sJrakt hMsds willi ~ Uvil UU WI! mea 
hiM." 

;;~ 
ont into the grounds and met .....,. 

this morning t " 
ooly Ollt to tace 
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" I ha.vt: just received I\. StiOlig protest frou. some of the rnem.bem 
agajost yoll1" being aloud to lecture on our platform on such a tabooed 
subject as a Study of Hands: the secwd bvuble hi that tho: WlAAllt 
~ fQr three o'clock is. doomed, as the train from the nortb. 
bringIng the entertaine£S is held up by a forest fire which has swept 
across the track less than fifty miles from here. So DOW what do yon 
think of our two devils ? " 

" I think," I a.:tJljwered, "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 
concert is c{)Dcenled I can easily help yon out." 

He looked at me in surprise. "It happens," r oontinued. "that my 
Amcril:aJl manager is IlJJ. exccllcnt pianist, his wife, an EngliWwoman. 
has amost beautiful voice; she was in -rn.ct a celebrated conOMt &inger 
before she married. I will get heT to give her services to-day, and 
between her songs I will come on and give some recitation~ You need 
not mention the name of ' Cheiro: just say that owWg to the fire the 
entertainers expected were prevented from getting here, but that 
another troupe will give an impromptu ente£wnment in their pla.aa. 
You will find, my dear Doctor, that we have got rid of Devil No. I, 
und Devil No. Il may never even turn up." 

So as not to upset my plan, I did not show myself about the hotel or 
grounds all day, and a little before two o'clock we quietly slipped into 
the stage entrance at the back of the arena. 

Clouds of smoke frorn the fire were by this time rolling across the sky. 
Dr. Davidson aIW.o1,Wccd in a brief speecb. that the advertised concert 
could not be giv<::n, but that he had arranged for another entertainment 
ill its place; lle was greeted with loud applause. 

The " celebrated English prima. don.na " then made her appearante. 
She was an extremely ha.n&mne woman with a superb dra.ma.ti.c 
soprano voice. She had chosen to sing a series of English songs. The 
first she openoo with was "The Last Rose <Jf SlIlIUlLeI"." 000 could 
have heard a pin drop ill that huge audience when the final notes of 
the old ~ong died away. I think I have never heard such a burst of 
applauSE! in all my life; they wouJd not let her off the stage until she 
had SUJlg it over at least th.-ee times. 

It ""as then my tum. Without any annonneement as to my ruune, 
or \vho I was, or what I was going to do, I stepped out on the platform. 
1 had intended to give them some serious piece, but as [caught.Dr. 
Davi.d!ion's eye OUI friend the devil o:ame illto my mind, and [ announced 
that humorous poem, "The Devil in search of a Wife." 

I evidently could not have chosen anything better for a Methodist 
audience; they seemed to enjoy themselves thorooghly. and I had 
to ~te it again before they allowed me to escape. 

After more songs I was again recalled, and then occurred one of those 
opportunities that fit in so marve1loosly with the threads of rlestiny 
that df;$ign and purpose seemed fO( a few seconds as if WCMm together. 

A few months previoIWy I.had rea.d, like many (bm'Sft'Yis 01 others, 
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the stirrillg story of how an engine driver, racing his train. against a 
fOiflilt fire, bad stopped and tabn on board ewry person at the village 
01 Binc:klt_y in Mimlesota, that was threatened 'With certain disaster, 
and in the end not cmJy lIIlveci his own passengers, but all the jnhabitants 
of HiwkIey as well. 

The heroism of this man on the engine had stilT'fld me $0 much that 
r had put it into a poem, wbicb !\OIlll'I kind critir..s bave been plea~lM'I to 
prai&e as" a dramatic piflOll of writing." I had never thQllght of using 
this poem in public before, but JlQW the opportUllity was about to be 
given me of terting ib power = an audience and with a stage setting 
that s« moo ·made for the occasion. 

All day long, the clouds of smoke from the burning forest that had 
piheutM Dr. David6on's entertAiners from reaching the Chatauqua 
had bem rolling a.cI'OM the sky-the smeU of the bwni.ng timber Wall 

heavy in the air, and lIQW as 1 stood there facing this large audience, 
the windows bad berome darkened with smoke, while great sullen 
clouds seemed to hang like a pall of destruction over the open TOO' of 
tbe large arena. It wa..~ a stage ~etting made as it wen~ for the poem. 
"The Bur:rung of Hinckley," and so also it must be my ex.cuse for 
quoting the W:f!eS here. 

IRE Bt.'RNlNG OF HINCKLEY 

A .. l..ddt!r>l nj W~.I_ lAfs 

... All aboard! all aboud I' the ciarlR nf th< ""!line·ben. 
An' ""' atretcl>ed II1lr hand!! thro' tbe window~, an' ba.dc tbem a long faYe_II. 
We were going: b=k to the 1-:a.,t, ",r, fur la~k har! a vnw to krf-p_ . 
• A wife in bond: I beheve he said, an' he was behind .. week. 
Bat that _n't du~ to bcin' carel~S$. sU", bllt due to thi-t a.wful dT\')1lght 
An' the fu-es a.bout the farmsread that had kept U9 few weeks in donbt : 
For they rose wbell we tho11ght them oonqucred-il you e'= h,we Jost yoar -By tnvellilI' &CJ'OIII the '''''ntry, you may know wbat a. blaze is West. 

Well, t.hi. Y"8'" it WR.!I 9Omethin' awful. for the mrest9 wt'I'e all on rm., 
An' wa~ of &.me fur mil"" and miles rose bigher all' ever higher, 
An,' tha oldeat in Minnesota. could Dot, in I.beiJ- bygon9 d .. Y"', 
:Re!Dembet or _ i~ille the 6==_ of that last blau. 
If yon· ... e &eeII. a West'm I1re. BIr. you !mow .. hl.t I me&ll wbeD r u.y 
'That pictunoI of the Judgment ain't in it, by .. long, long way, 
With lhose fureslB oj pin~ an' undergrowth, an' 8T""" eiSht f..,tm h"';ght, 
That somehow ca.tcIl fire and blaze, sir, "I', mom an' Doon an' night. 

Boot J!ICk an' m.yself had WOD, sir: \11(1 were safe in the railrca.d train. 
Witb =uIY" bum on our I...,., all' hand., with mBny &IICN" BII' .tain, 
But stain8 from b,. :at tail, .u:, an' 't" such makes tbe nobUst curst; 
l'hcte oue the bezaJdi, ligna. sir, that we hOllOW" au' IDYl! out West, 
But we'd lOOn be back in tho! East now we hadn't been homl focyeam­
~ ....... ~hlk...:l.?~th.d..u old ?atoe, t .... in JIIclr.'. eyes hie tearI ~ 
'Fot'M W"tha"lrin: oj~, \Ih', 'Who'd never ... y dU! il1l1.fI&bt 
Whil<>ihIo .. am, of"""'e. 01" mo'l _ill & _.,t. !kf q~h6I_t. 
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We'd hem sittiD' etill lor bours, sir, lor the noise "",' burr 0{ tha train 
Ha.d a ki!Id of toOthin' ealmin' eff~ after sacb _kIi o:f stJailt, 
When Jack, he bent OVel' an' roul!ed me, &D' poInt~ away to the right, 
Who= II blink ofsmClke rose up to the sky. blaclr.1I9 the wingIo of night • 
With II kin' 0' sha.ke in his voice, too, ht. wb1spen:d within my ear: 
, Mate, if yon f(lUSt taJres lire, itwill be Over with "'" I fear,' 

1 laughed at him for II moment, till I saw thatthe woodl behfnd 
Lay right in tho: EI1'I\1S of the fi,..., sn' .tmig"ht in the teeth of the wind • 
An<l be{"", us on Ilit!Jer side, sir, tbey streb::bed like II gre<lt d ...... ......n, 
With that clou<l "I smw... comin' OIIWllld, with a sh.o.pe like a fuwtul ~; 
An' my beart stood still in my bo£om fg;; them chiMer ud women fOlk 
Who W~ $t&ndln' up in the wiDdowli, ba.I1$Ca.red by the bl1ndln' !IUI<'b. 

On, on, """,t the tram. in the d.."-rknesa, for, tho' it was only noon, 
It was b1aclr. "" pitch all around ua---.ay, <lark as the day of. doom; 
Ilu.t away mil want t'Ilsrin' onward, eadI second iuereuin' our speed., 
For there was .. man in tb4t aIlgine, a hero in thoqbt lUI' in d"'l'd­
A man who a few ....... k!I beforn, sir, WIL!I disgraced for aidiD' a strike, 
But face to !ace with our danger, ht> showed what a hero is like; 

Far whd did he do 'l-t Itincld>;,y l--tho' he hadn't a moment to!!J'lll""-"­
He bcronght that train tQ a =d, sir, an' took OIl tho- 'ew that were therft. 
.... or Hincl<ley was burned to ash"", an' befor .. OUr nigh sigbtlB88 eyes 
Tht> fla.mes of each oolLagt> an' 1l0000000toad rose up to the ~ P:ie., 
An' th" bodies of m"", and cattle, ~apin' in their mad Bight, 
Were o'e!'1:akE:n &lid burned tQgetlle~y, aimQS1; before OIU" sight. 

Bot that hero th""" on the mgin", he ..., .. Mn't pull off from the place 
Toll he'd sa.vl!ld full many a hundrl!ld-then he .... tenJd for th&t mad rate. 
An' you Ihowd ham, seen how tile wheels flew; butwea th~y ten time!] as fast. 
Full ma.o.y of II!I on tbe can, sir, had reclroaed that day lIS our last: 
For the fire bad burnt tlrrongh the fornrt-Oll God I how it seemed tu gain 1 
As it ne<ned n~, an' neaTed us, ;>;n' n""ted us, ttn the iu)at of tht> flyiD.' train 
Scorched liS, as huddled together hkt> cattle we lay on th" lIoor, 
Half bUl;i.d by the sma" au' the fulm~s hou dea4 by that awful ro&r: 
For the tongues of fire that followed _moo to hiss with the spa.rlrs that f~n : 
Like tho: hi ... of" millioll demons letloose trt.IJ the flam.,. of ben. 

An' Jack, he IlUddenly whbpm-d: • If it should be your fate to got thro' 
r w;wt you. to ten my old wolIlRn that r did just l1li flnod a.a I knew 
While strug&J.ing to mak" her "- oom ... tea.d, an' "bile I was out in the West 
1 ........ always Ilo~t aad IIpright-! tried to do ",hOlt ",as best; 
An' tell ber, mate, no... I h>V«l her, a.n' ho",1n tbis moment of <100111-' 
:sut Jack didn't fi~!sb his !lenience, for be fell at my feet in a "'WOOD. 
An' I took him 'liP in my arm., siT, .... · [frmgllt bl get him 90ma air, 
An' I carried him up to the angina, but 1 laid him dOWl! in despair, 
Foz- tbe fulmllll Wara leapin' arouud it-ay, leapil!' 'liP bill'bu .... ' hillier, 
Till the ODly thing you oould -. sir, was a blindia' ",hit<> sbeet of ilrn. 

l'd have loot my hea.d. at that moment if 1 hadn't caught hcld <Jl the eliht 
Of nm braVl'! Wh 011 the etlgi1Je atU1 Ollt In the thick of the fiRM; 
Their clothea ......." bnrnt <In their back, air, the cab of the 1MIgin ........ n.d. 
Tba a.h of tAm banda Wall bliIterad~ the :IunUIee ~ n.pidly ted 
As tIiory' nrged. thIl.t qinil _.,...ro,., to. they 'k:ne-w that Il .-mlt':''*' 
Was lyiu' not fu- beiOT1l them, .... Il· they 1UIl.d.o foo- tbd. IU .. 
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l)ardtw! boK.k at tho! tm.In 1o:r a B ' ... d-oh God I ...-W an awful ~t ! 
FOI" the m. had 1'UChtd the end, now, an' that car was" Ne .. of Ji&ht. 
An' the:en '"" aboIlt til- follow, .. hen, akftDed. I tvt;ned. ...... yo-
But them, just}yin' a.he1Yl., &fr ... as the first faint "limp"" of thol day; 
Ju.' th ..... lay the cro.elr before us--[ triad to caJl for a cheer, 
To tell to the comndti behind US of help and relief IiO nea.r. 
But my heart IIla'h stopped. f« ~reaQ, m. fer tile !re w"" well In reach 
An' !lappin' eaclI poot ILIld each pillar. an' Jicltin' each rod an' mil, 
Oh God' it _ a.vful to """ it-ay, awful just -u...n to:/ail. 
Blrt thole he1~ BS there on the engllllt, they thought they'd a. moment to spu.­
We were out on the bridge in iii second ther!. wam't e'en time for. prayer­
When awuy...,..t the blerln' tlmbeta " ClBlih a.nd a deafcnln' J'OIU"; 
But we'<I Q' :sed, Bir-cnJll8Cd;n ..m.ty-an' .... ere saf" 01\ the othllf shore," 

An' DOW for a. "'1'1 r for those boroea; if }"OtIlove to gi"" honour it!! dllO, 
If you vahle your oountry's NC<Illl 01 d..edB that are gHat and troe. 
If you'dUke to enco~ d1Jty. and actiona both bra~ and right, 
Giv.: e ringin' clle:r for tbo6e heroes, be they far 01' near to-night. 

It was really a great moment of pleasute to hear the appla.use that 
followed. I was recalled again and again, r had won the hearts of the 
audience, and qukk as a fiash I determined to use my popularity for 
the advantage of that study that had been so associated with:my life. 

When at last I could get silence, stepping to the edgl: of the plat­
wnn, in a few brief words I told them that I would have the pleasure 
of meeting them again that CVCnlllg", when under the name of " Cheiro " 
I had been engaged to give a lecture on H~Dds. I made the following 
bargain and conditions: thai if at the end of the first ten minutes 
they wuld not pas'! a unanimous vote that the subject was Due that 
appealed to their reason, and Wa.5 worthy (If their platform, I would 
stop and every person in the audience would receive their money 
back at the dolJXS. 

I had the largest audience that n4;ht I ever had in my life. and 
instead of remaining a few days. I remained for three weeks. On the 
evening before my departure I was given a farewell reception that iA 
(lne of my happiest memories. 

I r.a.rried away from thiA great Florida Chatauqua among many 
souvenirs tm:I that au "Very dear to me, ~ from Dr. Davidson which 
he wrote in my autograph book: 

" for my various Cbatanqua a.!l!emb-
l~. look out for something new and 
entertaining, bit oI mental 
resuvation as to asked him to 
come to the F10rida Chatauqua, I am glad I did, He won 
instilllt recognition and made hosts of friends. 

He is uuafkcted and nupssmning, and wins not so much by 
bombastic ptes21ltation of great exploits and co.mmendatioll!l of 
the Great who have beoome bis &ienda ... by the quiet and 
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logical P1ltting of the faets he has discovered. in the study of bill 
science. 

He uses exquisite English, and has great power to phlase and 
hold an audience whether they agree with him or not. The moral 
tone of all he says is uplifting and helpful. I may not believe in 
all he teaches, but I believe in ' CMirll: and I am so far tumed 
fl'Olll my SCt-'Ptichm that I am going to study further al<mg these 
lines of thought. (Signed) WUBUR L. DAVIDSON." 

The other was this litt1e anonymons verse handed to me by a 
messenger as I was enterills my train : 

"To • CQIIlO • 
A p&lmist If y<)u will. yet layyou;r hand 
But fur one moment In bia own. and he 
Whose eyes have felt tlte touch of lpirit-land 
Looks thl'Dugh the dorn: that I",,, n() key 
And 111 suong S1+t>tle UegerJI take. the 0cr0ll 
Of your poor life, half writ with t.,..:,,,, and read!! 
The .ocret symbols of your eMili·bound eoll!, 
Fino:k wasted days. GOO'slilles with LIh'$ ~." 

I had no means of thanking the giver, but if tIlese pages shonld ever 
mm the eyes of this unknown friend, I trust they will give my thanks 
and tell the writer that I have tried to live up t" the sweet tho~ht 
embodied j'l this tribute. 



CHAPI"ER xxxvn 
1 VlSIT WASWNGTON, INTEKVntWS Wlm PIlESlDEfI'l' A.,'·U) ¥RS. CLEVE­

LAND, ADXlItAL lJEWEY AND llEUD1!RS OF nm CAlIINJ!.T 

I T wu II. glorious 5pl'ing day when for the fint time I saw Washing­
tOIl, the ofIicial capitll1 of the United States. As I drove from the 
station to my hotel I thought I had never seen a more handsome 

city or one 00 beautifully laid out. The capital, set like the centre 
of a star with wide avenues of white asphalt planted with splendid 
trees, :seUiled worthy setting for the seat of ~vw;uneilt of 
such 

TIre ' 
priately 
hAn",",,, 
States, ~~~ 

,~,,' as the Pre5ident's offici~l residence is appro­
magnificently situated, anc1 altogether this 

from the other large capitals of the various 
,impre$ the visitor with its air of luxury and 

for a few daY-', I took possession 
in the late Senatur Kay's residence, 

quickly iIlSta11ed. 
my visit, and in a few days I had 

the "';val round of callers desiring intervi",ws. 
Mrs. J. G. Carlisle, the wife of the then Secretary of State, Wa!il OIle 

of my first visitors. From the commeneement, Mrs. Carlisle !ibowed 
the greate5t inte1"$ in my work, and a :few day" latet" r was invited 
10 meet het" husband and dine at their house. 

Mr. J. G. Carlisle was a well known political figure in the UniW 
States, and as a member of the Cleveland Cabinet he later on played 
an important role in oonnection with the Venernelan troubles which so 
nearly caused a conflict with England. H", was kind and good to me, 
and the day after our dinner he showed me over the Government 
BuilWnp in Washiupon ad left me in the uUddle of the United 
States Mint, but in the good COffipllllY of Mr, D. ~. Morgan, the Secre­
tary of the Treasury, whose name in those days appeared on all the 
dollars bills of the nation. 

J was later indebted to Mr. Morgan for having the satisfaction of 
destroying a million dollar bills which he let me put through the cutting 
machine-t:bey were old ones, of course, but still it was an unique 
satisfaction to be able to say that I had once in my life destroyed a 
million dollars in a minute. 

Wben I W8l> leaving Washington this gentlt:1IIIIn pre:oentcd me with 
a new bill bearing his signature belonging to the first :oeries signed by 
his pen, also a ropy of the sjgnatUIel of all the United States Treasurers 
who had preceded him. 

Among the many interesting personalities I met during my visit to 
Washington was the famous Admiral Dewey, the hero of the SpanUb.­
.AmI!rit.an War, I was fi.m prwenttd to hifo. at the house ofmyfriea<b, 
Commander and Mra. McCrea. and we met several tj'lDF1l dw:ing the 
folli>wing fortni8ht. 
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The Admiral invited me to rome and see him again in the house 
which had been presented to him as a gift from the n~tion, and I had 
the pleuure of taking impressions of his hands to add to my collection. 

There Wen'! many souvenir!; in thi!! house together with prl'.ti"rMs and 
decorations from crowned heads, but th6 one thing the Admiral 
seemed to prize the most, was II smaJ) triangula.r-sbaped Bag hanging 
over the lIlII.ntelpiece in his djnjng-.room. 

He explained to me that it was tho " night Hag," which had been 
forgotten on the mast of his ship as she went into action on the famollS 
morning when he entered Santiago Bay and destroyed the Spanish 
Fled which was lying there when the wac broke out. 

The Admiral gave me a signed photograph of bimself, which I 
reproduce in these pages. It is dated December 3ISt, 1899. He was 
then at the very height of his fame and popuJ.arity, and bad been 
married a few months before to Mrs. McLcau HazeJl, the widow of 
Gt:lleml. Hazen. 

At first they lived very happily in the home given to him by the 
people of the United States. Later on, finding it too small far the 
entertainments he was C:J.l1ed on to give as Admiral of the Navy, he 
sold it and bought a much larger house. His ~a1 of the giit house 
caused a storm of protest to sweep over the country, especi" Ily as he 
gave the new residence to hi!, wife as a pIC9Cnt. 

This adion was mud! misunderstood; it dimmed his popularity, 
from which he never recovered. He died in this new house in I917. 
His widow outlived him oonsiderably: she reached the good age of 
eighty years, passing away on Febmary ust, 193r. She was a chann­
ing. brilliant woman, h~r only fault being that she tailed to grasp the 
temper of the people in allowing the popular hero to dispose of the 
house given to him on his Ieturn from. the Spanjsh_American WaT, 

Other int~1:ing perwnalities I met during Illy visit to Wemington 
wae: Nelson A. Miles, Commandet'-in-Chief of the United States 
Army; Chief Justice Fuller of the Supreme Court; H. A. Habert, 
Secretary to the Naval Board: Senator Frank Hiscock; Senator 
M. S. Quay: Senator Wolcott; Baron HengeIm.uller, the Austrian 
Ambas!;ador; the Vice-President, n. E. Ste~mon; Senator Charles 
Crisp; Sena.tor W. B. Allison; Senator Allen, of Maryland; and 
otha remarkable men well known in political. life. 

ADOther memorable incident of my mit to Washington WlI.9 Ill.y 
meeting with Mrs. Cleveland, the wife of the then President of the 
United States. Mrs. Carlisle drove 1JP one afternoon and told me that 
Mrs. Clewland had exprrred a wish to meet me and would I come at 
once with her to the White House. 

The wish of a Prel!ident's wife in the States is akin to a Royal Com· 
mand. I naturally o~ with pleasure, and giving up my appoint­
lDeUU for the te5t oi. the day. we droVl'l over and were admitted at Ollt:e. 

Everyone who haJj had the honour oi. meeting Mrs. Cleveland will 
agree with DW that tho Pmoidenfs wife WI.I DOt only a .dwidNfly 
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handsome woman, but still mare, she WII.!l a woman of such marked 
personality that one's memory could have no difficulty in l'W!!ljng 

sa a meeting. 
She n:oeived me with the utmost cordiality and simplicity; she 

said: "I have read your books and I have often looked ferward to 
the pleamre ef 90I11e day meeting you, but yon IIl.Il9t first haw tea 
and then we shall have a long chat." 

Tea was served, E~lish tea I must add, and a.l!;o English teast, 
just as if we had hew sitting in any London drawing-room. 

The President strolled in for a few morneuts, had :me examine his 
palms, chatted with:me about my tour through the State5, and with a 
heart "shake hands " returned to his dlIties as Chief Exeeutive. 

Tea over, I also turned to my duty and told the "Lady of the 
White House" all I GOUld about the past, present, and future as 
revealed by her hands. 

With all her success in life-there was one thing she wanted. a 
hUllgIy longing in her heart which had never been rea lized, a simple 
mother's wish to have a child-nothing more. 

I expect there are wives who may read the51': lines and who will 
realize with what she received my message Mat Uu's ~i,e Of he, """, 

world. 

incredulity expressed in every line of her 
the happy event took place during the followiDg 

_c--' to tell everyone of my prediction and how 
an AmeriCil1l newspaper lying before me 

bears out what I say. In any case, Mrs. Cleve· 
belief aM ,w,lizalifm are !wj,. scn4s in the 

yCIir latcr all America rang with 
the happiest woman in the 

As the years rolled onward, two more predictions were equally 
fulfilled; one the death of Mr. Cleveland, and the other her SI:COnd 

""""'" 



CHAPtER XXXWI 
THE l4AN WITH THE "DOUBLE. LINE OF HEAD" 

J\ FEW months ago I read in one of ~ English papers the 
.£"\.. story of a man who had lived for fifteen years drA~w.j as II. 

woman, and who might have ~ontin\lO!d to do 10 till the time 
of his death, if a slight accident had not disclosed his real identity. 

I can, however, relate in the following chapter an account of a 
case that came under my own knowledge, of a man who not only 
lived as a woman, but who at the same time kept up his position u II. 

man, whose double life has never been disclosed except to three persons, 
one of them myself-but in my case I was privileged to see and hear 
both sides of the story. 

In giving this account to the public, I have for obvious reasons COil­
cealed the real names of the parties concerned, but in aU other points 
this strange dramll of life is exact. 

Sden.c'e has ill recent years in a rather reluctant way admitted that 
some people have a dual personality, and have been known to lead 
more or less what is called "double lives." There are, I believe, some 
perSOllS who deliberately encollrage their dU1l1 persornliity, and o~rs 
again who appear to have no free will in the mutter, but who often, 
even nru:on~oU5ly to them!;elves, live or play Mrne double role. 

In the case of the persou whose histo:ty I am about to relate, I have 
nut been able tu disl;:over whethl'I: he was able to coutrol hi:! dual 
personalit~ or not; or whether it was that one side, ffi' the other, con· 
trolled at mtervals, and compelled him to act as an automaton wonld 
do. I can only leave it to my reader5 to ded.de the matter according 
to their way of tbiTlkiTlg. ' 

One aftcmoOIl, wwanls the clu~ of my appointments, a very 
pompous footman brought up a uote and said he would wait for an 
answer. Opening the letter, ] read : 

"DEAR SIR, 

GROSVENOR STREET, 

LOI'OON. W. 

I am waitiIJt: downstairs and would be glad if yon would 
give me an interview now, 

Yours, etc., 
WUUAlI. STAND1$ll." 

I replied: ., Tell the gentlemAn yeg, I will see him now." The 
pompotlll footman went downstairs with my message, !U1d while 
waiting for my visitor, I turned over :in my m:ind what ooul.d Sir 
William Standish wllllt in ~oniUltiDg me. 

Sir William Standish was a wcll-known JUan in London:in tJvp 
days, but known in the highest pblISible WII¥ :for his g. eat charity, 
ktndnelil of heart. and liberal subecriptions to societies for the fn:.. 
WIrtion of Cruelty to Anjmels, the Protectioa of ChiLi .. m, Hom;· for .. , 
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the .Aged, and soohlike. 
oonsuIt me, I wondered. 
know tlWr names or who 

Jm then. the gentleman 

~. 

want in ooming to 
people letting me 

," 
"I am delighted to meet you, 'Cheiro,' " he said. "I have read 

your many books on your strange study, and as I was fne this after­
noon, I thought I would rome round and 6Ile what interpretation you 
would give of a peculiar mark I llave on my hands. You need not 
trouble tp tell:me of my past, nor of my future, for 1 have no mnbitions ; 
but I just want ylJU to give me your idea of the two odd Jilles I have 
across my pahn. I have never noticed similar markings in any other 
band. Your books are the only ones that touch on it-and H I am 
not wrong, you call it • the double Line of Head.' " 

SittiDg down at my table, he put two extremely small but finely 
formed hands before me. 

" In your b!;lob," he went on. chatting pJeH .... ntly, " you say these 
double head Jines indicate a dual personality; a man who would lead 
a' Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde' killd 01 life ; hut this is what puzzles 
me--how could it be that thi:> conld apply to me, except that I am 
aware one side of my nature is e:tuemely feminine." 

How indeed could It apply to him, I thought, a man who led a clean, 
simple life, only interested in giving to charities and doing good to 
otheB A man who bad, as everyone in London knew. inherited It 

fortune from. a very eccentric father, who bad left a curious provision 
in his will, that hi:> $On had to give away in charity a sum not hss 
than {,JO,OOO a year. A man who had married when he came of age 
a woman who was equally as kind-hearted as himsel:f-a devoted 
mother to their only child-a. Mn, whose photo was often in the papers 
as an example of how ha.ndIlO!l1!i a boy could be. 

In all my txpelience, I bad oome across not JILOl'e than perhaps a 
do~ C'lge3 of what ~ called" the double Line of Head," and my 
IneJllOJf l'IlIl back quickly over all the!;c cases, hut not one of them 
seemed in auy way to give me a clue to the life of the man before II1ll. 

"I have made no attempt to conceal my identity." he went on. 
"In the first place, subterfuge, somehow, noes not seem part of my 
nattml; besides, I have sum an admiration for the way you have 
written about your study that I :fftIt I could Dot hring myself to 
ask for an appointment under another name, as I know so many 
poople have done. I bate deceit or double deallilg of auy kind, and 
yet, why should 1 have t~ mark of • the double I in .. ~ Head' in my 
1","0 ill what p1)$Z1e$ lIlO':. and that is what brings me bere." 

.. You then do believe in this study? "I asked. 
" Yes,. 1 admit I do," be replied. .. Something in my nature that 

1. U"Dot 1D.I'lai.:n. 'has ahi",:;;. e.t.tra.eted me. to boob on. the subject of 
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character expressed in the face, bead, and hands. In reading the 
Bible, I haw often pondered over that verse in Revelation that sa}'9 : 
• I will place my mark in their foreheadll and in their hands: and 1 
do not see a,nyth.ing illogical in thinking that a per5iOn who has made 
such a. study as you have of the band should not be able to iuterpret 
what this odd mark: means in mine." 

.. It I had not known who you are," I said, "I might be a~ to 
make an attempt at it j but knowing who I cannot see any 
reason for these strange double lines, for them as they 
ought to be read, you should have a dual , equally good 
IIl1d equally bad-twa distiI1.ct mentalities, as it were, each actiug 
independently of the other----<:::ompelliIlg you to lead two distinct Jives. 
one not knowing what the other does, or a~ ii two souls or spirits 
possessed the same body, but if I told you such things you would 
tonsider me a lunatic; and I would feel myself one also." 

" In a way you have touched a secret point in my nature, ' Cheiro,' " 
he said, " for there are times wben I confess I feel and wan' to Uve Ill! IS 

If'Wkln. I have to gratify this ilTesistible desire at times. and then I 
just as suddenly change. and feel as a Pl'fS0!I would when waking out 
of a dream, and trying to remember wJw:t /.he h_ was. 

" I will just give you one example. Only last week I found mystlU 
sitting in the early morning in my library, reading a novel in which I 
was deeply interested, when I chanced to glance at my leet. To my 
ama.rement, I noticed that roy boots were C{lvered with mnd, and such 
odd, funny-looking boots they were, that I could not believe they­
conld belong to me. Yet why should I be wearing them? I looked 
at my clothes; they were all right, just the USuallllilruing &lit] often 
wear-but those queer, mnddy-looking boots! I could hardly bear 
the sight of them, yet they seemed part of a dream I had, but try as 
bard as I could I was unable to get any further." 

"01 course, you rang for your valet and asked him .... here they 
came bvrn. ? " I ll'Oked. 

With a startled look on his:lace he seemed to blush, as he said: "I 
will tell you one thing I can't control, and I may as well confess it, 
although 1 do not suppose for a IJll)ment you will understand the 
feeling. I have a dread of appearing ridiculous in the eyes of my 
servants. I could no more have called my valet and asked 'him if 
those muddy boots WMfl mini! than I could fiy. T~ are a mw Mf!D 

among my acquaintance that I know have also this idea-that they 
must be ab:solutdy correct before, especially, thf:ir butler or their 
valet; but with me it is carried to such anextreme that it is absolutely 
p'linful." 

" Well, what did you do with the boots ? " I asked. 
" I would not tell any other man but you," he answered. "Well, 

I locked them up in a cupboard that 1 knew was Mfe. and when night 
came I $tole aut of the house by a buk ~y, and. bllD& ~ \W. 
_ poor thid thII.t dmllied to =ut B. poueeman. I went "by side 
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SbCF',. a.ll tbewsty to ±be Embankm.mt; and when no one was about 
[ dropped them into theri~." 

" And did you never solve the myate:ry ? " I asked. 
"Ne~, though those muddy boob seem w have haunted me ever 

sinnc and I really think thc:y have been the cause of my coming to 
see you to-day." 

The idea seEiIled $0 ridiculous I could hardly keep from laughing­
to think of tIm i:mmaollatzly dressed man befou me having discovered 
bbnseJf with muddy boots on his feet; and then stealing down like a 
thief to the rher to get rid of them. It seaaed too absurd. 

. appea:red to do him good. He laughed aJso, then 
confidential, he said : 

another thing, 'Cbciro: that I am awfully sensitive 
about. I haVE! feet like a woman-ill fact, smaller than most women, 
so I have to wear -special boots that are padded out to make them 
look like a man's size." 

" Well, the muddy boots-what size were they ? " I asked quickly. 
" It makes the whole thing still more queer "-and he looked quite 

frightened as he said it-" tMy UtfTe II pair IJj women's 1.w~ II 
small siz~ ,,' /.hal." 

I was ceminly puzzled at this strange individual before me. I had 
noticed that his hands were unusually small, but in appearance th&-e 
did not seem anything else very womanly abont him, exrept, perhaps, 
that extremely sensitive, gentle, feminine side that at times sent 
flushes of blood into bis face. Still, I had seen in my life so many of 
those half·feminine types of men, that after all, the small hands and 
reet of the man before me did not seem so very remarkable. Suddenly 
I thought it might be the answer to the double Line of Head acrQ5S his 
hands; 50 after ill I wid him it could only mean be had mentally a 
dual p::rsonality of both man and womer and jokingly, I added: 
" Sollletimes, 1 suppose, you are strongly tempted to darn things, or 
sec how ~u would look in a woman's hat." 

"Yes, ' he said, .. only 1 am in such dread of the 5efVants seeing 
me, T ~ tW db that /It hom~." 

Then in a moInE'nt he seemed to think he had said too much. Quick 
as a :flash the confidential tone bad vanished. He was again the 
polj!!hed, refined man of the world. A gold cigarette case was slipped 
from his pocket, and for a few minutes we smoked and talked of the 
Arademy Pictures, and the ~ Henley Regatta. At last. when he 
rose to go, be asked if I wele disengaged and would come to dinner the 
following evening. 

" Yon will enjoy talking to my wife," he said, .. she is one of the 
lllOSt mterestjug women in Wndon. She has stndied Occultism. and 
I know will be happy to meet you." 

I accepted :.~.eeasure, and the following eW!ning at eight I found 
myself very Y welcomed at the Standish house in GlOSfeoor ....... 
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There an :few bouges in London that could c:onwy that IenIe oi 

t9.!;tc and refinement that this home did It was furnished. with 
exquisite taste, 1'hcre W\:Ie not tOQ mauy pictures, but th~e that 
were were Tare worlc; of art. In the library. iu which we sat before 
dinner, r noticed some beautiful pieces of bronze, and as for booloks>­
there were rows and rows of cases, and most of them in exquisite 
bindings. 

We sat down to dinner, just four of m-..<;ir William, Lady Standish, 
their son, whom tMy had introduced as Arthur, a manly-lookiug 
fellow with a head and face like a Greek god. 

If I had thought on the previous day that the footmaIl was a pompous 
and splendid person, I wonder how I CElll lind words to describe the 
butler. He simply ndiated "butlerdom " in its most superior sense. 
He did not' walk----ht< moued~the pompous footman followed every 
gesture, silent signals flashed from their eye!>. and in silence we got 
through the first course. At last c.am.e the" thaw," and even though 
it was only a partial one, still it was very welcome. 

Again the Academy pictures cropped up; again the Hewey Regatta. 
Little Arthur prickcdhis ears up at the lattoor and said his greatest wish 
was to Jive on the river, so he could punt and splash the pretty girls 
as they went past. At this the butler nearly dropped the cbampagnr, 
and ha.d to leave the room for a moment to recover his dignity. We 
'N'ere all grateful to little Arthur, and I encouraged him all I could to 
give us more of his ideas. 

At last the dinner came to an end; the doors of what I may call 
" the dining cage" were throWIl open. Arthur begged h~ mother to 
have the cofiee in the libmry, as his lather had promised to let him 
smoke a cigarette--and with a sigh of relief we entered the more 
uncon~ional room. Coffee was ~erved, the servants disappeared. 
and a sense of home and comfort again reigned supreme. 

Lady Standish chatted pleasantly with me about the theatres; 
Arthur smoked his cigarette, perched on the back of my chair; while 
Sir William actually put some coal on the fire and thoroughly well 
blackened his small hands in doing so. Before I Jeft, he took me up 
to his own rooms, in another part of the how;e. They were so much 
the room5 of a man that, jokingly, I remarked: 

" It certainly does not look as if you did any sewing or darning up 
here." 

A curious change came over his face, as he said: .. Yes, but I would 
like to show yon where I do ie-it is quite another side of my life. Let 
me call for you t""mOIfowat six o'clock and I will take you and show 
you lI1Y other rooms." 

I agreed, and after saying good.bye to Lady Statv1j..b and Arthur, 
I left, 

The nelI.t evening, punctnally at six, Sir William called. Tt:g.tha 
we walked up Bond Street, crossed Oxford Street. and reached a bl«:k 
of 6a.ta; entering a side door _ hnt np to the top Qi,. buildinc. 
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Takitl8' a sma" Bramah k:r from his pocket, he opened the door and 
we went ill5ide. Ai the blmi!s were dn.Wll. he turned on the elecb::ic 
light and then weut l.ack and closed, and, to my surprise. !>oUcd 1M 
- Joo.. 

The room we had entered was, I saw, a kind of sitting-room, but 
furnished in a very peo,liar way. Every chair and couch was covered 
in silk of a beautiful " rose dn Barry "shade. The turtains and lamp 
were of the same CQiour, but the whole dfect was that of a lady'\! 
boudoir. As if to add to the effec;t, several. small pieces of silk were 
on the table, and near 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. 

01 course, I thought the wrong thing 000 stories of men who 
kept mistreS5l'l> witlilil a bUl1dred yards of their legitimate home fllIllhcd 
through my mind. 

Not noticing the questioning look in my eyes, Sir William said: 
"Come with me, and let me show you the ~st of the flat." 
We went into the next room-a bedroom-and 1 stood for a moment 

lost in wonder at the costly decorations and beauty of the plate. No 
Parisku dem;_:mondaine ever had :oucll a room. The bed Wall a Louill 
XV model in ~t, exquisitely carved, while all the other furniture Wall 
in keeping WIth it. The dressing-table had its gold-backed brushes 
l ... id out as carefully as if an expert lady's maid was expecting her 
mistress at any moment. Off this raom was a bathroom, equally well 
done, and then we ,,;alked into a tiny kitchen, wherll I not~d an 
electric cooker and everything beautifully clean. There was no woman 
anywhere to be seen-not even a pkture of one. 

" Do you often come aud livc here ~ .. I asked. 
As if in a dream, he s~d; "I ",'Ooder why it is I ('annot resist the 

feeling oi confessing som~ parts of my odd lif~ to you--and yet it is 
such a relief to bII a/)k to leU $(!I1IdCtJe. I only ask you never to give 
away my secret until after my death; but r feel I can tmst you. And 
yet. then are some parts of my life that are such an intangible dream, 
even to me, that I am aware there are at times lapses of weeks, often 
months. that are like blank5 in m.y mind that I cilIUlot Iill up. These 
pages we will have to leave as blanks, for what I dfJ rlUJ'i.ng IMse pe,jais 
1 do IW' lmow. Please do not think I am trying to mis1e:ad you if I 
<annot tell you everything But one thing I am sure of, and that is, 
that although sometImes I Uti I am not responsible for my actions, 
yet I am certain that ' the double Head Line' does not mean in my 
case tb&t I have allY cruel or crimipal tendencies. I only know that 
at times I go away and live an ~utirely different life than I 00 at 
GrosveIWf Street-brtt _, tJW lif~ it, I IuM Mt Zh~ sliKhte.: Hk4." 

We had now nt'lU'1U.!d to th.e sitting·room. Almost instinctively be 
took the rocl<ing..cbaiT and 1 mopped into the beautiful brocaded 
couch opposite. 

Without noticing what he was doiug, he had stretched out his 
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hand and tilken one of the pieces of silk: lying on the table, cut !lOme 
bits like lea~$ 6ut of it, then, taking a needle and thread, in a few 
seconds be had formed them into ~omething that looked like a beautiful 
flo'owr. 

" You mean," I said, "that sometimes you go away from Gr06V&'lOr 
Street and corne and live here all by yourself i " 

Semi-consciousJy be answered, as if talking to himself: .. Db, yes, 
I know I come and live here solIl.Ptimes, and if you conld only real.be 
what a ~a!ure it is for me-the peace and quiet here, no pryiug eyes 
of servants to W<lIIY one---to be able to take these beautiful silks in 
my hands and fashion them into all kinds of odd tbiIlg9, and blend 
and harmonw: their cololll'S as a paint~r would his paints. Yes, I 
know I live as a woman here, but you will never be able to realire the 
comfort of being able to do so-----to allow that side of my nature, when 
the craving gets too strong-it's freedom, if only for a iew da}'ll or a 
week at a time. And when that is satifified, to slip back again into 
ordinary life and take up again my position in the world of men. But 
it is not these phaoes that puzzle me-it ~ !:lOme 10llger lapses that 
come on when I know I leave this flat and go away--where, I do not 
!mow, and what I do I do not kIJow; and as suddenly find myself 
back here in these fOOms, and wake up as if from such strange dream, 
afId klWW "" man of whlffll I 1uJ'I1Il 1I.l8n or whal I h.n'~ dtJne than <J perlon 
wouUlu'1I0 rose f'om 1M iead," 

" But how do you know you have been away from here? .. 1 asked . 
.. Perbaps you may ha .. -e dropped oft to sleep and dreamt you have 
~n gone for !lOme time, for in dreams t~ is as if it did not cJcist." 

" There is no dream about it," he replied, with a quiet, gentle smUe . 
.. You see that c1ock-calendar on the mantelpiece? That clod wound 
up soes for 365 d;tys. I never let it om down, Once I was away for 
as long a ~pell as three months, and it rngist~red that such a period 
had passed; but where I was during that time, all I can say is-I IW 
n~~ kmM." 

" Perhaps you were back in Grosvenor Street. But, tell me, what 
does yoill' wire think of your long absence at times from home ? " 

"They have grown accustomed to it by now," he said. "Of course, 
at first I was only away for perh.'lpS a week or ten days at a stretch, 
and I am seldom absent for more than a month, with the one exception 
of the three months 1 have mentioned. Be5.ides, I have trained them 
to think that 1 have business interests in Paris and RODU!. I have 
even arranged to have my letters sent on to add:leS .. es in either of 
those cities, and then :re-forwarded to me back here. This hWl gQne 
ou now for :>eVe.ra1 yCfll'li, they ILre quite happy aoout it, and ask uo 
questions. Of CQunIe, my greatest dread is that SlODle day they will 
find ont, As my ~on gt"QW5 up, I often find m~lf looking ac:rtlSS the 
table and woIllkrWg if!iOIDc day he wilJ OQI)e1'".,. seem.'" 

" But Lady Standish ~ " I asked. "Surely she is not WIlten.t to 
allow yr.u to go away to, say, Paris or ROIDe wit.'bmlt 1u!t ~ " 
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.. You are quite wrong," he IlLid, "she is not jealous like other 
WiUI""U might be. You see, we man-ied unda- rather unusual con· 
ditions, She alwap hated the ordinary idea 01 married life-you 
know what I mean end once Arthur was bOrn, we agreed to live 
together 35 good oororades and nothing more. But don't think for 
one moment tha.t r am not happy in my hotnllllfe. She is the 8weetr.st 
and meat wllIpanion in thll! world; we never have a cross word, and 
whell I am with her, I am as happy as any man CaD be. But, aJ25 ! 
1 "n', ~ be IfIiIh heT, I can't inlkel. No, it ilo utterly impossible-­
nobm the fuiifJI k> g~ _ay eoml'S' OVI!'I" me, UJere is IKI will POWI!'l" ~ 
mrlh tlIal ,.m prtlJem my guifJI . 

.. Ob. yes, I have tried. Don't think that; I have tried hard, {ought 
agaiust it; I have walked my room, night after night; yes. fought 
against it till I have dog my nails deep into my hands with agony, 
but all to no purpose-I Iwve to gIJ. 

"J know it is as if I became po~d. Some religious people would 
explain it that a demon takes possession 01 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 ii thought wt CElrefully; everything 
calculElted to such a nicety. that in all these years no slip or error has 
yet occurred to prevent my plans being carried out. But the only 
thing I cannot calculate is the length of time I shall be away. 

"Don't imagine fOT a moment that my wife thinks that I have 
another home or a mistress she knows I bave no passions, that I 
nnM ha.d. No, that would ~ the last thought that ""ould ~r corne 
into her mind." 

" But when do these straDge feelings <:ome over you 1 .. I asked . 
.. HElve you noticed if they CQIIle at regular intervals? " 

"Yes. I have noticed," he replied, "they come with singular 
tegularity """7 mn/ly-tighl days---oornetimes the feeling is of the 
greatest mteUSlty. sometimes so weak that I am able to resist it; but 
~ry month J go through the same phase, more or less. as the case 
maybe. I am nearing one of these now, I know, and perhaps that is 
another mason why I am telling you all 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 .finished, and 
lilbout ada'P"" really beautiful tbingll, like :Row~, or more like orchids, 
he had made from it, He seemel perfectly happy looking at these 
tbing&. but as the clock struck seven, he rose, put them away in a 
drawer, then tRking his hat, be said: 

.. I have just got time to dress for dinner. Will you walk over with 
me as far as Grosvenor Street? " 

Thf! following week I received a note from Lady Standish asking 
me H I would MI'llf! around for dinner on TUeI!Iday at eight o'clock. I 
a.ccepted, and in. due «lUrSI! had my coat and bat takn bem me by 
the P;!"'p9US footman, and was escorted in solemn state up to the 
dral'f'iDB-matn floor, aDd IlIhered iDto the boudoir. 
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lAdy Standi.8b tofle to giMt me, saying at the same time: 
.. I hope you won't mind having only Arthur and myself for dinner 

to-night, uSirWilliam had to go rather suddenly to Rome yesterday." 
To tell the truth, [ was, if anythiDg, very pleased. I thought I 

might be able to get 50me information from Lady Standish on what 
I now considered one of the strangest CEl5e51 had ever come across. 

" SiT William appeared to have no idea when [ saw him a few days 
ago that he would so soon have to take such a long journey," I 
Mid. 

" Oh, one can never !mow with him," she langhed. "I have Ue.l 
known hint to leave the dinner table and catch the nine o'clock t:rain 
for Paris; and I never know when he is returning until I !lei'! him . " ...",. . 

" Rather an uncomfortable kind of hll5band:' I &Ugg1!sted • 
.. Ye.~, but then all men have their faults" -be smiled-" and for 

a man he hu really very few." 
"I would have imagined you would have loved to run over to 

Rome also, there iii no city I love llIore to visit at any season of the 
year." 

" I can't say I know it well," she said. "I much prefer Paris. But 
I never go with Sir WilliilIil. on any of his journeys. He never se"med 
to.:';are for me to do so, and I have long since given up the idea:' 

"' What a wonderfully well-trained wife," I thought. 
"' Yousee," she went on, "welivcvcryindcpcrukntlyofone another. 

He is wrapped up in his various charities, and I absorbed 
in mine. Aud tIlen I have my boy to look after. has his 
own income and I have mine, so we never even discuss money matters 
together. It isall for the best, I believe, for we are very o:onmnted, -and 
&l; long as he ill happy, that is all I care about." 

., Hut surely you must get anxious at times wheu he is away, and 
you do not know when he is coming back ( " 

"Well, ~ometimo:~ I do get anxious. I suppose I would not be 
human if I did not. But these trips of his to Rome I think I under· 
stand. and so would you, if you knew him as well as I do." 

" But why Rome? " I asked. 
"Well, you see "-and her whole :face changed and looked wry 

grave-" at hearl, although he never speaks of it, Sir William is 
deeply religious, and my idea is that every now and thcn he gets into 
a kind of religiOWI ecst~. He wou!dhate it to be known in lOlidon, 
and so I beliew he goes abroad to go into a Retreat or into SOUle 
Order far a week or a. month at a time. With all his family. strict 
Protestants as they are, he would not dare admit sU<:h an idea, for 
no man is IllOUI sensitive to criticism than he is. But I ronny believe 
it is this that takes hbn abroad for a week or so nearly ewty moath; 
but, of course, you must never suggest snch a thing to him." 

Just thfJD Arthw- rushed in. "Sony, Yother, I have kept you 
waitiug dillner for me, but I was scrlbbJ.in8: a few 1m. to.father and 
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posfinP it care of his agent in Rome. I do hope I got the address 
right.;'i" 

She looked at tM en'96lopo!. "Yes, dear, you have written it quite 
correctly. He has had the same ID.Il1 for the past ten years. I hope 
yt'u gave him my W"il: ? " 

.. Of course I did, Mother." He laughed. "And I had a double 
reru;on for doing so, as I t:hreatened him that if he did not take me 
with him on one of these trips to Rome, that one of these days I would 
bolt there after him and make him show me owr the place." 

" You naughty boy," 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 pompous thlill ever, announ~ed dinner, 
a.ud together we went downstairs and entered the dining-room. 

'When the usual formal. dinner was over-and this time more formal 
thaD ever, because, at heart, r am certain both the butler and the root­
man agreed in disapproving of their mistress dining with a man, even 
though Arthur was present. rn any case, at the end the doon were 
Bung oper. with more dignity than ever. and the butler announced that 
~e had been served in the library. 

" Upstairs," I.a.dy Standish said, in a tone that admitted no dispute, 
a.nd upstairs we went to the room we had COIllC from. Coffee oYer, 
Arthur trotted away to do some lessorul, and when we were again 
alone, Lady Standish:>aid; "I would SO long for you to sec my bands 
IUld tell me in as few words as you like how thing~ wiU turn out fox 
me in the end." 

Hers were easy bands to read. There was nothing in them but good~ 
ness and charity, the daily round of kind actions. Tbere was no love 
but the" mother-love" for her husband and her boy. That other 
love, that men and women nearly all realire sooner or later, v.'U 

unnplete1y absent--even in the fac distant future, tbere was no love 
and no re-marriage. One mark, however, stood out strange and 
threatening, and not so velY far away-the sign of some terrible 
tragedy !!he would pass through, after which, though she ntight still 
1M, all emotions Illd smtiImnt Wl.Iuld be as dead. 

Then wmm ......... d that pa~ of q~tions that horrible evasion 
of :rtrai&ht demands that doct<m go through SO often from their 
patieuts that covering np of the tragedy that was crying out in her 
hands to be read. Not much more than a year, and then-that swift 
sudden blow of some shock that would paralyse her very seJl5eS, and 
alter, this woman of the world would ower quite see life in the same 
light as before, But the reason 1 4ifl'lSOt ~, and hftw vovl4 I teU 
Itw if I tlU; 

Yes. we all haVt!' to uUties sometim PS perhaps that is why an this 
eaztb. we have been given +e! '1l. Truth in her nuedness can at tiJJlI:S 
be .... me snch II. monster, that a little paint and powder. OT an extra 
large" fig leaf" becah tt absoJutaly ""'wwy.1est &he should aend us 
to a. mad·hOUllll. 
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Her woman's quick eyes had, howev~l', caught lome of the e:tplessions 
that passed over my face. 

" What is it, 'Cheiro?'" she asked. "What is the tragedy you 
see in my han&. ? " 

" Only the tragt'ldyof your never having loved," I replied quickly 
anything that tame into my mind, jnst to put her oft. 
FJushhJg: scarlet, "Yes, I suppose it is a tragedy," she said, "but 

so many Illarried women are like me that such tragedies ate l,XJDlJllon· 
place. Perhaps, alter all, it is better IUlt to love-better to ask only 
for contentment, and to thauk God if 01lC call get even that. If I were 
ma.dly in love with my hll!'lband, how could I snppon his going away 
as he does, leaving me without even a message for weeks or a month 
at a time? No, Jove with such a man ",'(mId hi! a tmment-it is better 
as it is," -

It was fully Ii mouth later when I was again invited to dine at 
Grosvenor Street. Sir William had returned, and things went on as 
before-the same formal dinner, the same silent butler and footman. 
coffee in the library, but not one word about his absence. 

It was only as I stood at the street door bidding him good-bye, that 
I sllmllloned up my courage to say: "I suppose you have been ill 
yonr fiat all this time 1 " 

Very calmly be said: "No, I have not been there, at .least, not 
more than R few bours-l only wi~h 1 kMw where [ haj ~." 

Months pru;sed. The winter had come and gone; London had 
thrown ofl her fogs and fun; and the rnstling of the new green leaves 
in the Park was like the whispering of so many loven in her ears. I 
had b~n to America and back, and to me the cbaJlll. of London after 
every voyage st!cmed to grow deeper iIlId more intense. There are 
other great cities in the world, I know: New York, with its "sky­
scrapers," making the Tower of Babel a child's toy in comparison, 
equalling the Bible story in the noise and confusion of its languages; 
then there are Paris, Rome, Vienna, Cairo, Petrograd '11 with their 
own beauty aJl wonderful in their way-but there is no use trying to 
auaiyse or explain it, W Ute hearl thatMs knInM L~ there is always 
that strange" home-sickness ., to come back. 

It must have beell SQmewhere about the IlIiddle of May, that I 
found myself one evellillg after six sitting under the trees in the 
Green Park, just having II rest between the day and thenight, li9teniDg 
to the song of the streets in the distance, and trying to make up my 
mind what restaurant would tempt me for dinner. 

I had not told the Standishs di.at I had retlll:Ilfld, for I was not ill 
the mood for any formal dinners, and wall just tb!nlcing 01 a q"aint 
French pllce in Soho, when I naticed a man I had not seen fM yurt 
coming towards me III:l'OSS the graM. 

lu tI:-.c days 1 confess I did lite odd peopJe, and oertaiDly this 
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man coming towards me could DOt be described by any other -. 
We bad met some years before at a Poets' Club, a weird affair, 

where everyone brought his own food and drink, and where the nW:! 
was to eat everyone I'lJse's grub but one's own, Of CO\ll'Se, such a 
club did not Ills! long, but while it did it was decidedly interesting. 
Many of its memben bec:aIne in the end" quite respectable"; two 
of them had been knighted for swne extra bad poetry; the rest ha'ge 
been married and hf now, probably, divorced. 

The individual conung towards me had always attracted my interest 
-tWt on account 0:1 his verses, whleh were about the maddest things 
that have ever been writieJl but on account of hi!; own odd per!'Jon­
ality. He lDay HI'!t have written good poetry, but h~ lived as only a 
good poet should live. He really did lille in tM clews, and how he 
kept his feet on earth, and did not have them chopped off in the 
London tra:ffit, was more than I was ever able to solve. 

When 1 tirst met him at the Poets' Clnb, he had given vent to some 
extraordinary views on the subject of marriage. His idea was that 
it should be II mental and not II physical association. He would have 
divided the wmld into two sec:ts-the breeders and the thinkers-bllt 
for the unfortuna1e "breeders" he had nothing but I;ontempt. 

When I pointed out to him Olat without the "hIl:edl:rs" there 
would be no population to read his wonderful poerns---if they were 
ever published-he admitted that was a setback 10 his theory. but 
immediately got over the difficulty by suggesting that the Creator 
could institute some klnd of cabbage plant incubators, and every back 
garden in London and the Provinces would then be a truthful example 
of our usual childhood education. 

I had suggested that his hair looked as if he had been found under 
the pto'Vl!l"bial cabbage, but this only led him from the vegetable to 
the fiower kingdom, where he pictured blushing maiderui found under 
rose bushes, and Fnets the offspring of omids. 

M this lanky individuaJ came slowly towards me-~ quickly, 
to him, would have been ineompatibil!: with his dignity-It flashed 
through my mind that if on;hids had souls, the most grotesque of them 
ha.d rein"'Jllated in JUs body. Still, this man had ey~nderlul 
~gteat violet eyes, with black lubes eyes that dreamt and 

t and held commnnion with other worlds 90 that under their 
spell one forgot the rest of the picture, 

"Well, Algy," I said, as he sat down by my side, "have B.DY poems 
been. publillbed yet? " 

"No," he replied calmly, "the publisher has not yet been bom 
who <:an appreciate my work." 

" Publiaber5 are found under cabbage$," I laughed. "You remem· 
ber- your theo~ of years ago? " 

.. I do," be replied. " and I have never seen any reason to alter it 
ueept that cabbage, IlR too good for publ1shen." 
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"No wonder yon have !lilt found one." I laughed. "But, ttll me, 
Algy. how have your theories on marriage progressed during my 
absence? Have you had any good rea..son to alter your views on that 
subject? " '" 

What a transf=tion! The ve:ty thought seemed ro have changed 
the odd being by my side into something that for a moment lwked 
really human. 

"My friend," he said, "you wilt never believe it till you see her. 
r did fiDd my twin soul aftt!! all. I found an odd soul just like my 
own-a soul wandering in the darkness of loneliness, till we met-and 
in that meeting to kuow wbat heaven means while We still triad this 
earth:' 

.. Perftctly wonderful," I exclaimed, "I sincerely congratulate you. 
Ellt tell me, where did you meet this wonderful being? " 

" The meeting was a bit strange, I conlee;. It was nat a bit con­
ventional. We were iutroduced by-by the Dawn." 

" Just what r would have thought, AIgy," I laughed. "An intto­
dllttion to you could only he Ilegotiated 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. Bllt do tell me aJl about it." 

.. Well, you know how I hate ridicule; so if you won't ridicule me, 
I will tell you. But when YQU koow the sequel, you will realize how 
serious it all is." 

I nodded assent, and he wenl on : 
" Well, of C01Ir!;e, you know I don't live like anyone else. I never 

CQuld. I could never ea.rn money at anything, and I must say I have 
neve:r tried. I have the good fortune to have a :reti:red stockbroker 
for a. father, whQ, though he never sees me, allows me three hundred 
a year just to keep me out of the wQrkbouse. With this pittance, I 
ma.na.ge to keep aJong year after year, knowing that some day my 
talents will be appreciated, and that sooner or later a gmteful country 
will elect me Poet Laureate, Prime Minister, or some odd jQb that 
they may have in their giving. Don't fo:rget, my friend, that Beacons-­
field was also a writer," 

., Yes," I nodded, " but don't forget he was also a Jew." 
"Well," he went on. "v.ith my th:ree hllndred a.:year I have dis­

covered one thing that would take more than a Jew to find Ollt. I have 
solwd the economic problem. of the world-bow to live on the !Im,nest 
quantity of food." 

., The devil ymJ have," I ~laimed, " how have you done it? .. 

.. Oh, wry simply, my friend. It is quite an easy problem-merelf 
the elimination of the wear and tear of the tissues oUhe body," 

.. Sounds gnmd," I interrupted, " bllt explain a bit more." 

.. You see," he w=nt on, .. food and labour are two of the most 
CO&tly thinKs in life both have to be paid for by someone. Now, if 
you dou't do any wurk, you don't v~d food; and if you don't need 
food, you are independent of labour. Do you follow ? .. 
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" Ask the Britilih working-man," I laughed, "h~ will give you a 
better!lD$Wet then I CIIIl." 

" Then," be went on, delighted to have someone to air his views to, 
"aDotber fallacy this world has, is the Pagan idea of wor~ during 
the daytime. The heat of the sun, the brilliancy of the light, all 
CQIIduce to increased wear and tear of the tissues-result, hunger,. the 
~ for food; ~nsequent1y. upense in meking up the waste and 
sustaining life. My systemis, sleep all day. get up towards evening and 
wander through the night . 

.. When ont!! is not jostled by hunying eTOwds, one'g clothes also 
last kllIger; eat when yon have something to ea.t, but you will DI1d 
that with little wear and tear on the b<xiy. you will ~equire very' little 
food. With my s~tem of living, I even save money on my three 
hundred a year." 

.. Yell, you look as if you diil," I could not help saying; "but 
suppose now, for a chang .. , you come and have dinner with me and 
tell me more 01 this wonderful woman you met-wine and women are 
guQd compa.llions, even in your quaint~. I am sure." 

" Agreed," he said; "we will have t11e wine and the woman story 
together," 

After a good dinner and a bottJe of wine, the r.afIoe and the 
cigarettes made their appearance, and my friend AIgy went on with 
his story. 

"Yes, I was introduced to her, as I told yoo, by the Dawn; and 
it WWI, iIl.deed, the dawn of another life for m.e. You 91.'<.', my friend. 
with my small allowauCl: I cannot aflord to live iII. London. I live 
up the river, not far from Richmond. 

"One ~t in June--it is two years 3fJO now-faithful to my 
system of living while others sleep, I found myselJ sitting on one of 
those benches by the river, watching the reflection of the stu"::! in the 
'fb~me. at my feet. The night had been very duk, but Will1ll with 
the heat 01 the summer. As the piDk rays of the dawn slowly rose in 
the East and gently lifted the curtain of night from the valley. to 
my srnprise, I noticed for 1he 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 w(Oman and the woman of my story. 

" At first, she did not notice me -be just sat tbere with her eyes 
lixed motionless on the rays of ruby light,.breaking and beating". as 
it were, up there on the faT-d shores w. heaven. As llOat IUId watched 
her, I begw1 to realir.e that she was like lIlI,!-Q. womhipper of Nature, 
a loooly 1IOIll, oue who also only lived at night and whou lofsMtUrS 
_$ feU kss i1l 1M "i~ yes, a twin soul, with perhaps the wne 
feelings, the same longtng!l, the same ideals. 

"No, I won't go into details .by we 6pDke, or how we spolc:, is 
Q.uite itrmlAterial. It it lIuffident to say that it was like the meeting 
(It o\d~, woo had b~ Ii parted for I. moment and yet DOt parted; 
whoM nunda took up the <:DOwnatioa where thay had kft of!: whose 
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re-meeting was what both expected. a natural thing, and nothing 
more . 

.. After some time, as if to avoid the harsh l.ight of the advancing 
d.1.y, by mutual consent we rose and walked by the side of the river­
we ",-ere the only persons about, W1l had still the world to ourselves. 

" We walked on and on, until at last we r.ame to where llived.-to 
my very humble little dwelling, half-smothered as it was by r~ 
alld virginia creeper. We entered it together, as if it were the D1.O$t 
ordinary thing in the "\'i'orId to do. 

" She seated herself on the long scttoo under the window, while I 
went off to find the only ~ervant I e' ... er had, an old hunchback, whom 
years ago I had rescued from the workhouse, and who lives with me 
without wages, but devoted as a dog to his master. 

" Poor old Pat was already about. As he had lived in France at some 
period of his life, he had no equal in the art of making coffee. Sooo he 
appeared with our simple breakfa~t, and drawing a low table before 
the settee, he laid it out befure: us. It was a frugal meal indeed-just 
some brown bread, fresh watercress, and the coffee. 

" With a quick glance he noticed the lady-there was an enquiring 
look in his eyes as they met mine. but nothing more. Pat was too much 
of a gentleman to ask questions; besides, his one set law iII life WI.lI 
that everytbing his master did was right, so, closing the door, he left 
us once more alone. 

" My visitor did not speak muclJ; she seemed tired. Walked. a 
long way, perhapl!, r thought; 50 when breakfast was finished, I took 
her to a room which was always prepared for a guest, but which had 
never been used, and telling ber that it was my custom to sleep aU 
day, and that I would call her for dinner, I left and went to my own 
=m. 

" All day I slept, better in fact tban I had done ror years, It was as 
if some great peace had come into my heart, as if the lonely brokt-nnes5 
of my life had passed with the night. 

"The last nLY'" of red SUD!;Ct were streaming through the windows. 
r got up and went into the sitting~room. r could hardly believe 
my eyes for a moment, as I noticed the transformation that had taken 
place, The furniture had been arranged in a different way tbat made 
the room look much more comfortable and cosy; cushloru. bad b --n 
rooted out of holes and CQrnel"!;, and had some kind of ordtz about 
them.; a large VMtl of MMS stood in the centre of the table and a.nother 
in the window caoement . 

.. Pat was just disappearing as I entered, but he came hack, and in 
a mysterious, half-frightened, half-pleased wice, said : 

'" She did it, sir, she did it. God bless her. I didn't touch a thing. 
Women are wonderful., sir, it Wall all done in five minutes. She is out 
in the garden DOW, tyiug up tlu: IQ/le$ over the pot'?h..' 

" Through the open door, I could set': "her Uftw.g branch after btanrh 
ud tying them up. 80 that. they would Iihtrw tG"the greatEst advau., 
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Hu loItg, faijb.colonred dust cloak with a hat to match Mmned to 
Nend witlLthe pink of the roses and, with the river as a ba.ckground, 
wade III jW\I:Uy a~t:ar~ U 8.Ily lIrlist cou.ld dwire. 

"Her tIIJIt-(wj iJ..m came in. With a vroman's critical eye,:ohe 
took ~I survey of the room, re-arranged the flowers on the centre 
table, and then noticed me standing in the shadow of the door . 

.. 'It loob better tKlW. dOO!itl't it r ' she said !timply. 'I hate 
disorder. I bope,J.!,'.~IIa't mind. but I can't live in a place that is 
untidy: -

"Then you are going to live here? " I blurted out in nsto"jshwClIt . 
.. , Yes, I am: she ans.,iered, • that is, if you have no objection. 

You evidently need someone to lO(Jk after you: 
" • You are indeed right: I smiled. 'My old Pat :Is nQ good at 

keeping a plaCl! tidy.' 
., , Of coune not,' she answered. • Meu are no use at that sort of 

thing. but he certainly can make coflee.' 
". Yes,' I said, • but I don't know what he is going to give us for 

dinner. Hadn't 1 hetm see aboot it-you must be getting hungry 
by now.' 

'" No,' she replied •• I am never hungry. I can go for days without 
eating. Yon had better leave it to him. I think he has been out 

kitchen table a few momeuts ago. 
about sucll thing-;;; ill flLC1:, I don't 

are solike mine.'llaughed. • But 
you rather, have some pretensions in 

that direction ~ • 
" , How could I think otherwise? ' she said, ' after having dusted 

that pile of papers on the topof your table? ' 
., It was now my tum to ask her questions, but the moment I did 

50, her conversation ceased. She could only remember that she lived 
somewhere in 1.QndQn. She did :uot know who she was, or what her 
name was, or what brought her all the way to the riverside the night 
berore, Ql" how she got there, and very firmly added if I persisted in 
&Skin( questions she would leave. 

"Dinner came in and turned out to be an excellent trout that Pat 
had caught. by accident, he said. I wondered wby such accidents 
never happened before. I also wonMred what a good cook he had 
suddenly tnrnM out U> be. Pat grinn-ed and whispered: 'A lady's 
inftuence in the hollSt, sir, they're wonderful thing!!. air, God bless 
'nn I' 

" After dinner, the lamps were lit; she pulled some sewing out of 
one of her pockets, 1 read my poems and IUUVelled that at lut I bad 
found 9OJDeOM who undemood what I wrote. 

""That night went past. and the next, and the next apin; then a 
week and II. ..... lIth that seemed only mm:nent.s--we were like two 
ebMreu in adaam. and I prayed that I might Mwr,awann ," 
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"You did waite up, then? "I said. 
"Yes." he answered. "It happened like 

seemed distressed and unhappy. She was 
door, open~ it, appearing to listen for $~ 
much wra~d up in my own selfish happiness 
slept hMvily-tbe morning came, and when I 

"'" ... 
too 

1. I 

• 
slIe was gone." 

" G<.me," I said, " I am so sony for YOIL 'lkt, tell me, Algy, if it 
ill all really true. How do [know it is not oneWf\'1U' fantastic poems 
that you lIl'e trying on me, to see how it goeS ? " 

"True," he repeated sadly, "I should think it is true. But 
one day you will meet her, and then you will know how tme it 
all is." 

" Meet ber! Then you Inet her again? " I a!lked. 
" Ob, yes, I bave indeed," he replied. "I was miserable and heart· 

broken for about a month, then she turned up at the cottage one 
morning, and walked in, just as if sill: had never been away." 

"What an extraordinary person, A1gy. 'Why don't you give htt 
up? .. 

" Impos&ible, my friend, impossible. 1 would not give her up even 
if I could. Besides, now that ~ are married, it would be still more 
impossible." 

" Married 1 .. I cried. "Surely you were not mad ellougb to marry a 
woman whom you knew nothing about-and with your qU!;(lr ideas 
about marriage, how could yuu do such a thing? " 

" Db, that part of it was <--as)'." He smiled. "She has just as strong 
views on marriage as I have. She only believes ill the mental sidl! (If 
it, as I do. We were quite agreed on that, and we live like brother and 
6ister together. Yes, we really did marry '11 my fault, I expect. 
Yes, in my selfishness I thought to hold her for ever v.ith me in that 
way. We were married in a Registry Office, just like ordinaIy human 
'--' " o.><:lnglO • 

.. And still she 1eave~ yuu at times? " I exclaimed. " and you have 
no idea where she disappears to. Is she away at present ~ " 

"Yes, tbat is why you found me Wandering through the Park. I 
never come to London when she is with me. She has been away 
Marly a month now; I am expecting her home at any moment. One 
of these days I will S!I'ld yon a wire, saying' I am calling for Y01L' Will 
you come then and spend the evtning with us ~ " 

" Yell," I said, " Y<lU can c:ount on my doing 110. I would like to see 
something of this mysterious lady." 

A week later the wire c:ame. I sent out to Gunters and. had a 
roce little su.J?pcT basket prepared; with a couple of b<lttles of wine 

~~: :rth~~. take any chances with people who could go fur 



230 COtl'PESSIOlifS: MEKOIKS op A IODEB.N SERR 

Punctually at six, AJgy turned up, and we took the train to Rich­
lIWnd It Wllll a lovely summer evening. we sauntered up the path 
by the side of the river, and I thought that after all there was SOIIll'l 

wisdom in his idea in living away from the dust and beat 01 London. 
The lamps had already been~lit in tile sitting-room when we arrived; 

floweu were on the table, on the mantelpiece, and in a large brass 
bQwl in the fireplace. All over the room., QIle could see the touch of a 
woman, and a woman of taste at that. In an absent-minded way. she 
rose to greet me---1.lhe bad only CQIDe back the day before, Algy told 
me in the train. 

There was nothing very remarkable about her beauty, I thought. 
Her brown hair, with just a glint of gold. was unmistakably like a wig. 
Of Jigw:e, she did not appear to have much, but in any CQ!ie it was hidden 
in a straight up-and-down kind of oostume. She wore no rings or 
jewellery of any kind-a bunch of roses at her waist was the only 
attempt at ornament, 

She looked at me in a dreamy kind of way, as if she were not quite 
awake. ] looked at her, perhaps rath~r boldly. for she seemed to feel 
it, and shrank back into the corner of the settee where she remained 
Ulltil we took 0lIl' places at the table. 

My supper basket Wall a wekmne addition, otherwise there did not 
.=~m"; to be much to eat. Algy ap:llogized, saying that his; wife had 
been away, and Pat brought in enough watercress to cover the entire 
table. 

The wine I had brought was good: she even sipped a glass, and 
thM played v.ith the taU of a sardine until my cold chicken made its 
appearance. 

Algy was very talkative and happy, he entered into details of the 
W9DderfulliIe they lived-their rambles by the river in the lOOOJlIight, 
the silvery 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 quite appeal to my ideas of love, so oul of sheer 
mischief I also painted a picture of children's feet romping throngh 
the roams, and the prattle of children's voices in the early II'lOrrung. 

Of MW&!!, I had done the wrong thing; Algy twlsud and turned 
OD bis chair, like an eel on a bot frying pan, while !!be glared at me 
as if I were a wild bull in a china shop. Of course, I Will in a china 
shop, aM I k_ ii, so I went on with my smashing and had the !latis­
faction of hearing Pat whisper in my ear; ., Keep at it, sir, that'9 the 
stufi to give 'em it will do 'em good, sir, God bless 'em." 

Do them good, I thought---cauld anythiug do them good ? 
Algy had choked himself with waterCiCS$, and she had shrunk into 

her corner of the settee where she bugged a huge cushion to her side, 
all a kind of protector. I had thought to have drawn her and hear her 
(!elm her theories, but in that r was mistaken--she simply glared 
at me 118 if A1gy bad brought home the devil hiIDIPlf to their housebold. 
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As that would not do, I suggested that we should hear some of 
Algy's poems, and harmony was at onu restored. With the help of 
a glws of wine, Algy unwound the watercress from his tonsils, and 
gave us one veISe aitCl' the other. The one I remember the mo:rt is 
the fullowing: 

" Love tl:t~ UNionless, ia Love most puno. 
Love for we, is the Love most sure. 
Love the sexiCSII, alone can be 
The .oul 01 Love lor both yatl 311<1 1Ill!. 

Love tl>e perfect, ie Love !ublime, 
Gadd.m of F .. te, and MiIt:reu of Time." 

.. WonderfuJ, 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 a scissors, then a piece of silk, then a thimble, and lastly 
a spoul of thread. Theil th~ siIk was cut into eurioUli forms; the 
needle and thread flew through her fingers, and in a few minutes she 
had fanned two odd-shaped, but beautiful flowers, which fell at her 
feet, as if she had hardly noticed she had made them. 

Before Algy could move I had. picked them up, and in handing them 
to her, our eyes met for a moment. Surely I had. seen those eyes 
before, hut yet it could 1I0t be, for her eyes looked straight into mine, 
but with no fI.ash of recognition. I went back to my chair and watclIed 
her more closely than ever. 

Algy was now reading one of bis really exotic poems, in which sun­
sets were purple, lilies black, the grass blue, and the stars rolling one 
anoth"r by pet names. 

Auother fiower fell from her fingers; again I picked it np, but this 
time I carried it back with me to my thai!. 

She was so enrapmred with AJgy's poem, that she had. not noticed 
~. 

I turned the Hower over in my li.ngers. Surely I had seen something 
like it before-hut again I dashed the idea from my m.iud. No, it 
could ncrt he possible, I th(Jugilt; it c!)uld not be poosiblc. 

I had kept very unt for some time----I had not produced any views 
or ideas to clash with theirs---perrect b.a.tmony 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 full of admiration for those wonderful silk 60wers she 
made 90 rapidly. A little more admiration and the dattery of it had 
alrES dy reached her feminine heart. 

Looking at me quite gently, she gave me one to eXamine, FtOlll it 
my eya wellt to her bands. 

"What wonderful bands you have, MadAme," I said. 
"Do you meen it f" She smilpel. "I think they are rather large 

for a woman," 
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"Certainly not," I .QD$"ered, "there are many ladies with much 
Ja.rger hands thaD yours; and then yours OOClASO light and quick with 
the needle. No wonder yon can make such wonderful1hings. Iday I 
look at them.? " 

The flattery had done its work. The needle and thread were quietly 
laid down, and fol' a full minute I examined her hamb, taking in every 
line and mark. Suddenly I seo;:mcd to realize what it all rnegnt. As 
[ did so. my brain turned icy cold-aCfQ5S both left and right was the 
"double Line of Head" Uwt. 1 lull Slim on Ii _,,"', .r..m.ts 4M_'" so 

"'" ~ ago. 
With all kinds of id~as ruing through my mind, I stumbled ba.ck to 

my wair, hardly knowins: what to do or say. 
Just then, Algy stopped reading. I took the opportunity of saying 

that their hour.; of Jiving were not my hour.;, and bidding good-bye as 
quickly as I could, I got out illto the eoolnffiS of the night. 

How I got back to my rooms I hardly know; I had walked mw 
of the way, but I believe I found a late cab ~here near 
Chiswick. 

What should I do? I turned it oYer and over in my thoughts. 
Could I bave made a mistake? Sometimes I jumped at that idea., and 
then gave it up again in despair. Then cquU be. 110 tMsUlk#-I had 
$I!Mf Ihcs~ h-ds ;_ "jI.fa off O,;jlJ'Td Strut that flat ju"mlml r>1Ily as 
a W __ ffSight ha.rM fumisW it lliso ,utti-C up piew; oj silk, 4tJd 
1fIIo1Ii-,g LIlcm intlJ.fltru-s; and as proof that I was not out of my mind, 
here in my ~srssjon was Ur.U DinlY jIfJWlf, m4tU bejlJ'Tl my lytS in Uk&1 
little CDII4gt /Jy tilt Thlutus. 

In one of the half-opened wardrobes in the flat in Oxford Street I 
had seen women's dresses; he had told me himself that there were 
lapse5 iu hi:; memory wm:re th<.: caleudar clock on the mantelpiece 
had reg~tenil that he had been away for ween and month!; at a time 
-and rpjtJwul hMwing what he diJ f1I' ~,Jse,8 lie Il>Md. 

Then, there was no mistaking that" double Line of Head " across 
the hands-again I had seen it in that oottage only a few hours 
"",. 

ThtJrl fHS NO ffSist4kiftg u..u rigtI QfJ tAl h4fUls I MuI1l 
No, there was no ~tting away from the fact that 

Standish, of GrosveDor Street and of the fiat oft Oxford Street, _s 
UN StImt iniliflillllllllNlt. it'll! Jwurs jJraJWHsJy I iuJd bel,. tii1ri1lC rn/JI, 
.". who _ flu< ~ .tIe ojlAD poor "tICkllroii.w poa. 

But what should 1 do? I realiwt I could not lea'V1:: things as they 
were. Yet, if I went and told Lady Standish, two things WQUld most 
probably happen-the shock would drive her mad, or she would order 
me from the house. If I went to the police. it might be still worse­
there would be one 01 the greatest scandals in 1.oodon, and probably 
one tragedy pihd on another. 
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All day lop,g I paced my rooms I sent everyone away who called­
I «JUld lWt keep any appointments. At last, towards m o'clock, I 
wandered out into ~ Iliual Bond Street crowd. 

Grosvenor Street looked quiet aDd lonely, and. hall UlIcnnscious1y I 
tumed into it. 

As I passed the Sw.ndishs' house I looked over. Nothing was 
changed thre-it had the same respectable, conveuticrnallook that 
all the other houses had in that most conventional street. 

What if I were wrong-what H Sir William were at that moment 
l"cadinl; TM Timro in his library-or having tea npstain with Lady 
Standish? The crowds in Bond Street bad done IIU! good, they had 
brought me back to the everyday world of realities. I waUred across 
and rang the bell. 

" Is Sir Wmiam at home ~ " I asked the footman. 
Lady Standish saw me from the hall. 
" Come in," she said, " I am so glad to see you, it seems ages since 

you called. Come upstairs and bave some tea." 
We went upstairs to th~ drawing-roam, where tea had already 

been served. 
"They did lreep you a long time in the States," she said. "I 

!nPPOse yon met many interesting people, you ffi\l!;t tell me all about 
it." 

"I am so sorry Sir 'Nilliam is not in," she went on. "He had 
llDother of his trips to Rome aboot a month ago rnd only last week 
he went off again. I am at last getting tired of his contillual journeys; 
they are getting worse tlmn ever; as for Arthur, he is threatening all 
sorts of things, he has jnst gone to {he railway to see .. bout trains; he 
says he will go to Rome and find out what takes his father there 50 
often. " 

I had not much hearl to talk. I felt the comtJdy war; nearing its end 
-the footsteps oftra.gedy had already been set in motion. If Arthur 
goes to Rome, I thought, he will soon find out his father has not been 
thcre-alld that in itself will bring about a dinouement. 

"You are looking ill and tired," Lady Standish went on, "what is 
the matter? " 

I had not time to auswer. We heard rapid footsteps msbing up the 
stam. and in another moment Algy WaE. ~tanding before us. 

" My wife, my wife," he screamed, " where is my wile ? " 
I sprang up. "For God's sake, calm YOllI!!eif, man," I cried, " what 

is the matter? " 
Sinking into & chair,he half moaned, " I c~nJlot remember all. After 

you left last night, I seemed to get half mad with reading my poems 
aloud. 1 approa.cbed her, took her in myanIlll, attempted to kiss her 
for the first time iu our marrkd life. She struggled--I succeeded, and 
!c1tsed her straight on the lips. With a scream of terror, she threw ID:e 

from her and rushed out into the lri€ht. 
" I tbottght she would come back, but hour afUr hour passed; th«:! 
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I determined to IDliow. After some time I traced her to London-t.:. 
this street-to my amazement, I saw her with a latchkey enter this 
very bouse. I found the door ouen, and rushed in. My wife is here-­
I must find her," he screamed, ,1 I rMU jifUllw." 

I stood speechless with horror. 
" The man is mad," Lady Standish Raid. "Ring the ~Il." 
Before anything could be done, steps were heard on the landing 

outside, steps comJDg towards the door---slrangfl, !5huiHing kind of steps, 
and then a. fumbling at the handle. 

Lady Standish stood white .as death in the centre of the room, every 
nerw in bM body at tension. 

Very slowly the door open~d. and the figure of the night stood ...... ~. 
Lady Standish did not moV&-Ehe seemed tumed into stone. 
The Poet, with hands outstretched, leaped towards the figure. 
The poor bedraggled-looking crea.ture, with a bunch of roses still at 

its waist, stood for a moment looking from one to the other: the 
.. ide-open, entranr:ed-Iooking eyes IinaUy fixed themselves on Lady 
Standish's white face-.a pair of trembling hands slowly stretcbed out 
towards her ; with a broken cry ofrecognition-" My Wife, my Wife" 
-Sir William Standish fell dead at her feet. 1 



CHAPTER XXXIX 
SOME GAYl'ILEllS WHO CONSULTED ME AS TO LUCK. LORD CLAz,,"lUCARDE 

AND RIS " SJIlLL1l'I(; MIS." ARTHUR DE COURCY BOWER-HOW I 
HELPED HIM TO " BREAK THE BAN"K" AT MONTE CARLO. 

ONE of my most curions visitors was an extremely shabby old 
gentleman, who called to make an inquiry conceming­
Chance. His clothes showed such evidence of poverty that 

my secretary was loth to admit him; but there was ~hing about 
the old gentleman that commanderl respect, and sorely puuled by the 
errigma, he was given entrance. Long experience bad taught me that 
appearances are deceiving, and I was soon convinMd that my shabby 
visitor was a" somebody." 

He explained brusquely that he wished to have 90me inform..tion on 
the subject of" luck." 

When he had finished bargaining ov~ the fee with my secretary, I 
examined his hands and, frankly, they amazed me. They indicated 
good birth, wealth, and position, and hinted at an alliance in the future 
that suggested royalty. I told him all this, expecting him to scoff 
fuudly, but he smiled sarcastically and said, .. Why nQt?" 

But racing was his pet subject. He told me in a hurst of confulence 
that he was accustomed 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 prognosticated with ac­
curacy ?" It was the age-long craving of the covetous to find the 
short cut to ~asy muney, I assured my caller that his inquiry abont 
luck in this respect was beyond my art. 

"My bets are small," he said, "for I am careful "'ith my money, 
and I don't intend to waste it. But in my young days., ' Cheiro,' I have 
put my pounds on-yes, and won as ",-ell as lost. But it's a fool'& 
game," he added testily and prepared to depart. 

"Would you sign my Visitors' Book? " I inquired. He paused for 
a moment and then said, " ::-10. I should b~ giving you a good advert~­
ment and you might benefit by it. I'll tell YOll who I am, although you 
may not believe it." - He drew himself up and said: ., I am Lord 
Clanricarde, an Irish nohleman, and r live on ten shillings a day." and 
",1th this be walked out of the room. 

All most people are aware, the late Lord Clanricarde was a miser and, 
although he lived in his magnificent town mansion, Chesterfield House, 
he existed as a recluse. All his splendid furniture and picture\! were 
kept cavered, while be was often seen eating his lunch from a yaper bag 
in RydePark. Hellied worth n vast fortune, which he left torus nephew, 
Viscount I.ascelles, who Ider became the husband of Princess Mary,1 

It was strange how clearly I had seen in that withered old palm the 
tale o-f ancient lineage, great wealth, and a more splendid chap1m' 
opeIliogout, when, in due course, Lord Lascelles became the BDn-in-Jaw 
oj the King Df England. 

, o..tr dnghter of the I'l' nt ICUlc ud ~. 



236 eONJ'lt9S10NS; MEMOIR9 OF A MODERN BEER 

About this time I was visited by another inveterate gambler. He 
came several times to see me, and one day on leaviI18 wrote the follow­
ing t~timony in my Visitors' Book in the outer room: 

" I visited ' Cheiro • in his rooms in Bond Street in March last 
when he told I'Ilfl with the most JDa1'V$l.l0U& a.c:curacy thl event! of 
the next three montH. 

At the time of my visit I was having the most remarkabkluck 
racing. He fu~tDld a great disaster. TIlls eame true in the next 
fortnight when I lost OVIOr £4000. At the same time he said r 
WD1lld ge1 this loss back in a most unexpected manner. This J did 
on the 77th April as r won 8-1,000 francs at tWltt~NlJtJe a.t 
Monte Carlo. 

On my return I wlted him again and he foretold two 
good wins and then a bad time. The good things came off in 
Isingl.a$5 and Orvieto and now Ascot has brought about the bad 
time. 

Facts 80 further than empty words of praise. 
G. MAcCAR11E." 

I am glad to add that I re(;ommendw my visitor to go back to Monte 
Carlo in the following September and play on certain numbers and 
those only from September 15th until the 25th. This be obeyed to 
the letter and returned to London with his winnings of over r.5o,ooo 
franC$. He very generously insisted on my accepting a present of a 
handMme diamond pin, as a souvenir. 

One of my remarkable elq)t1'ienees, however, in this line, happened 
with that " King of Gamblers," Captain Arthur de Courcy Bower. 
Hi, recent death in London was the means of flo ... ding tbe papers wilh 
all kinds of stories of his adventures at Monte Carlo. I think therefore 
an aCt:OUI1t of my experience with this Rally unusual man may be of 
interest in these pages. 

When I first heard of Bower he was at the height of his famtt as a 
business man and associate of the famous Colonel North who mad~ bis 
fortune in ChlliaD Nitrate speculations. 

As far as I can find out, Colonel North, who was a very uneducated 
man, owed the foundation oi his immense fortune to Arthur de CouIcy 
Bowu. 

It was owing to hbn that North first heard of the enormous deposit~ 
of Nitt'ates in Chill!!, It was Bower who planned his mst visit to that 
wuntry and who, by his .ll.uency in Spanish, together with his charm. 
and diplamacy, opened evety door to Colonel North when they visited 
Chik. 

One of Bower's greaiest delights was to .. pull the str\Dg3" 
and he found in Cdonet North an acellent subject for spectacular , ...... 
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00 their attivalin Chile, Bower gave ont through the channell of the 
Press and other means, that hili friend the Colonel's sole object hllife 
was to develop the resources of 1mkUOWIl parts of the world. 

Within a week of their arrival Bower organized that a banquet should 
be given to welcome tbe great English capitalist. 

This banquet, under the auspices of the Govenuuent, was an enormous 
affair. As Colonel North look!!d the personification of Brltlm solidity 
and respectability, be only had to make an appeaTllT'ce for Bower to 
do the rest. 

Till: Colonel had no gift of eloqumce. Bower replied to the toasts. 
North had only to stand up and OOW 8.S stifHy and as Britishly as only 
an Englishm~n knows Jrow, when he can't speak any other language 
bnt his own. 

The banqvet was a great 5tI£:CesS. Mine!! of silver and every possible 
and impossible concession were offered to the great Englishman. Bower 
was, however, out for the Nitrate deposits and he got them; before II. 
IlWnth passed the tw<:> left for umdon with concessions that were tbe 
foundation of one of the greatest trades in the world and have made 
fortunes. for the migi..r1.1.1 buytln; of ChiJian. Nitrate shares. 

Colonel North became a millionaire and Bower a very rich m.an. 
Then the two quarrelled and each went his own way. 

Colonel Korth stuck to his mon." and, as the Scripture says, "it 
multiplied exceedingly." Bower lost his-Iaughed at Fate and 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 
Em;lklh youth is moulded into models of Aristocracy. 

Bower was a gentleman to his .finger-tips, but he could not beconle a 
cabbage. He had no ambition to have an estate in the country, read 
the Lessons on Sundays, and have J.P. or M.P. after his Mme. He 
wanted to see life in allits forms. Hewanted to play" pitch and tow " 
with Fate, and he cared little which of the two won. 

He was one of the most versatile men I ever met; he was II good 
chemist, an excellent geologist, a mathematician who in.figures had no 
equal, and yet with it all a-wayward child. 

In North Africa he won the hea.rm of the Arabs, and for a. YMI became 
a kind of Sheik. He returned to Enghnd with valuable concessions 
which he never used; he Boated Companies that he never Bnished, he 
threw money away as if it wen: 90 much dirt. 

It was II. love affair in the end that drove him to COIl5Ult Il1e.. 
And what a riddle the whole thing was I Hen: WIlS a man, whl»Il the 

most beautiful women in the world had idolized and throwu them­
selves at his fed, a man who had married one of the richest wO"' ..... in 
London, to .find, alas I that love and money rarely go well together 
in double harness. 

Then came the love story. I cannot write it aU here fw it would 
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make a volunu: in itseH. I can only in a book like this gI'Vf\ a mere -. 
After a scene of jeaiolI!lY with his wife-si.ck to death oftryil18 to live 

it conventional life-Bower one day walked out of his luxurious sur­
roundings and reached London with the large snm of Two Pounds in 
his pocket. 

He had determined to begin Ufe all over again. but Fate was jnst as 
equally determined that her spoiled favourite should nrst have a 
severe les;jOll. 

She plauned that It bad attack of pneumonia would bring down bis 
pride and strength at the same time and, in the two-roomed fiat that 
he had taken on credit in a back str~t in ChelSl!2,left him to girt very 
close to death without food or a friend in the world. 

Then it was that Lydia turned up. Du not ask me who Lydia was, 
or where sh~ CIIlIle from, for I do not know. 

I only luIow that this wonderful woman loved this broken-down man 
\\oith a devotion that is almost without equal even among those page5 
ofwOIllllIl's sacrifice to men, that has more than baJanced the evil that 
has been credited to them since the time when Mother Eve nearly 
choked the first man with an apple. 

Night arul. day fur weeks and months Lydia nursed and watched and 
waited. When her little savings were gone, whatever jewels she had 
went also, 50 the fight kept on-until Lydia won. 

Fate, also, had not deserted herfavoorite forever. Shewas, perbapll, 
waiting rmmd the corner of one of Life's turnings to see the effect of 
her 11lSSOn. 

\\-'bether 1:his wano or not, Bower, dur~ his convalescence, worked 
out an extremely clever process to reduce the cost of electric battedes 
by nearly ~·haJf. 

Electricity was in its iufancy in those days. Bower's process filled 
the gap of the :moment: within less than a month he had the satis­
faction m. selling his rights for {Io,OOQ in C3sh. 

Needlt'.8S to add, Lydia got back her jewels and any others she wanted, 
while Bower went down to the City, made some extremely lucky 
gambles on the Stock: Exchangr;, and again beocanvr a very rich 
=~ 

"Iberf: was one thing, however, still missing. He wanted to make 
Lydia his wife-but tJJfi one lhing U'OIJd no' ~ righl. 

Thus it was he came to me. V I:XY nerYOUily he put hii hand5 011 the 
cushion on my table. Would be eveT have his frel:dom? Would he 
ever be able to many Lydia? Would be ever be able to put her in the 
position be wanted hef to have? 

It was one of those cas:s in wbiclJ r could gh't no hope. The 
woman to whom he was married would die before she would gifl; Jilin 
his freedom. Her death was also in the very far off distant future. 
[ could glw. him no hope whatever. 

From tbiI out I saw a. good deal of Bower, and ~ 10ll8' I met 
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Lydia. One evening he ~Ued for me in a magnificent Rolls-Royce. 
It had beCII a hot day towards the end of June. "I will give you some 
air first," he said, " and then dinner:' 

During the drive to Hampton Court and back, he cxplainOO that our 
dinner "'"as going to be thorougbly Boh!!lD..ian. 

" Lydia will cook it," he said. " and we .... ill probably have it on tire 

amv ... at til<': fiat-a small, but beautifuUy furnisbed 
one I may add-Lydia jolnM nsin the drawing-room. She had a white 
silk dress that fitted her perfectly, with a dark blu.e cook's apron that, 
tied round her waist, showed off her figure to perfection. 

WOlI".en Nul fignres in those days and were protd of them. The 
age had not arrived when they emulated" drain-pipe> " with a waist 
line round their hips and front and back like fiat )rOllS. 

No I Lydia had what was called in those days, " a perfect :figure," 
one in which" bnst " and hi~ had their natural linas and womanly 
curves. IIer hair was also her own, the rich gleam of gold in it setting 
off the exquisite whiteness of her skin. 

She was not only an extremely pretty woman, but she possessed the 
greatest charm of all, peniUnality and magnetism. 

Her devotion to Bower was something really beautiful. There was 
nothing blatant about it. It did not consist in calling him " darling" 
every minute, as some women in love irritate every one else by doing. 
One could simply fod it in the atmosphere she created about her, a 
wann, genia1, affectionate something that onemayundf!rStand, yet not 
be able to describe. 

As for Bower, he simply b~sk~d in this etemal !JUIIsh.izJ.e. It brought 
out all the good in his nature, froJIl a ~ake he became a lover, from 
a nmk weed-a sUIl-flower, ever turning towards hi..!! giver of light 
and life. 

We folJowed 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 laughed to see the man who had at OM 
time two butlers and four footmen to walt on him, "'ngaged in pet'lling 
potatoes to help Lydia and as happy as a schoolboy on a holiday. 

Love indeed works mira.cles-what a pity we morta.l.s know so little 
about it. 

Sitting round the mow-white kitchen-table, we had a sma\( but really 
delightful dinner, accompanied by <me of the best bIJttles of Burgundy 
one (:OnJd have. . 

Then it was" the skeleton" appeared for the first time at the least. 
Bower went iIlw the dining_room. to fetch a bottle of brandy. It was 
the one thing in the world he lowd most-neJlt to Lydia. 

Quid: as a flash, she whispered to me-C 
.. 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 CUIaC." . 
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Bower returned holding the bottle more CIU'efully th,n jf it were a 
baby. Putthig it down befot"e me, he ~sB';iddc;-C. 

" My hiend, you must now join me in drinking the finest Cognac in 
the world. I bought all I could get from the Cafe Voisin the last time 
I was in ParIs. Lydia hatB6 me. to touch it, 50 I only get a mance when 
I have a friend like you for dinner." 

Oi C01mie, I refused. 
He bad already poured out a large glasa for himself. Lydia begged 

him not to drink it, but it was no lise. He held the glass close to his 
face, fondly wamring it in both hands, he smelt it; the whole nptes­
sian on hi! face manged, an evil look came into his eyes. 

" I mwt have it, Lydia," he cried. ., I muri /ul.ve iC 
Lydia did not for one moment lose hu head. Very quieti, she said, 

" And to think. Arthur, that I have waited in alI the day thmking and 
looking forward to that drive in the car you promised me for to-night­
you would hate yourself if you broke a promi~ to me." 

Bower's face twitched. as if he had been struck with a whip. One 
could !lee the !itnJ.ggle passing in his miwl, a death-like silence seemed 
to creep in through the windows. 

Like a hypnntized man, his. eyes slowly turned from the glass in his 
hands-they met hers-Love won. 

Another second the glass went fiying through the window to be 
smash.ed in a thousand pieces in the garden below. 

But Lydia could not always be with him. Temptation waited and 
watched. for him at every corner 01 too City; men who knew of his 
wealwess calkd at IDS office with ilasb of brandy in their pockets and 
faked contracts in their hands. 

It did not last long. One mistake followed on the heels of another. 
Soon gossip got bn.o;y that Bower was ruined and the Bankruptcy Court 
!rtared him in the face. 

One afternoon about three o'clock: he calledin at my rooms. He was 
very quiet, very pale, with a horrible hunted look in his eyes. 

I had not !Ieell him for over a year. I was 9hocked at the change 
that had come over him. 

.. Great Heaye ..... Bower," I said ... What's the maUer-bave you 
been ill ? .. 

"Yes," he said, "very ill." 
" Are you on your way home now? "was my next question. 
" No," he answered. .. I'm on my way to Monte carto if I can get 

the nine o'clock tram." 
•• But where is Lydia 1 .. 
"1 do not kIww," he gTOallCd. "I milk<! her heart, so wren me." 
"Look here," he started oft, speakiug very rapidly. "Don't let us 

fencewitb one another-in the last year I've gone to the dogs to Hell 
j~ I've lost eve:ythi.Dg-even Lydia. I dcame all I've been 
lln~am:'I~. Youwon.'tpt'77:hatmeltnow. lwantyoutbeJp 
in a terrible crlIia, that'. why I've .rom .. to you. r mast IlDd eighty 



, 

,:' iti.Q"1, , .y~ )".'1)'& 
'. '" '. • , - " 

, '~r-.;, R· .... 'o£ ~.-.t ~ ., ,-- - . ' 

r'~ 

c' • ... ',.~ 

" , l' l'ROIIl H',. WHilll ... WOOOJ!', 
• 

• - . 
... " .• «11;;" j 

-, : 

" 





CONFESSIONS: MEMOIRS OF A MODERN 88Ell 24I 

thousand pounds within thli next fqrlnight. I must, or there will be a 
~t out for m.e-now do you understand my desperate position." 

"But . . ." I began. 
"There are no bu'b," he went on. "I know I can't :find eighty 

thou5and pounds for the awing in Landon. but it is waiting for me at 
Mante Carlo and you must help me to get there." 

Bower had one of those magnetic personalities that it was impoISlble 
to resist. 

I knew he had studied my system of numbers for yean, he had. often 
taunted me that 1 had nut eJ10ugh courage or bdicf in myself to apply 
my ideas in a practical way. He had the most prodigiOUll memory for 
numbers of any man I had ever come across. Hecould rememberevl!IY 
rnn of red or black that occurred on a tJ'enk-ei-qtVMAM~ table in a 
night·s play. and as for roulette he "'as a veritable master of the 
various CQIllbinatlons of the game. 

" How nUlch money do you require 1 " I as~d.. 
.. Five hundred poun<h," was the reply. "We have just time to 

reach your bank before it closes; bring your cheque book and come 
with me." 

There was such a pathetic look in his eyes I could not refuse. 
We went to the bank, got the money. and a few hours later I saw 

him off on the night train :for the Continent. 
"Gvod-bye," he said. "Yoo. will have your live bUlldxed back 

within a week and another five hundred pr06.t." 
" I don't want any profit," I answered. "I only want you to get 

ant of your difficulties and win Lydia back to you as well." 
He gripped my band. "Try and find Lydia ... he gasped. "Tell 

her I won't touch a drop of drink: till I have redeemed myseli." 
Two weeks went past. no news of any kind came. On the very last 

day I found Lydia, a wretched. broken-hearted woman. WQl"king !IS a 
8Cwnstrew in a drC55Inwu;r's shop off the Brompton Road. 

The next IllQtillIlg. a paragraph in a. newspaper CElught my eye; it 
was headed-

" 5.o.nsation at Monte Carlo, Arthur de Conrey Bower breaks the 
bank three tnnes in one night." 

A few hours later two telegrams were placed in my handli, ow: Wali 
an order on the Credit Lyonnais to pay me [woo, the other was for 
Lydia. saying that £5000 was pla.cOO to her lLCCOunt at the lW!le bank. 

I found Lydia at the dress"'Bkt;r's place. I Uowed her the wires, 
she broke down andsobbed like a cbild. We went to the bank togetlu!r 
and drew the ro.on.ey. The:lint thing she did was to get back to the 
dressmaker's as QIlic1c1y as she could and payoff a writ that had been. 
served on the W()TD!ID that nwrnil:Ig. 

Lydia was the best-hea.rted woman in the world and dew ved a. 
better:fate than to have loved Bower. 

Every day for the following Witko teJrglaphicordmof moneyceDJe 
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pouring in. He bad left.rAe a list p£ his aeditlOts, his {.8o.ooo of debts 
'Vl!Ilished like smoke. 

Then, one day, came the most welcome wire of all. .. Join me with 
Lydia, Hotel Continental, Paris, end of week." 

[ will not de&erlbl'l that melrtfng, no lover's reunion could have 
equalled it. Like two happy children fresh from school they wandered 
about Paris together. 

Lydia got some beautiful clothes, and &wer could hatdly pass a 
jewe1ler's window without buying rings or stonrs for her, to make up 
for thO!le she had lost during the dark days, before htl went: to Monte 
Carlo. 

It is inmoments like these that Que reali~ the valu~ ofmoney,lllld 
the happiru:i$ it can brillg. The delight of spending it may not last 
long it is true, hut while it does, it can give the most exquisite pleasure. 

After paying all his debts, Bower had still nearly fifty tllonsand 
pounds left; with that as capital he returned to London to begin life 
over again. 

Shortly afterwards, I bid the happy pair good-bye and returned 
again w the States. 

When I got back to l.Qndon, some four ycars had passed. I had lost 
touch with Bower, but }Jad casually heard through friends what had 
in the meantime taken place. 

Bower had made money in tbeCity and had last it again. Oncemarl! 
Lydia's jewels were pawned, anct: more he had repeated his extra· 
ordinary SIlCt'.eSS at Monte Cario, winning in one night, according to 
the papers, more than two hundred thousand pounds. 

This time, however, be had done it on brandy, sometimes drinking an 
entire bottle before be laced the tables. PiIliSmg through Paris he got 
robbed of what was left ... tbew was no Lydia to meet him on this 
occasi'lIl. Instead, II few brief words on a telegram from a Doctor, to 
say she was in the London Hospital dying of pneumonia and not 
e.s:pected to live twenty-fonr honfll, , 

Sabered in an instant by the bad news, he sold even his m'uroat to 
get back to Lcmdon. 

Fate had turned her face on her favourite, those dread words, " too 
late," were riI;lging in hil! ears. A fog in the Channel delayed the boat, 
a derailed trick. held up the train. At last the hospital wall reached. 
Bower rushed past the porter at the gatell to meet Lydia's dead body 
being canied f:J om her ward. 

From that day (ln, Bower never tasted drink of any shape or kind; 
he was a changed man, but the change had also come " too late." 

On Christmas Eve he sent out what becaUed an S.O.S. to the friends 
who knew him in his lucky days. He said I was the oo1y one wbo 
answered" the Call." [found him in a tnllIembie room below the 
street level, with the walls reekiI18: with damp. He only asked me one 
favour, some money to pat 'flowers on Lydia's grave, wbich he bad 
never failed to do every CbriItD:wI momiDa". 
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The JQ.\lowing: week I took an office for him and started him in 
business in Kingsway House. 

Again those awful words, "too late," seemed written on everything 
he did 

A year went past; ChrU;tmu calM again. He had been out to 
Lydia's grave in the morning; he had placed a er~ of white lilies 
where he thought her heart must be cnd that same night. Arthur de 
Courcy Bower paS"ed to hls own long rest. 



CHAPtER XL 

CRIUE BAS A PECULIAR FASCINATION OF ITS OWN. BOW WHITtAKER 
WWGiIT UT JUS WA"IERLOO 

PROFESSOR LOMBROSO, the celebrated criminologist, made 
the following statement to me after a conversation concerning 
my Study of Hands. 

" There is undoubtedly a criminal, a' bad 'hand. I think it strange 
-that the Study of tbe Hand has not been cultivated IIlOre aEiduously 
by the pathoJosist and the expert criminologist." 

Nature, it certainly appears. imprmu ib warnings upon the P.2lm of 
the hand-but few (lan 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 out of what may be called 
criminal instincts. as portrayed by the lines of the band. 

Cain, the murderer, " .. as said to have carried his mark on his fore­
head; 1 wonder how many people realize that the words of &Iy Writ 
actually say. " I will pla~ a ma.rk upon thy forehead and 1m thy hand." 

Jm;!: as there is the suicide's hand, 50 there is the hand of the 
murderer, and as if that were not sufficient, there are fatal predominat­
ing inftuences shown by the PlElUcts at birth that seem to mark down 
Illllliy occupants 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 sch=tc. If parellts did but know 
the bias of their ofIspring, they wonld be on their guard-but, un­
happily, this i~ rarely done. 

In th.U; connection the follo\\ing may be found of interest. 
Kight at the beginning of my career. a lady brought her child of ten 

ycnrs of age to me and asked i[ I would give a characterization 01 his 
band. 

I made an examination, and I can write with truth that I was 
appalled at the lines I saw therein. Not only so, but the abnormal 
shape, with the talon-like and pn:hensile fingers indicated the true 
thief who stca.Js for thc lov~' of acquisiticm. I examined the Line of 
Head; it was good. showing unusual intelligence; the Heart Line was 
ahnost 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 bay was 
untruthful, a thief, callous to an amazing degree, and beyond control. 
His father was dead; it was indeed a widow'J> problem. 

I explained as tactfully as I could that the ouly hope W85 a firm 
regime. directed with sympathy and intelligence; that II strict school 
would nndoubtedIy ~ best to 6eIld him to. 

The yean passed, and one day I received a visit from a good-looking 
young ImID. He had received an important Government position, and 
WlI.\I evidently well pleased with the world and himself. 

10 my surpx.ise.- he RC9"ed bow hill mother had bwqht him to me ... 
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QS a little lad. I turned up the case in my books. Surely, I thought, 
this is an instance of how lawwledge derived from a study of the hand 
can canIDat evil instincts. 

I believe it was about two months later that a sensation was caused 
by a theft of m~ in a Treasury department of V .... hitehall. It was 
alleged that an assailant had attacked a clerk; he had certainly lost 
same hnm1reds of poUlids. EventuaUy the detectives arrested II. man ; 
he was tried at the Old Bailey, and a singnL.'l.I' double life was revealed. 

:ije had managed to retain his veneer of Ilutv;:rrd respectability, but 
by night lw sank into abysmal depths of depravity. It was the young 
man who seemed to have hattled successfully against his bia.!! towarilil 
evil. After he cmne out of prison, I saw him again, but dope had now 
gripped him.; he descended lower and lower, and died of an overdose 
Qf verona!. 'In this case, the t~ndencies for CTim.e had evidently been 
too strong. or the Will had been too weak. 

Before giviug an aCCQunt oi90me of the intern!ting criminals I have 
met, it may interest my readers to hear soruL-iliing of the great financiers 
who came to ooIlSUlt me from time to time. 

One evening I was about to sit down to dinner in my apartment in 
Paris, when the bell rang and my servant announced that a man he 
took to be English was in the waiting-room and insisted on seeing me 
at once. 

r went out determined to tell him r had finished WQl"k fur the day 
and to call some other time. 

r found a rather tall heavily built man pacing up and down the room 
imoatiently. 

f, , Cheiro' ," he said abruptly, " I am sorry to call at this hour, but 
you 1ft.USt see TOO. There is only one question I want yon to :answer. 
I am taking the train to Havre to-nigbt and I was nnt able to call 
during the day." 

There was somrlhing M maj~tic and compelling a.bout his person· 
ality that I could not refus!oi. There was also an intense yearning, 
wistful look in his eyes that went straight to my heart. 

We entered my consulting-room, he put his huds on the ~OD of 
my table. 

" The only questiou I want to a~k," he commenced, at the same time 
mpkjng an effort to appear calm and collected, " is this: I am at this 
lIlOIlleIlt at a terrible Cl"i5is in my life. Will I get through it? That is 
all I want to know, 

" I can help yoo to arrive at your decision by telling you that it all 
depends on lww long I 4atte gal W H~. Look closely at my Line of Life. 
Is there any indication in it of a sign of any immediate sudden or 
violent death? " 

It was a startling question forsucla a. well-built, healthy looking man 
to ask. 

Without speaking I eqmjDed the main lines of the risbt hand veJY 
rMsely. 
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The Line of Mentality or Head was signifiamt; it waslong, straight, 
and clear, the type that is always ~tia.ted with the II1IlII of business 
or the financier. 

I told him so and a sarcastic e¥pression paNed over his face. 
" You are wrong," he said. "I am the gre:ltest fool that evm'lived. 

If it were not so, I would not bf, in the ~rucial position I am in to-day." 
.. The trouble is," I answered, " your ideas are too large; they have 

lx:come top-heavy and unmanageable in the last few yeara, but with 
suw. a mentality, YOtl should be able to carty through all )'Qur plans to 
a suCC€ssiul finish." 

" That is exactly the point. will I live long enough to do it ? " 
I pressed the Une of Life. At the part that corresponded to the age 

he had reached (he told me he was bam in Cheshire in I845 and was 
cOlISequently in his ftfty-eighth year when he visited me in the March 
of 1903) there was a peculiar sharp rcd line that appeared to cut into 
it at this date. It was a sinil;tcr mark directly under what is called 
the Mount of Saturn. 

I made a short calculation by AstroloS)', from his dAte of birth it 
was decidedly ominous. 

" At this moment," I said, " you are under terribly bad coudition~. 
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 set: 
rwthiug but confusion aIld failurc for you." TIlen with an effort to 
soften the effects of my words, I rapidly added-" There is, however, 
no danger of death for you for about a }'ear, perhaps it is the worry 
and strain that is killing yon. Twelve months to; quite a long time to 
a man of your temperament. Could yon not in that time straighten 
things out i' " 

FQr anmver, he said very quietly, " Do you think from what you !ICe, 
that t:ht:rc is a likelihood of death inside of a year ( " 

"Yes," I replied. "if things do not change for you. I think there 
is. Your heart is not really sound, there is every indication of sudden 
death." 

He pulled his hands away. .. You have told me," he said abruptly, 
" exactly what I wanted to know. It means that I will not be able to 
pull th~ through. [am being hounded to death at the prCgeIlt 
moment. I wn OIl my way to New York to-Ilight. to S'.Je one man who 
could pull ore throngh 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. If I tail, I have made up my mind to end my 
life, now you know why there is the indication of sudden death." 

"But . . ." I interrupted . 
.. There are no buts about it," he retorted. ., You willreadall about 

me in the papers in the nen few diLyli. I m~t be off now,] have just 
time to catch my train at St. Lazaire. If I med my friend in New 
York and get his help, I will send you a cable. My name is Wright­
Whittaker Wright." 
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The rest of the story is public history. On the arrival of the boat, 
\\'hitta.ker Wright wa<; arrested 1lnder an extJadition order from 
England. Hi~ fritlnd th~ banker did HIlt cam& to his tI!!sidanu. 

After considerable delay and legal formalities, he W!i.!; brought back 
to London, went through one of the most amazing trla.ls in history 
before Mr. Justice Bigham, who sentenced him to seven yean' penal 
iervitude. 

At the end of a long trial that lasted for twelve days, he kept his 
nerve to the very last. When the &ent(.'llCC was passed. in a silence in 
which one might have heard a pin drop, he bowed to the Judgo;: and 
said, " My Lord, all I can say is that I am innocent of any intent to 
deceive anyone." 

Leaving the dock, au:ompanied by four men, htl entered a smail 
room with his lawyer, Sir George Lewis. He discussed the question 
of an appeal: His solicitors told him that such a thing was hopeless. 
Very quietly he took a cigar from his pocket, biting the end of it off, 
he aco;epted a match from Sir Goorge Lewis. lighted it, and stood for 
a moment without spea.king looking out of the window. 

Snddenly hll turned, l>tagered towards a chair, collapsed into it, and 
died in a few moments. 

The end had come within the year. 
When a doctor from King';! College Hospital arrived, it was dis­

covered that in biting olt thl! end of the cigar hI! had swallowed a. small 
pilule containing cyanide of potassiwn whiclJ had caused almost instant 
collapse of the heart. 

Such. was the end of a man who had controlled some of the biggest 
financial companies in England, who had financed the now successful 
Baker Street-Waterloo Tube, which was the forerunner of London's 
preMnt system. of underground railways. 

By an extraordinary irony of Fate, it was the backing of this great 
railway scheme which was later dcstWcd to play such a. future in 
London's progtt:os, that had locked up all the money of his group, 
the London and Globe Financial Corporation, and brought abaut 
the failure by which Whittaker Wright met his-Waterloo. 



CIIAPTI!R xu 
MATA BARr, THE FAMOUS WOHAH SPY 

I MET this e:draordinary woman several times. I knew Mr under 
her many names of Madame Zelle, Mata Hari, Baroness von 
:t.fingen, and in the latter stage of her life when dUl"lng the War 

she posed as a neutral under the mum: of MadB me van Hontin. 
Of all the remarkable women'my profession caused me to meet, I 

mru;t give an unique place to Yata Hari, and I think if] cannot class 
het ali the mQ9t beautiful, I can claim that she was the lIIost bewitching, 
the lIlOSt fru;cinating. and the most dmgerous. 

The omy reason I escaped falling a victim to her toils, as far better 
and clevllret' men had dane, was simply and solely because as a beautiful 
woman-she 1Iad no hearl. 

unu~ua1 career I met many !O(J-(:alled "bad women," hut 
it may sound an extrnordinary thing to say, I believe I can 
state that I never met a " bad woman" v.>ho had not some 

"",~ "'. '~" Of ajfedion Uud ran likt Ii goltkn 

one exception; she was handsome as a qUeffl, 
• beautiful 

To 

said, was a wealthy Dutch planter 
her m<:Jther a Japanese. Her father bad died when she wall only a few 
months old. Her mother took her to Butm.a and placed her in a 
Temple where she wa.~ trained as a noJigious dancer. 

'When only fourteen years of age she fell In low with a distinguished 
British officer who visited the Temple at a moment of an RIIIIual 
Buddist festival She <;!SCapcd from the Temple, fOUIld him at the 
capital, and eventually married him. 

This man, from what she told me, held a very distinguished position, 
representing England in a high ofIicial capacity; at th~ death of hli 
father he bei::ame II. peer and for many yea~ W!I~ a ~tingu.i::;h~.,j 
member 0:£ the House of Lords. 

Two children were bom, a bay and a girl, hut the marriage proved 
to be anything but happy; her explanation was that her husband be­
came cold and indifferent to her, she grew to hate him, and from that 
to Mle the colfflhy he be/.l)1fged to a7Ul t't'eo·tAing English. 

Her firnt tr3.8"dy was the death of her little looy. She had reason to 
SUppoBfl that he had heen poisoned by a gardener who disliked her. 
She could not have the man arresud as he had employed a plant 
poison that had ldt no trace in the body, but in a moment of folly he 
had boasted to her maid that he had had. hil IeYellge. 

As her h_band "",ould take no acl.ion, sOO took his revolver, which 

." 
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was always loaded, seized an opportunity of meeting the gardener 
alone, told him what she intended to do, and shot him through the 
head as he threw mIIl5elf on his knees to beg for metty. 

Her husband's high position saved her from being arrested j bnt she 
was oompel1ed to leave Burma. 

Her husband refuiiCd to w;oompany her: taking her little daughter 
with her she bid him l30od-bye and !lever h~erd from him again. 

The little girl died in a oonvent in Amsterdam a few months later. 
Ft'e.'! from all ties she turned to Paris to tempt fortune as so many 
women have done before her. 

The few bits of jewellery she had soon went in her fruitless efiorts to 
get wwk as a dancer among the music halls. 

Dancing was the only thing she knew <lI CQuld 00, yet in the early 
stages of her car~er she could not get an engagement of any kind 
whatever. 

It was about this time I met her. I wa.'> walking home QUI'! night 
from a meeting organized by an English woman for the aid of the ba.d.ly 
treated cats and dogs of Paris, when I noticed a few paces ~bead 
an cxtlClIJ.ely graceful figure of a woman that I could not help but 
admire. 

It was a bitterly cold night. the woman before me had no coat : 
vanity. I thought-women will do anything for vanity. jus.t be­
cause she has such a graceful figure she will risk pneumonia to show it 
oft, 

Just then she turned into the Champs Elysfes; twenty yards ahead 
5t~od II. lighted bra~ier where some workmeu were repai.riD.g telephone 
WIres. 

She went straight to the fire; I could see her hold her haudstowards 
it as I passed. 

Perhaps she is cold, I thought--5till, it is no business of mine. I 
cannot go to the aid of every strange woman I find in the sl::rMts of 
Pul" 

1 passed on; I had gone about II. hundred feet when aome 01 those 
sentiment!! the EDglish woman had -us<:d at the meeting about ~lI.rving 
cats and homeless dogs twisted and turned in my brain. 

Can r go into my house. sit down and read the evening paper at my 
cheery fireside, and be haunted by the figure of this wntnan wanning 
her fingers at a street brazier? 

Just th(m a wisp 01 sleet struck me in the face. 
I turned and went back towards the brazier; she was still standing 

there with her hands stretched towards the fire. 
I suppose I said the wrong thing. Men always do when they try to 

be kind. 
Uke a fia3h Me tumed on me. "How dare you speak to me," she 

snapped. "Do yon take me for II. woman of the streets? " 
I was too confnsed to knowwhll.t I said. I apologized most humbly. 

Then 'Onder those glorious eyes that bJaz=d with acorn. I found mJ5l!lt 
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begpinJ for forgiveness and brurt.ing out something about my sympathy 
for IQllt dogs, au. aud the meeting I had attended. 

This Wucl!cd her SCllSC of humour. "So I'm a lost cat, am I? Dh 
well, you En&"llib are always g.JU(;Mo' what can one expect from 
them? .. 

"You can ellpeCt sympathy from me.," I said rapidly. "I can't 
)eaVl'! you here trying to warm yourself at a brazier on such a night as 
thil;. HaVl'! you no home? .. 

" )10 I ,. she said and turned rapidly away. 
Yes, I adm.it I followed her. I t~d rapidly as I walked by her 

side. I did not like to offer 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 wanll 
herself? 

An hour later, after some supper and a good many tigarettes, she 
curled up on the hearthrug and slept till IIKlming. 

It was in thil; way I made the acquaintance of Mata Hari. 

Some fcw w~cks later. one aflemoon she called to ,;,cc me. 5h~ 
I!l<)ked radiant with hope and excitement. "The turn in the tide has 
come, as you said it would," she bughed. "I am If!aving for Berlin 
to-morrow. I shall have a thousand marks a week and hotel free. Is 
it not wonrlerllli ? .. 

" How did it come about? .. I asked. 
" Oh, quite simply and yet in such a funny way. I was giving an 

exhibition test on the stage of Olympia and had been tumed down as 
they said my darn:c was too Oriental, too CXQtic. 1 was so broken­
heartEd at my repeated disappointments in trying to get all engag~~ 
ment that I slipped into one of the stalls at the back of the theatre 
and cried my heart onto 

., Two people were Eitting near me, a man and a woman. Suddenly 
the woman came O"Wlr and, speaking in German, said: 

" , Don't be heart·broken, little Fraulein, the Frenchman is a fool, 
be does not undenitand yuur wondcrful art, hi~ mind oould never get 
higher than baJlet-skirt:;. Come with us to Bcrlin, YQU will be ap­
preciated there: 

" Sheintroduced me to her husband, Baron von Werthim; we dined 
t~ that night and many times since. Finally, he made me the 
offer [ have mentioned. I accepted. Does my Horoscope say that 
Berlin will be luclty for me ? " 

Some time previously she had given me the date of her birth. She 
was born in Java on March 3Ist, 18]9. I took it out of my desk and 
showed it to her. 

"Curiously enough," 1 said, "from your Horoscope, Berlin Rnd 
Gennany, 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 il; caJJed l\ot»nda ne Astrology I Germany Is g<Wemed by 
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Aries, the House of the Planet Mars, and so are you. At the date of 
your birth you had what is known as the Sun in Aries, which will 
influen<.::e you all through your life. 

" At the same time, owing to some of the aspc:etli iII your Horoscope, 
your life wiU be a remarkable one, but {WI of tragedy. 

"The cycle you are commencing now will rellCb its climax aoout 
Octo'bi!r 1917. There it will end in some viol.mt derdb 1M fO#." 

She left fOI Berlin the following day. 
The next timewemet was in the Hotel de l'Europein St. Petersburg. 

She had the most expensive suite of rooms; she entertained largely, 
but l=ticed the guests were chiefly important head$ of the Govern­
ment or Staff officel"S in the Russian Army. The name she livdl under 
w:ts Baroness von ]Ylingen; she was considered exJremely rich with a 
weakness for doing charitable and ecc€ntric things. 

One night very late I was finishing some ",Titing in my rooms in the 
hotel, when the handle of the door turned and she entered. 

" My dear friend," !!he said, " I am. going to treat myself to having 
a quiet hour with you~wiU you rnilld very mum? " 

How could any man refuse? I am glad for the reputation of the 
Catholic Church that St. Anthony died long before Mata Hari was 
born; he was the only man, it is said, that beauty did not an!?l to-
no wMkT Iu was ma.u a SainI. ' 

She looked exqnisitely handsome in the ball dress she was wearing, 
she was covered with jewel~, with a magnm.cent row of pearls round 
her shapely throat. 

" The German stage seems to be a lucrative profession," I said, 
"The V,"orld's stage pays still better, my friend." 
Then she told me an extraordi"a.-y story. On her arrival in Berlin 

Rhp. had "found that no theatrical ellg3.gelnent awaited her. 
Instead the Baron had installed her in the private botel run by the 

International Spy Veparl.ment of the Gennan Secret Service. 
It was gradually instilled intO her mind that her beauty, her talents, 

her kllowJedgc of languages Vo'Uuld be lost in an ordinary stage career 
as a da.nC(;r, but that as " a. Jiplomatic investigator" she would have 
a wonderful career. 

For three months she went throngh ever<," day a systmna-tic training 
in the general political aims of the leading countries oj the world. 
Naval and milita.-y plans were given to her to copy, she was also 
illStructed in deciphering secret codes, also how to make them., and 
how to send and receive messages by Morse iOignals. 

She was invited by high officials to witllC$ field days, army displays, 
and many of the important Court ceremonies. 

The Kaiser himself had been specially gracious to her on many 
occasions, the result being that she conceived an admiration for 
Germany and everything German that became as fanatical as the 
devotion of any eonvert to a DeWlruigiOn. 

" How did you obtain your title? " I asked, 
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"I am supposed to be the widow of Q rich GCrtnall Baron," she 
laughed. "If you should be tempted to make inquiries at the German 
LegatiOI) here, or in any other country, you wiU find my papers (\Ie 
quite in order; furthel', you win get the infonnation that my late 
hnsbAnd and myself are only interested in charitable work and in the 
promotion of International Peace." 

" And the end of it all will be," I said sadly, " that if war ever does 
come, you will be shot somewhere' At Dawn' as a German spy." 

.. Ye~," she nodded, "I ha.ve never forgotten YQur prediction for 
October 1917, but believe me ernot, a.s you wi5h, the life I have chosen 
is well worth the rilik. 

" , 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 of it ye little people content to live in the monotony of' an 
eat, drink, and sleep existence.' The end for you may be a marble 
cross in some village churchyard, a few wreaths, or an obituary notice 
probably paid for eut of the money you left some poor relation. 

" SoIILC penny journal, if you were Ii shareholder, may extol the good 
you did your country. A year later your' proud country' may forget 
your very name. Think of the mockery of it all I 

"For us, spies, life has no illusions. We know the gold we gain 
is tainted, We have not to delude ourselves that we are honest 
sbop-kellpers who have never cheated our neighbour, added water to 
children's milk, chillk to il.our, or damped sugar to gain an extra penny 
B. pound . 

.. Believe me, the money we make is just as clem-if making 
=ey can ever be called clean-we seU our brains for the highest 
price. If we sometimell sell lives don't forget we as often sell our 
own~but in that C!lSC • Slwt at Da.Vi'll' callcels the prOIIJ.issory 
not~ 

"For us therc is no grassy mound in some village churchyard, no 
cross of marble-a bed of quick-lime is our shrowl-a DUIDber in a 
prison yard-mu" reward. 

" For us there is no brevet of Merit, no Legion d'Honeur, as for the 
soldier who killed all he could before he fell in glory. The bomb· 
thrower, or the gas chemist can be honoured by their grateful country. 
The treacherous mine·maker who bl1J'TIlWl; under ground, who blows 
up whole regiments by the press of a button, can be decorated or 
receive columns of praise for bravery . 

• , Our Obitua..y Notice is a propaganda. of lies, the country we have 
~d dellies having employed us, denies having paid us, deniea that 
they bought ns with their gold or tricked us into service. 

"For "US there is no appeal no friend to come forward to testify 
bow well we obeyed orders. 

" Iu we havewor"ked in silenoo-so we mnst die in sileru.le." 
She had made me ~udder with the bitI:erMY. of her worm. 
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"The picture you paint is terrible," I said. "For God's sake give 
the whole thing up." 

., Spies never give up," she retorted. "No gambling fewr, no drug 
that was ever invented ha:! such a hold. 

"No," she interrupted sav~y, .. dou't tell me I !;an rrumy and 
settle down. I tried it once-what did it give me? A husband who 
used me as a plaything, who gave me two children, and then did not 
care if we starved Of ..... ent to hell. 

"Marriage Is good enough for the cabbage type of woman all 
leaves and no heart. In her tllm she Is fit food for the caterpillars who 
crawl on her-who eat her-and who desert her when there is nothing 
left but the stalk. 

"Don't preach to IIW of lw!:-it uists solely in the egotistical 
brains of fudo:lled fools. Frieudship, cam.amdene, passion, between 
men and women, if you like. Beyond this there is nothing but so.;­
warfare that knOW!; neither anmstio:.e nor peactl, 

"The one career that women canexcel in-is that of the professional 
spy. In this all her natural q,c.alities can find full scope. Herpowef9 25 
an actrC9S, her love of intrigue, her desire for wealth, dissimulation, her 
intuition, her inherent gift of lying, her art of thieving, her innate 
curiosity. her snab-like body, her be3uiy, and lastly-her sex. 

"One of the maxim!; of the German Sf!cret Service is ' The only 
perfect spy is a perfect woman provided she has no heart.' " 

"You must be perfection," I could not help saying unw my 
breath. 

She had either heard or read. my thougllts. 
"I am," she frankly admitted, "and yet with the weakness of 

the woman in me I wanted tn 1mburden my thoughts to someone 
-to someone I rould tmst-that is ""tty I have come to you to­
night. 

" God only knows when we may meet again. I am leaving Russia 
in the m=ing, but my good friend, if our paths should cross in the 
future, I will always come and tell you if I aIU still successful Il!I II 
woman spy." 

Our paths did not again cross until a few months before the outbreak 
of the Great War. 

The telephone bell rangin my room, the voice of Mata Hm sounded 
very clear and distinct. Her voice like her face she was able to change 
at EI. moment's notice to $uit any part she migbt be playmg. Her 
own natural voice was soft, d~ep-toned, with a curW\l5 ~adence of 
sadness about it that 0000 heard oue oould never forget. 

.. , Cheiro:" the voice said, " I am in London for a few days. Come 
and dine tD-night at the' Savoy: There will b~ one other man, but 
an interesting study for you." 

.. A study. in what way? " r asked. 
Along the wire came that same low, curious laugh that she used 

when she was preilsed with something she had accompIisb.ed. 
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" A study in love," came the ansv.'l:f. "Sme1y nothins could be 
=re illterc5ting for yon." 

" Are you caught at last. Mata r" 
"Come and judge for yourself." she purred. "I hanlly know what 

to say. Love is such a wonderful thing, it t:a.Jo.,s so many {onus and 
Ebapes." 

"'Who shall I ask for when I arrive at the' Savoy? ... 
" Baroness von :Mingen, of course. Do you think I change my 

nll,tIl.e as ofteu 11.9 I do my dresses r " 
At eight o'clock I presented myself at her suite of rooms. 
As] came down the corridor. I amused myself trying to picture what 

this wonderful lover of hers would be like. Herrell1l1.rk on the telephone 
about" many fon:ns and shapes" had decidedly roused my curiosity. 
I wu pnpared to meet anything from a dwarf to an elephant, but I 
was hardly prepared for the SUIJIrise that awaited me. 

lt was midsummer, the blinds had not yet been drawn, the ruby 
sunset gleaJIcing across the Thames had turned Loodon into a city of 
gold. 

Lost ill admiration stood before me one of the most prominent men 
in French politic:s. One of those few really great men that France has 
created in recent yean;. 

He tumed round as 1 crossed the room, he recognized me. We had 
met several times in I'axis when I was running the paper L'Enkllte 
Curdiflk that I have alluded to in a previous dlapter. 

" Just to think of IIll!etiug you Ilt~rc," he said. as he cordially shook 
my haiid. "But of course it is natural that you know our channing 
hostess on account of her wonderful work for international goodwill 
among nations . 

.. \\'hat a wonderful woman, is she not ? " he rattled on. "Just to 
think of the good feeling that has !pruug up between France and 
England and also with Germany since that night you and I met at the 
ban<l'let given to the late King Edward on his visit to Paris in 1903. 
It is women like our hostess who bave dooo so much to bring all this 
about. Barorn:ss von Mingen may, it is true. be a German by marri~e. 
but she is an Angel of Peace by birth." 

r had no time to alLSwel, I could only look at this remarkabJe man 
and wonder--wonder at the metamorphosis that love can make when 
it toll(.b.es the heart and brain of men who are supposed to be as hard 
as Monr. 

When I had first met this man, he was so French that the very 
mention of Genilany was enough to give him II fit 01 apoplexy. As for 
ElIgllllld,she had always bet:n "la pedide Albion" in hi5 eye., 50 much 
so that persons of all shades of politics bad asked how much he was 
bribed to attend the bWXJ.uet to Kmg Edward. 

JU& then" the Angel" entered. 
It I bad tbmtgbt her handsome that last time] I;aw her in St. hten­

burg, how could 1 dmribe her oow. I can only say that ii ever an 
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angel had came dawn to earth and got dressed by Parisian masters of 
art-it was the woman who entered the room at that moment. 

Being nearer to her she greeted me atmost afiecti<)Oately as all old 
friend, but I 91114 merely a foil, a prelude, a S~-mphOIlY in B Flat (or the 
greeting she gave the French politician. 

She did not walk-she glided across the carpet to him. Her glarious 
eyes-made no doubt more brilliant by an extra drop of bl!lIadonnna~ 
shone with a radian~ almo~t divim. 

She stretched out both hands. He stooped and kissed them as 
devotedly as he would have done the hands of a saint . 

.. MOft che,. ami," was all she ~aid. but those three words vibrated 
with such apparent emotion and meaning, that the poor Frenchman 
looked far 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 snch things were a risk 
in thQ:>e early days of ftying. 

She rewarded him by a cucktail of absinthe made by her own hands, 
and we sat down to dumer. 

What a dinner it was! As a compliment to her guest, everything 
was French; in fact, she told him the frogs' legs-and the ~naiJs had 
come over by aeroplane-perhaps the very one that had brought him. 

" Mon Dieu," sl:Je sighed. "If all had crashed together-what a 
mess r 

" Bnt why have gloomy thoughts? " she added quickly. seeing his 
look of horror. "God is so good, life is so beautiful. disaster could not 
happen to any friend of rnine-I bear their nrune:s in my prayers each 
night to the Throne of Gra~e." 

The dinner, like all good things, came to an end. The waiters had 
disappeared, we lit our cigarettes and moved out to the chairs on the 
balcony. 

The wine, her beautiful .... ,orW;, the scene bdow us. the Thames 
sweeping siknUy out to tIle seu, the last rays 01 light hmching the 
dome of St. Paul's, gilding its CTOSS with gold, all conspired to give 
one a fet'ling of peace with oneself and with hnmanity in general. 

If the Frrnchman's face looked benign before dinner, it now wore a 
expression of satisfied beatitude, something like what one sees on a 
fat priest's face when he breaks his fast after the midday Mass. 

0< Yes," Mata went on, "I know my dte~ms of Universal Peace will 
be reaJizcd before long. I know it is coming. As you are such good 
hieruls of nUnc, I will trust you with a secret. Only last week when 
interviewillg the Kaiser for his subscription to the International Red 
Cross, r found him in his study taking doviU the picture of Gennmy's 
earliest battleship and hanging in Us place an illuminated text. What 
do you imagine were the words? " 

We leaned forward. breathli'£5ly. 
" They were: 'I will turn their swords Into plougbshares and their 

battleships into Noah's Arks." 
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" Mon Dk.! how WQllderfw," the Frenchman said. 
, Then in his tum he confided that the Minister of War had such a 

defi.cit in his Budget that certain stares bad mn out, that the Army 
bad not enrmgh boot1; to last ~ month!l, that the new rifle had not 
been supplied, and that famous gas which had been tried. on a flock of 
sheep and killed. them ill a moment oowd n!)t be manufactured in any 
qUSIrtity, as it was too dangerous to boodle. 

"As I said," Mata whispered. "all is making for international 
peace. What a glorious place this world will be to live in in the next 
few years." 

"It is due to nDble women like you, Madame, that all this has 
cmne about," the Frenchman said. .. The English have B. true pro­
verb: 'The hand that rocks the cradle ru1~ the world: " 

As the wnversation had now turned to cradles Wld from that might 
tum to babies, I thought it was time for me to leave. 

She stepped out on the landing to bid me good.bye. 
" My Frenchman is very much in love, don't you think so? " she 

laughed. 
" Yes," I replied. "But why did you have me at the dinner?" 
"Beca~," she laughed, " llllIlllll acb"~ at heart and must have 

an audience. Good-byc-don't forget me in October 1917:' 

But perhaps the most dramatic experience [ had in connection with 
Mata Hari was a strange encounter with her activities in Irelalld 
towards the end of the War. I had run up to Dublin to pasa a few 
hours there and attend to some business. About seven o'clock one 
evening [ went into a rather third-rate restauraut in the shipping 
district of the Lifiey. 

I was just finishing some tea and toast before I started home, when 
1 noticed at the other side of the restaurant a decrepit Irish peasant 
woman, about to finish her meal. After she had paid her bill she 
looked across at me in a wistfnllonely kind of way, as if she wanted to 
ask something. Then she got up and came over to my table and said, 
in a broad Irish brogue-rather that of the South of Ireland: "Sure, 
1Iiir, an' can you tell me what time 0' day it is?" I pulled out my 
watcll IlIld said: "My good woman, it is now seven-thirty." It 
appeared to distress her. "Sure, sir," she said sharply, "how thin 
can I get my train for the South that is to be leaving Kingsbridge at 
eight o'clock? " 

I ~: "It'll certainly tala! you. all your time to get there. I 
ruppose the best plan would be for you to walk up to O'Connell Bridge 
and tate a tram from there to Kinpbridge Station:' A:o I was 5B.ylDg 
the words I rdized that she conld not possibly get there in time. I 
felt sorry for the poor old tbjng, and impulsively decided to help her. 

I said quickly: "You'll never be able to get that train in tjme. 
Where do you want to go to ? " 

She replied: "SUre an I mnst get to Cork some time to-nlght and 
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from there on to Kinsale, and I tnII$t do it, 
kntIIIJ 'Why I nwst ib; it ! " 

MODERN SEER Z57 
Oh God, sir-if you ollly 

Touched by the agonized look on her face I said: "My car is a.t the 
door. It will 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 picking up her bundle, which was that of au Irish 
peasant. she and I went out to the car and were quickly racing to 
Kinglib:ddge, to the statioo. 

She bad a return third class ticket, I put her in a compartment. As 
I said good·bye and tumP.d away, the woman leaned out of the window. 
and in a very soft voice called me back. With a sWI.:et !>lUil!: we said: 
" , Cheiro.' my dear, I am so glad you did lIot recognize me, It gives 
me implicit copfidence ill my ofuguise." For a moment I was dwnb­
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 taken off by a collapsible boat and picked up 
by a Gennan submarine "';'Uiting off the coast, which took her to Spain. 
From there she could easily have escaped. She knew the police of all 
countries were now watching for her. Instead, however, she risked her 
life by returning to France. She went straight to the trenches near 
Verdun, where she again took up hP.1' role as a dancer. 

One night she slippt:d across the trenches into the Gcnnan lines, 
but sh~ had been watched Illld followed. When she returned she was 
placed under arrest, transferred to Puis, tried and sentenced to the 
death of a spy. 

One dismal morning in Octr..her I917 she met her fate totheyear and 
the month of my tragic prediction. Actress and soldier of fortune to 
the last, she refllS~d to be blindfolded, kissed her hands to the soldiers, 
and met her fate .,,;;th a smile uu her lips. 



CHAPTER XLII 
I VISIT HONTE CARLO TO PROV!; lilY SYSTEM OF NUMBERS. ITS 

AS"IBOLO(oICAl. FOUNDATION 

.l.":,TER a long journey in Russia, r concluded I would 8;.,1"", my 
nerves a much-needed I"I!f.t, so being in the south near Odessa, 
I took the Black. Sea wute for Eurcpe, Irtopped a few days off 

COnstantillOple, and finally found myself in Genoa. 
Aft.or a good rest in Italy, I thougbt I would like to try a new fonn 

of excitement, 80 ] let myself drift into that maelstrom of humanity 
that circles and surges round the tables at Monte Carlo. 

There was, however, a method in my tIladne!.J;. I wanted to see for 
myself if that strange law of numbers that I have so oft.on alluded to 
in my books \\'Onld have any prutical meaning when applied to the 
numbers of roulette. 

It may surprise 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, 
is! in reality a wonderfully thought out system., whose base resb on 
astrological knowledge. 

Without going into too much detail which might prove confusing 
to the majority of my readers,] will jnst point OUt a few of the leading 
peculiarities about roulette which go far to prove my contention.. 

Why were the 36 numbers and a zero placed ruund the circum­
ference of the wheel? Add the zero to the 36 and you will immediately 
have the answer. It wall thom njmunt ths 360 degne.& pI IIu urlll's 
ZrJdi4c. 

The four-pointed cross by which the wheel is turn<.:U correspouds in 
its tum to the four cardinlll points of the Zodiac, and to the four 
divisions oi the year. 

No rn.a.tter what way one may add. the numbers that lie on the green 
cloth together (which even by its very colour bleen-represents 
vegetation or the earth) one can ollly get the number 9 as a total, 
which is in itself the eXiJd lIUmbM of th~ pwmrt; of f)W" Sola¥ Sy~tem. 

In all oC(!ult studies the number 7 is regarded as the'" sacred ., 
creative, or spiritual number, while the 9 in all cases represenb the 
" material." 

It is a curious fact worth rr-.membering that there are seven planets 
that revolve on their axis through the Zodiac in one tiirecitlJtl, and tWO 
of the fartl,,:!il: planets, UrElDUS and Neptune, that revolve on the 
u:is ill the opposite direction. TIle seV("'"lI tones of MUliic reprcscut t1~ir 
"Spirit of .MUsic" from whkh all hannony is produced, the seven 
cmQUfS represent the " Spirit of Colour" which. manifests itself in all 
that relates to colour, and in passing it may be remarked that an 
through the Bible the" seven " wher~r mentioned always stands in 
re1ation to the mysterious God force in.liuencing humanity. 

In the most ancient mles of occult philosophy one can find the law 
~d down that the number 7 is the only number capable of dividing 

." 
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what is called the " Number of Eurnity" and CGntinning to do 50 as 
long as the !Iyn1bol representing Eternity lasts, and yet at.wery addition 
of its division JmJtJwcing Me n_~er 9. or in other words it crudes the 
basic 1JtmIber on wkiv1z. aU _Ie; '"'-is!w Cfl/.cul4#1m$ au lJuue and on 
which all n-n- 6ffo'fl dej>rmds, E~mple.-N1.IIIlh:r I the first number 
-rep1esents the F'irst Cause or Creator, while a circle or zero has from 
time im.IMmorial been gi....en to Tepresent the endless or in other 
worm, Eternity. 

Place the I and this iOymbol of zero side by side as seven figures. 
divide by the "sacred nWIlOOr," the 7. and one obtains the number 
I42857. whiclt if added together to the last digit produl:e\I the number 
9. or in other words, the materialistic or Earth symbol, as : 

7)1000000 

L¥8S7=27=9· 

In the Book of Revelation we read the following cryptic words : 

" Here is Wisdom. Let him that hath understanding count 
the number of the beast: for it is the number of man ; and 
his nUlllber is 666." (Rev. xiii, v. 18.) 

Add this number together, it giVe:E 18, and reducing it to one digit, 
I plus 8, we get the nwnber 9" which is 1M numlm' oj man." 

Looking at the tableau of the roulette table, no matter in w'hat way 
one may add the ll\UD.bcrs on it together. either atr05S the columns 
or up the colu:rnru;, the total ill t'very ca~ is the lUy~tcrious number of 
9, the" number of man" and the numbff of the plane.ts that gUliern man. 

The vny colours of the numbers given in roulf!tte a~ Red and Black 
conV>!)' in the most accurate symbolism the qualities of the planets 
these numbers represent, namely, m.a.sculine and feminine, and fit the 
following series: 

:Moou's Number 2, II, 20, 29 M' Black (rerrrinine) 
Mars 

" 9, 18, 27, 36 " R'" (I!lallCulineJ 
Venus " 6, IS, 24. 33 " Black (feminine) 
Jupiter 3, 12, 21, 30 Red (mascnliue) 

" " 
Uranus " 4, 13, 22, 31 " Black l!eminine) 
:Mercury " 5, 14. 25, 32 " 

Red masculine) 
Saturn " 

8, 17, 26, 3S " Black (feminine) 
Neptune 

" 7. 16, :25, 34 " ""d (masculine) 
S,n 

" '. 19, z8 " Red (ma.sc:uJine) 
The number 10 of the Sun 

. 
Black (feminine) m 

And the ~ro • • • " 
Black (feminine) 

The numbers given above as belonging to the nine planets are no 
fantasy of modern times, but have been handed down to man as 
representative of the various planets. 

In t~ far-off ages, certain sects of man devot6d their lives to these 
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studies. Such men well! thfl absolute masten; of the occult or hidden 
meaning of numbers, both in their application to Tim!! and in their 
relation to humaii life. We I;annot forget that it was the a.ru::ient 
Hindus who disro'Vered what is knoI.\'O as "the proces:;;ion of the 
Equinoxes," and in their calculation they worked out that such an 
occurunc:e takes place every 25,B.50 years. Onr modem science with 
all its advantages of mer.hanica.l. devices has after endless labour only 
pruved that the discovery of this ancient people was ~orred i1l every 
f'lJrlicwiar. 

How, or by what means, these wonderful students of the heavens 
were able to arrive at such a calc.ulation has, never ~ discovered, 
but their decl!;ion aJ5 to this remarkable otCW'rence hag bMn handed 
down to us from the most remote ages and by our modern appliances 
been proved correct. It is, therefore, not illogical to a.c<:ept the idea 
that they may have been as equally right in the numbers they gave to 
each planet and in some mysterious way intimately related to them. 

It would not be appropriate for me in a book of this natura to ~t 
out the arguments 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 molct:Ules of matter. 
It has recently been demonstrated by scientists that electrons in the 
atom revolve at a speed of 1800 revolutions per second. 

As evJ!n thp greate~t oc.<!ptk of ~uch things to; forced to admit the 
infiuence of the Moon on the tides of the ocean and on the brain of 
lunatics, he is also forced to admit when a conjunction of the Sun and 
Moon OCCUI"!i in ~OlIle particular longitude and latitude that the highest 
tides must take place. Following this line of argument, it is not illogical 
to assume that when t.h8 crmj'W1J(:UfJ1I of plane!s occurs, say directly over 
Monte Cario, that all things, ew.n the ~uccessjon of numbers coming 
from the roulette wheel. may also be affected. 

Briefly working on this ilka, and calculating the conjunctions and 
aspects of the planets lor an exact period such as one hour at Monle 
Cario, I was able after a little time to work ont with considerable 
atturacy the probable run of numbers that would most occur during 
an hour on a given day when I went to the" tables:' 

It would take too much space and perhap!l be wearying to the 
majority of my readers if I went more deeply into this subject in sucb 
a book 01 Memoirs. 1 can, however, state alld without fear 01 con­
tradiction, as I have kept tire records, that after considerable practice 
I was able to gain on an average about 5000 francs (izoo) during the 
hOUT that I bad selected to play. 

'[0 do this, however, day after day wns nO ",a",y matter; the working 
out of the calculations that were necessary, together wnh the nervous 
tensi.:m involved. became so great, that I oon:fess I was rather glad 
-..'ru:n'l.'rue petmo. oi m.y se\i-impoe.ed test was ended and I said au reVDir 
to that" mile square bit 01 earthly Paradise" called Monte Carlo. 

I have said, I think, sufficient to show the astrological coaneetion 
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that may be found between numbers in themselves and the fpmQUS 

~ame of roulette-but I spedfy ali PUryM at Mo~1e C4":", for there is 
no place in the world where this game is played with lllOre fairness or 
under such Good conditions. 

It certainly took me a month o:f real hard work to finally demonstrate 
v.ith success that one can work ant the relation between the nUllJbers 
given by roulette and A.$trology, but I must warn tho~ who think 
such an idea is an easy way of making money that unless they are 
anned with an equally well thought out 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 us cleverly thought out as is the game itself. 

The real origin o:f roulette can be traced back to the cousin of Mah 
Jongg, who 2uvented the famous Chinese game of that name that 
recently became such a vogue in Europe and Amerita. It is said that 
he taught ronlette tD a Jesuit priest in Mongolia, who brought it Mrk 
with him to France, where it was reconstructed intD its present fonn 
by a monk who discovered the secret of the game by his knowledge of 
ABtroiogy a:; I ..... iIl set out in tne following chapter. France claims 
that it was invented by her celebrated mathematician, Pascal, who 
WB:> the originator of the accepted Theory of Probability. I however 
consider tllat the story of the monk i!l the more likely of the two. 



CHAPTER XLIlI 

THE LEGEND OF 1II0NIE CARLO 'I'BE SEClI.ET THAT WAS LOST 

I WILL now tell" The Legend of Monle GaIlo." I received it 
:hom a. good old pdest who lived 00 great distance from t:mI 
Casino, and I have ewry reason for believing that this atory is 

the ton'OCt one. 
Long before Monte Carlo was ever beard of, so the story runs, it 

was an unknown hamlet in the bankrupt Prindpality of Monaco, and 
far up in the mountains overlooking it stood an also equa11y bankrupt 
-""",. 

The good moDh pray.:d the good Lord day after day and night 
after night for money to carry on their work, but the good Lord, in His 
w&;dom, up to then had only seen fit to augment year by year their 
Bock of impoverished peasants, and the day was not far di~tant when 
the monastery wouJd be seized for debt aud the good mollks turned out 
to the mercies of a cold and heartless woTld. 

Unable to endnre the suspense any longer, one evening after Vespers 
the monk!; went in a body to call on the Head oj the monastery 
to impress QD him that it wa:i hi~ duty to 5ee that 50lIlcihing 5hould be 
done. 

This important p!'TSonage, who was to them a kind of a semi-god, 
the oldest of them all, li\"~d apart in the top of one of the towers, as 
n.ear Heaven as he couJd pos!Iibly get. 

All day he studied old manuscripts and books, at night he studi~d 
thf stars, and between the two he bad lost the confidence of his in­
feriors, for he also, like God, did not seem to listen. to th~ir prayers 
and had also closed his eyes to the rapidly diminishing size of their 
waists. 

The evening they climbed to his uppermost abode, they fonnd him 
in the be6t of good humour, playfully turning a curious-looking wheel 
and jotting down figures on a paper beside him. 

The good m.onks were, 01 COllr,se, terribly 5hocked ~o mucla 50, 
they CDuJd bardly speak. When thl--Y did, they all spoke at once, but 
the old monk turned from them and """em on spinning his wheel. 

At iast, when they bad tired themselves alit, he heard their story. 
He asked how much money tbey needed by the end of the year. 
"One hundfed thOWla.nd francs," they all gasped with one voice. 
" A mere bagatelle." he smiled. "Come to me on the fust day of 

the year and you shaD bave it." 
Wben they bad gone, the Qld monk, still smiling, packed his wheel 

in. ... "'''g, put bh pa.pen in his pocket, and the next day descended 
hom the mon:,stery. took the nal'tOW path down the moulltain, .and 
ilo!fore long nught have been :oeen wending his way towards a SIIlIIU 
restaurant that lay under the mtadow of the casUC of Monaco kept by 
a man. known as Molllli.euJ" Blanc. ' 

llonsieur Blane was not B. aw:cesaful ma:n, but he wall enterprisill& ; 
he had also IiQII1ethtng of the artist U:! his compo$.Ition, for he bad built -
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his Jitth cafe in one of the loveliest !!p01:s in Nature, believing with the 
true artiltic spirit that some day Nature would call her worshippen 
there to level in h~r beauty, and when they had fed their eyes, he 
would feed their stomachs, and then his fortune would be made, 

Alas 1 like many other artists, :lIonsieur Blanc had been a little too 
premature in his dreaIll!), Nature's worshippers had not heard her 
call. No raihl:ay had yet gone farther than Nice and the solitary 
coach that passed only occasionally depo!ited a visitor at his door. 

Up above him in his lonely castle, the Prince of Monaco was uearly 
as poor as himself, and being poor, p;rhaps as rarely saw a mtor at 
his door. 

Monsieur Rlanc reC€ived the old monk rather dubiously: monks 
generally came to beg, and he was not in a very cliariw.hle mood that 
that day. 

Imagine his sUlprise when the black-robed stranger shook him by 
the hand and said, " Man cher Monsieur ]:lianc, 1 have come to bring 
you a fortune, I h.we o.:o:m.e to make you tbe wealthiest man in th<;: ",,'Odd, 
I have come to make of this place the Meo:ca of the earth." 

Monsieur Blanc at fint thought th.'l.t his visitor was an escaped 
lunatic, but as the little restanrant wa..~ empty, he perhaps thought he 
might as well waste his time with a lunatic as to have no one to talk 
so. They sat down at a little iron-topped table in the window, and 
over a glass of red wiue he let the old:tna.n talk. 

"' MonsiEur Blanc," he ~aid, wl!ving his hand toW"d.rW; the window, 
"look at the beauty of that eJl:quisi1e scene beneath us, and not a. 
person here to appreciate it but our own two selves." 

:\ofnnsienr Blanc nodded his head. He had often thought the same 
thing himself. 

"' \Vell," the old monk continued, " what we want here is something 
that will On.w people-a lIlB.guet charged with the greatest of all 
human attractions, a magnet whose lines of force will radiate north, 
south, east, and west. Yes, a magnet to draw people and to hold 
them here when they come." 

" Yo;>.s, moo r.her Monsieur Blanc," tontinned the monk, "yon nearly 
had the same idea when you built your restaurant. You thought you. 
wonld draw people by their stomachs, but there are too many other 
restaurants in competition-and you forget, cher Monsieur, that there 
is another magnet even more strollg thiW the stomHh." 

" Villat is it ? " Monsieur ffiallc asked. 
" The -pockrl," the old man quic"kly replied. 
"Monsieur Blant had, in spite of himseli, become inteTft.ted, Thtre 

was something in the nwnk's philOllOphy that appealed to his rea5OD. 
" Go OIl, Father," he said, " tell me some more about your magnet." 
" All cller Monsieur," the monk went on, "Nature is a ~RD£e 

goddess. I have had time to 6-tudy her ways and in return she has 
told me I/OffiMhing of her secrm. She plays with man as a WWllag 
pJa.ys with hl1l' lover. She kimes bim one moment and ruitlI! him tbe 
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next She brings to life in order to kill. She gives in order to ta.ke. 
Is it not so, cher Monsieur? " 

Monsieur Blanc did not know what to reply, and the old man 
oontinued. 

"Man is vain, Monsieur Blanc. He thinks he has intelligence, but 
Natare has only given him enough to illuminate his own stupidity. 

" Man pretends he worship~ God, but it is only to gain something 
hom Him that he g<:JeS dOWll upon his knees, he would even steal from 
his God if he only knew that he wuuld not be found out. 

"No. believe me, Monsieur Blanc, man does not wnrship either 
Nature or God. IJ he did this little paradise here would be trOwded 
to its seaBhore and your little place would be a temple and not a 
caft!. " 

" But I don't want a temple, my good friend," Monsieur Blanc said. 
"I know you don't. chcr Moll5icur, but you shall have one all the 

same and your temple will do ~rcat good to thl:' world as well. It 
will humble the rich, it will rai~e the poor, it will encourage 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 look into 
her eyes for the firllt time---and if you never did more than that, 
Mom;~ Blam:, you would even then have done a great deal." 

" But how is all this to be done? " MOll5ieur Blanc asked. 
"Oh, so easily," the old man ~miled, "that you would never h:we 

guessed it-it is only a game, Monsienr Bianc---flnly a game. But let 
U5 not forget that a111ife is but a game and men and women but ~tupid 
players." 

Opening his valise, he drew out his cloth and roulette wheel and 
explained his invention. He m:xt showed how mathcmati<;ally he 
had calculated all the chances, and how all were, in the end. on jalJDur 
of tAt. bank. 

"The gambling instinct," he went on to say, "is, in the human 
family, the strongest of all outside of self·prf!S(.rvation. 

"You gambled," he continued, "WMn you staked your money on 
this little restaurant. The respectable shopkeeper in London gamble~ 
when he chooses Oxford Street imtead of Regent StrllCt for his ~op, 
Every man gambles, even when he takes a woman to be his lawful 
wile. All gamble I Nations on navies. Kings on armies, it is the one 
active principle 0-1 lire and without it there would be stagnation. 

"In the case 0-1 my invention, cher Monsieur," he continued, "it is 
the most honest gamblll of all. Most people only get ' even cbances ' 
in life, but here you can give a thirty-five to one chance against any 
one chosen number tmning up, and if this should be too much for the 
player's mind to grasp, or it he should be so religious that he w"uId 
no.t lib to t.ake !lUCh II.dvautage of yuur lJeneroiiity, tben he can COlJSOIe 
bis<:o~ce on the even chances of black and red, just as he kuoW'S 
he does on the everyday a.fiain of life, 
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"Yes, Monsieur, you have the magnBi: here to draw all classes. 
You. appeal to the strongest instinct of all. 

" Lastly, it is only a toy-a pla.ytbing-and remember, cher Monsieur. 
all human bemp love toys. When they aJ:e ylJ=g th.ey have them 
given to them and when they are old eMy pay j.." UJcm /MmseIVIIS." 

He then spun the roulette wheel Monsieur Blanc put counters on 
the different numbers and the other combinations, and as he sometimes 
,von and sometimes lost, he marvelled at the monk's marve1lQUS 
finallCiai combination whkh was cal.cula.ted to such a nicety that, 
although perfectly fair to the players, resulted in giving a percentage 
to the bank of, an average, It to 2 p;!l" a;!nt on every" transaction. 
Although apparently such a small percentage in the favour o:f the bank, 
eacll hour's play would bring in such a profit that was undreamt of in 
any other b,usiness. 

Monsieur Blanc was enchanted with the idea. At last in a hesitating 
voh: be said: "Tdl me, Father, what will be your t= if I agree 
to start this wonderful game ( " 

"My good Monsieur mane," the monk answered, "riches have no 
meaning in my eyes; it is only for the good of my monastery I have 
worked out this idea. Every year the claims on my littl<': community 
become heavier and heavier, and it is only to enable us to carry on 
QUI good work that I would give you this plan. 

" But I am not going to alOk y<JU for commissions or regular per­
centage on the profits you will make, for that would be a burden I 
would be placing on you, and it would have the effect of making my 
community so rich that those who came after me might cease to work, 
for money too easily got, lJ,Urh laziness, tIlJeIl among till b.!st • 

.. No, man cher lIonsieUI, my terms will be easier than you think. 
They will be as follow:r-at the close of every year when I haV<:' the 
accounts of the monastery brought before me, I will seewhat the debt is 
we have rotace. I will come down to your casino (dressed as a civilian) 
and I will have the right to go to your bank and draw the amount of 
capita.! I will require (but don't look frightened, chm Monsieur, I will 
only require it as a loan). With this capital, which again will be only 
the quarter of the sum we will be in need of at the end of auy year, I 
will play my system, and in one evening I willga.in the amountrequircd 
for our debts, plus the amount I may have borrowed from your bank. 
Before leaving, I will repay your bank whatever amount it h.ali 
advanced and I wID return to my monastery with the balance. 

"Vi"hen my liie comes to a close, as it shortly will, I shall bequeath 
my system to my sUCCIISMr, he will do the same at the end of uezy 
year, and his successor after him, and so OIl year after year. We will 
bave the satisfaction of loolcing down from our windo~ and seeing 
tllese barren rocb becoming covered with gardens. 

"Beautiful villas will be built along the slopes of ~ wild 
mountains, the railway will be brought here and trains will come flom 
all parts of Europe. 
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" Music will make her home here, and the paintings of great I!UlStel'Sl 
will be hung in your galleries. Taxation will be unknown, the limenta­
Hans of the poor will not be heard in your streets, pilgrims will coma 
from all parts of the world to your Mt1t£a of gold, but they will be 
rich pilgrims, Monsieur Blanc--and as pilgrims always leave som.e 
souvenirs of their pilgrimage behind them. so will your rich pilgrims 
lea V~ their wealth and their jewels with you., in return for the new 
sensation your enterprise will give them. 

" Some will be humbled while other~ will be exalted, some will oome 
in poverty and leave in w-ealth, some will learn lessons that no other 
school could teach them, and lastly, though some may lose, Monsieur 
Blanc will gat,. always. Dost thou like the picture, cher Monsieur ~ .. 

• • • 

v,.ithin a month Monsieur Blanc had already ~iarted with the first 
table of roulette in his little restaurant under the grey walls of the 
ra.c;t\e of Monaco. 

Carriages and diligences loaded with passengers soon came in daily 
from Nice, Cannes, Mentone, and Italy; in a few months the l'.L.M. 
Railway asked the l'rince of Monaco for a concession to carry thdr 
line through; villas sprang up as in a night, and large hotcl~ began 
laying their foundations. 

The then semi-bankrupt Prinr.:e of Monaco woke from a nightmare 
of poverty to a day-rlream of wealth. He gave Monsieur Blanc a 
o::oncession of land for a new casino in Monte Carlo, on the cons~ration 
of a royalty to be paid to his family for ev~r. 

Then an alliance was brought about. The princely house of Monaco 
became joined with the lowly house of Blanc, in ,. the holy bonds of 
matrimony." Monte Carlo bel;:ame the IIllIgnd of the WQr1d~the 
old monk's prophetic vision had become a reality. 

Meanwhile, the little monastery high up in the mountains had also 
gone ahead; at the end of every year the old Superior had always the 
money to nu:et its debts. The rare flowers in the garden could now be 
distilled. and their perfume sent to all parts of the earth; old monks had 
no longer to die in poverty or hope for the charityof an ungrateful world. 

And when the Angelus tolkd at !iIlIlSct, the prayo;:n that rose .from 
that monastery on the hill, were so full of gratefulness and heartfelt 
thaD,ks that I can imagine the harps of He<lveIl grew silent for a 
moment to let them pass. 

Alas! that it should be so in this world of thangfl, this " abiding 
pla.ce" where no happiness can last for long, the days of the old 
Superior were numbered, the sands in Life's hour glass were running 
wt. 

It had hecu with .!>low and laboured steps he made at the end of one 
of his yearshislast journey to the casmo, and when the needed money 
was won, the weight of the gold was SO heavy that dawn Wa!! breaking 
wben he at last again reached the monasteIY. 
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Looking upward with a prayer of thankfulness on his trembling lips, 

he read his own approaching end in the fading 5tars that were extin­
guished one by one with the approach of another day. "I, too, must 
appoint another to take my place:' he munnuroo., as he open€d the 
side gate that led him towards his abode. 

With a quiet sigh of relief he paid OVllr the IMney, but as the monks 
filed away with cheerful faces, he caned one back and closed the door. 

The one his choice had Iwlcn on was Father Ambrose, a man about 
middle age. but so handsome that ha<.lh~ not been a monk, the goddess 
of Fortune herself nrlght have given up her thr01le to follow his fate. 

Father Ambrose had also studied Astrology, he was such a good 
mathemati~ian that" the stars in their courses " could not err for him 
in the fraction of a second in a cycle of time. The old Superior had 
often thought of him. in his choice of a successor-and so the moment 
had come at last for the secret he hdd so dear to his heart to be given 
to another. 

Up there in the silence of the hills, day after day, and month aftpr 
month, broken only by the hours of devotion, the old monk'taught 
the younger one his wonderful system. 
A~ he had made the game, based on Astrology, he alone conld teach 

the conjum:tions and combinations of the planetll that produced 
certain eiteo:;ts on animate aud inanimate things, whose slightest 
vibration changed the colour~ of flowers, the thoughts of men, and 
affected the formation of the hardest rock in the very depths of the 
earth itself. 

One evening, wh~n wi had been taught, when error of iu<lgm.ent had 
been made impossible-the vow was given-the ww w keep the S«1'a 

inuWkd~ to keep if. until th~ foolsteps of dudh- came ncar crwugn 10 warn 
him if was time to pass hi.5 trust (171 to <l1W/Jt.e4I. 

Father Ambrose, with trembling lips, took the vow. 
The last rays of sunset lit the :l.fediterranean witb gold and purple 

and blue, the approacl!.ing night stood still for a moment to watch the 
light quivering through the windol';s of the monastery, then the gold 
and the blue faded away and f.k purple majest;y of ~th «lm6 i"to 
its wtJ. 

The year was again ClIming to a close; the monk!; had passed their 
atconnts to Father Ambrose, and many an anxious thought went 
round 313 to whether the secret had been passed on to hi= the secret 
that paid their do!lbts on the first day of every year. 

The new Superior seemed the least worried of ill. Hi:> duties had. 
always been carried out to the lcttcr of the law, and under his rule the 
monalOtery had gained :in many ways, even beUer than when the old 
monk was at its head. 

T awards ni«h-t. a man in correct evening dress with a dark Jr.veXUl!$ 
cloak thrawn across bis 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 mountain path towards the culno of 
Monte Carlo that lay like a glittering jewel far down below. 

Being the last ttight of the old year, Ught-heartednes! and. gaiety 
ruled supreme. The restaurants and hotels, gay v.ith IiPw~ and 
bri1liam: with li&ht, vied with one another in their many-sided attrac· 
tions, music Hoated through the air and rose and fell as if keeping time 
to the ripple of the waves of the Mediterranean's tideless sea. 

Yen in evening dress and women robed like queens, passed and re­
passed thmngh the gardens and the stree1.s. 

Poets, pbilosophen. politicians, financiers, Jews, and Gentiles, every 
deso:iption of mankind jostle<! and joked and were happy together. 

Women of all grades and from all part~ of the earth-the dark, the 
fair, the ugly, 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 ne:/:;t. 

The brilliant light of the casino streamerl far ont to sea; passing 
ships caught its rays for a moment, shone like spectres and disappeared. 
White gulls, like dead gamblers' souls, seemed to whirl and float for 
ever BIKI ever round its glistenill!i dome. And below-the fi-uttcrillg of 
the living moths in and ont and round the tables and back ~ain to the 
glittering piles of gold. 

As if he suddenly came out of the night, the tall figure of Father 
Ambrose passed through the brilliantly lighted streets and the crowds 
and passed into th~ casino. 

He went to the bank near the door, had a few moments' conVl!rSation 
with the tashier, exclllwged a p!l~r for a b~ of mOIleY, and finding a 
s.:-at at one 01 the tentre tables, without any hesitation COIIUru:IlCCd to 

Putting the limit in gold on a 5et of nnmbers, he did the same with 
the square, the transversal, the dozen, the column, and the colour of 
the number. "Rien ne va phIS," the croupier cried. A moment's 
sil~, then the click of the ivoty ball as it fell into the pocket of the 
lIum~r he had chOsell. It took :IiOlne moments for the croupier to pay 
out the enormcus amount of the winnings, and meanwhile, every one's 
eyes seemed fi:/:;ed on the strong face of the handsome stranger. 

FOI' him the scene seemed to have no interef>t. There was no mnile 
of pleasure on big lips-his eyes had no gleam of triumph. 

On again the wheel spun with again the same result, and again and 
again without one miss. 

Then it was he suddenly stopped and with a pencil quickly totted 
on a piece 01 paper the amount he had won. It was the first moment 
that an ~ion passed over his face-it was an expression of SIllJlrise. 
He had gamed more than he had intended. 

For him the pLay was over, He leanI!d back in his chair whlle he 
:Iilled a mamou I nther bag with the gold he had won. 

He had not noticed that by his side sat a fn&ile, but bea.utifnl-looking 
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girl Oile oould hardly call her a woman, she lOPlted so fair and sweet 
and, in her ratbtlr simple dress, she appeared strangely uut of plilCl;! in 
such surroundings. 

She also had some system and was so engrossed in h6r play that she 
never once looked up at the handsome face beside Mr. 

Pkw by piece het lIlOlley disappeared. She nev~ winced or 
munnured, hut steadily .... oot on to the end. 

\Vh.en she came to her last gold piece, for the first tim~ a m.ental 
struggle went en in her mind. She turned it over in her hand and twice 
made a movement to put it on some number. but each time withdrew 
the coin. 

The stnmger at her side had been watcbing her for a few minu.tleM~ 
~ seemed the ouly thing he saw in the room. He made an effort to 
leave 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 hf'.gun his " Rien ne va ... It bnt she had got it on, A 
second more, the ball fell she had won. 

For a moment she seemed daT.ed by the pile of gold that was pushed 
before her. 

The stranger whispered again, and she put all her winni.ngs b~ on 
a nwnber, its square, transversal, col\lllUl, down, and colour. One could 
hear a pin drop in that moment of tension, the veins stood out like cords 
on her delicate shapely throat; her lips grew as white as her face. 

She hardly seemed to hear the click of the ball. 
She hardly realized she had won again, and this time, a very large 

amount. 
Her white hands touched the gold, poured it into her bag--a short, 

quick gasp cam.c: from her lips, she slipped from her chair and fell in a 
swoon by the side of the man tlmt np 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, he had lelt her tears of gratitude fallon his 
strong hands---her face, as beautiful as that of a Madonna, was lifted 
up to"''aros his; her eyes were fi.:ud on his. And such eyes-he who 
had only seen the prunted eyes of saints, trembled before the buman 
ey<)S of this woman. 

As in a dream he heard her story. A short confession it was, out 
there in the garden with the vault of Heaven IQ! a coufes3ional, lise 
sa._ old h_,. stwy-the woman who had lost her v,'ay in a dream, 
and when the awakening came, ~ hal gMIB 4JJd ~1t(f h44 gMte 
If.-ith it. 

Again it was the $3.IIle old story_hy sbould I trouble to repeat it­
some strange lawaf affinity had brought theBe two together, it made of 
one a Magdalen, and the other an outcast. 
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The dawn was breaking over the sea as they wandered 110m the 
terrace garden and :reached the outslrirt:i of the town. At the CQIU. 

mell~JlIent of the winding path towards the mountains, he bade her 
good-bye, then he turned again and drew her towards him. 

There is something terrible about the 'OWl of a sttong~willed man­
especially a man who has passed middle li~, and !>till more 50 if he has 
never loved before. It il; the bursting Into being of a new heaven and 
new ean:h-the breaking up of past ideals-the shatteIing 01 the former 
idols that one thought one womripped and the placing of the lrue god 
on the altar of one's heart. 

It il; the birth of eM ffll.l that makes the travail and the labour-pains 
so intense: this birth of /.he soul that sweeps everything into nothing­
ness, that one moment in existence when man can look Ambition, 
Wealth, Life it~lf, in the face-and reply to all thai it is oftl)' LOVtl thm 
mattMs. 

As Father Ambrose felt this love I describe sweeping through his 
veins he made up bis mind. 

" I will rome back to-morruv..- night," he said. "I will play till I 
make enough mone)' for us Ixtth to live on. You will give up your life. 
r will give up mine. Together we will know what love means--the 
love that is j~1l.1ous of all things, the l(W~ flN"/t!hid "'" m-u.st s~crifo:e ~U-­
the love which is in. itself all." 

He never looked back, he felt he dared not. 
~lth new vigour and new life be climbed the mountain path to the 

monastery gate. 
He reached his cell as the da-y,"lI. was breaking. 
The nwDks were waiting anxiously. impaticlltly. Changing into his 

habit. he caUed them and emptied his leather bag of gold before their 
eyes. Quickly they counted it, and again the second time, it was more 
than they wanted or Expected to receive. 

" Are you satisfied? " Father Ambrose asked. 
" More than satisfied," they replied. 
" And IJiJ am I," he said, as they filed out of the room and left him 

alone, 
N~t fell; again the side g-dte of the monastery ~ned, again a 

man stood there for a moment, but this time he heSltated and his 
hand~ trembled 50 much he could hardly bring himself to close the 
gate. 

His heart and soul seemed torn in twain, he was surrendering all that 
be had cherished most, and.. asbehad been taught to believe, abandon­
ing his hope of salvation. 

The struggle was IDOR th= h£ could bear. He ~nk on his knees, 
but dared not pray. He attempted to make the sign of the cross, but 
his ann seemed paralysed; he could not lift it. The words. of his vow 
rang through his ears and froze.h.i:s brain-that vow to use till deatn, 
the se ::rllt the old monk bad taught him, 1W~ for mi (IItrtl. gam, kt [(if 
his motIIUiery. 
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The nigbt had got suddenly dark; a bitter wind from the far-off· 
Alps chilled him to the bone. Snow already had begun to fall. 

In another moment a blizzard of ice and hail raged and bf'sed and 
blotted the twisting pathway Irom 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 cail to prayers. Shaking in every wnb, be dropped on 
his knees in the snow. Again he tried to pray, but no prayer WQuld 
COl1I.e. Pulling himself to his feet in a moment of agony be cried : 

" Even God has forsaken me. I have given up ail-ill! what? ,. 
It may have been an echo-it may have been the delirium of his own 

brain-but the ansW<:lt came back from the valley below-For LUlJG. 
"For Love," he cried, " for Love r have given up all." 
Staggering toroard wilh his hands stretched out towards the valley. 

the stann caught him in its arms---hurled him over the p~ipice to his 
doom; and the ~ecret of Monte Carlo ",-as lost for ever. 



ClJAPfER XLIV 

A D!I.\L IN A SOt]TH Al'IllCAlI' WINE. A LADY PAYS 1ll!.R. lIOO BltT. 
[ All[ OUTWl'lTED BY A FlIENCH ADVEl'l I ORESS 

AS I stated in the Foreword at the cornm.enwment of these r1... Confessions, I have no longer any reason to try to persuade 
my readers (If the troth of that strange study which has givrm 

me the material on which I write ~ relIlffii:jce=es; and they are 
not written with the object of" wnverting" the public to any theory 
or belief of my own. 

I have fini!bed "the span .. I allotted myseH to what I regarded as 
a kind of miS'i'ion :ill life. I haVl: consequently to-day" no axe to 
grind" in rendering my account of a strange career. 

For myself, I will ever be grateful that I was privileged to lead such 
an nnusuallife, to meet the interesting penonalities I have met, to be 
allQWed to C~ so closely and so intimately with the human side of 
50 many of those who came to consult me. 

Although I have never posed a5 a philanthropist, I gladly gave my 
time, and often my money to those I thought I could help; I was 
always ready to sacrifice personal gain in the interest of my study; 
and perhaps because I did oot make money my sale obj~ct. mall!')' 
poured in all the same, and" the bread" that I threw" npon the 
waters" was returned to me even multiplied a thousandfold. 

Apart frum. my ordinary fees. 1 got odd chance~ of making mone), ; 
but in every case, due to something relating to my strange profession. 
One or two illustrations may be of interest to my readers. 

A DEAL IN A SOUTH AFBICAN MINE 

At the dose of ane of my busy days in London, a peculiar-looking, 
wild-eyed man insisted on an intervie'\\' and would not be put off by 
any excuse. 

Perhaps for this reason I could not feci Vl:ry sympathetic, so I 
confess I told him what I saw, without much regard as to whether he 
liked the picture of himself or not. 

I told him he had ri,.;n from nothing; had no education and very 
little brains, that Fate bad 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 instinct for speculation in land and mines, 
which had e.lways brought him money, and which he a~ rapidly threw 
away by gambles in Stocks and Share~ and things be did not under­
stand. 

I also told him he was a dnmkard, but with the· one redeeming 
feature, ~e he rJrank only 'lDiIMJ ~~sf~, but that in a few year!! he 
would drinkhimse1f to death. 

At tlili! remark he looked up for the Jim time, "Then I will be 
successfnl agaiD," he said. 

] abnost lllughed at the lungiJ:Ig expressiou of IUs eyes. " Yes," I .,. 
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said, " I am SCIre you will. ' From what I see, Fate v.ill siV! you a Ia.st 
chance as you enter yout iorty-eighth year." 

" Are you quite sure that m my farty-eighth year, my Iud: will 
turn? " 

"Yes," I said, "absolutely sure." 
Spe<'king slowly and deliberately, he looked me sb:aight m the eyes 

and went on: "I ~ forty-eight Dn the I<j.th Df Scpt~mber-just Ii 
month ago from to·day---ami things have been worse than ever since 
then. Do you still hold to what yon said? " 

I hesitated a moment and then took another look at a. certain line 
that stood out clear and distinct at the forty-eighth year. I could feel 
the man trembling; my words perhaps meant life or death to him. 
Then so:metbiug 5CCIll!:d to poii:>eSS me and give me confideoce. 

" Yes," I answered. " I hold to what I said---as you enter your rorty­
eighth year you will get yom last chance; you will succeed in what­
ever your plan is, provided it is in lands or mines." 

"Look here, guv'nor," he said. "I will tell you what the poIlitiDD 
is. I am an Anstralian, born on the land, reared on it, and as you say, 
I have made money both with land and mines. and with nothing else. 
I have now been ill Lundon fur the past eight monthll tryiug to get 
people interested in an option I have on land near Johannesburg, in 
which I knov,r there are the best diamonds ever found in South 
Africa. 

" I have no money m~lf to exercise my option, which will !lOOn 
run out. I can get no group in the City to join me. I am, in fact, 
• broke to the world.· Do you still believe in what you have said? " 

"Yes," I said." 1 do." 
"Very well, then. Will you back up this study you believe in so 

much, by handill(; me over fifty poUllds to earlY me on for one month 
more? ' 

Without a word J went to my desk and handed him. over the money 
be asked for. I did not even ask for a receipt. 

He just said: "Thank you, guv'nor-you're a white man," rammed 
the notes in his pocket, and walked out. 

I wJmit I felt II, fool, but I felt a bigger one WhL'Il, a month later. h~ 
tlllTled up again. 

"Well, guv'nor," he said, "the month has gone and things are jUllt 
as bad as ever. Will you gamble another fifty and give me another 
month's run ? " 

Tmire was a hungry, wistfnllook in his eyes that was ietribIc to see. 
I felt agreater foul tlaan bdore. audyut I could not re£uie. I gave him. 
the second lifty without a word. . 

He gave my hand a grip that hurt it for a week. 
He went to the door, stopped, and said: "Look here, guv'nor­

don't think I am going to come down on you every month like tbi9. 
If I can't pull it oft this time, you won't be bothered by seeing me 
again but by Godif I dopullitofl, you won't regl'Ct it." 
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About ten days Jater he phoned me:from the City, asJdng me to join 
bim at once at an address he gave ill. Austin Frian. 

He had indeed "pulled it QIl." He had sold his option outright for 
a very large 3Ult1 m IllIIIley oIld I returned to my rooms with a good 
many thou:oand pound:; which, he said, was my share in the deal. 

The last I hellrd of him was that he had retnrned to South Africa, 
where he persistently drank himselHo dM.th and died without a penny, 
a few yean illter. 

A UllY PAYS HER £roo DET 

Another instance of my getting a "coup" m moIlcy in an un­
expected way was lIS equally mysterious. 

People axe inclined to think that women are not good in paying up 
bets, but in the case I am about to relate, I certllinly met with one 
woman who was most sr:rupulous in "settling up." 

One maming I rec:eived by past some excellent impressions on paper 
of a man and a woman's hands, asking my opinion as to the prospects 
if marriage took place, and the likely year when such would occur, if at 
an. It was aJsII stated that the man's age was twcnty-eight and the 
woman's twenty. 1 was above all enjoined to state exactly what J !\aw 
in these hands, and a fee of twenty guineas was enclosed for my work. 
The only address giVEn for my reply was: "X, Poste Restarne, 
Chllring Cross Post Office." 

Thi'l woman's hands were particularly 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 success ElIld a 
distinguished pcosition in life, and a splendid and happy marria.ge if sh 
'Waited .mil she f'tached tltienfJ-fOWl. 

The man's hands were the very reverse. They indicatM a magnetic 
but strongly animal nature: a man with no real purpose err ambition 
except to get money by any means-honest or otherwi~. 

I answered back that" I had rarely seen the hands of two people 
mllre ~ar in character Of temperament, and that if a marriage 
did occur between web perBons, it could only end in separation, 
scandal, and disasttl to the lady." I further added: "If ibis man 
is now tm:nty-eight years of nge, there is every indication that he 
has been married before: there is no indication that this marriage 
has heen terminated; and I belieVE snch a man is not free to marry 
again in his twenty-eighth year." 

In due COIU'5C, back came a reply. and again in the :ia.m.e lady's 
writing. It was to the effect that all I had said about hcr:;elf Wall 
com,.;!; but everything I had said about the man was wrong-that 
he had never been married, bad not even been engaged, or ever had a 
love affair in his life before. And she added: " We shall be married 
IlCXt month, and to show how wrong you are, I will bet you. one hundred 
poUIld!i to ten, that within two years from tim date, our marriage, 
wtead of beiDg a diaaster, will be happy and successful i and I will 
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consider it only hrmoWl'aUe.~Qf yt>U (and she underlined it) to ~g8 
I1ti.s c1w1ktIg~ aM (l,Uept my bet." 

I accepted the bet and sent my answer to "X, Poste Restante, 
Charing Cross," as before. 

The following month, I again v,"l!nt to America, and it was exactly 
two years later before I found myself back in London. 

ODe afternoon, someone made an appointment by telephone for five 
o'clock, alld punctually at that hour II. lady called and claimed the 
appointment. 

Hardly looking at tile penoll who entE'red, I placed a chair for her at 
the small consulting-table near me v,·indow. 

Throwingher veil back, she said: ,. I have not come to consult you, 
'Cheiro'; 1 ha~ only come to pay my bet." Opening her satchel, 
she laid bdore me the lctter ill my 01','11 handwriting accepting the bet 
of two years ago, together with a Bank 01 England Note lor [loo. 

" I never paid a h~t with greater pleasllTe," 5h.e s;\.id. "He turned 
out in every way as you described. He had beiln married before; a 
few months after our marriage he was arrested. He got a heavy 
sentence fQI bigamy, but, thank God, I got free and took back my 
maiden name. Perhap~ you know now V.ilO I Iilll." 

"Yes," I saW. "l;very one read till; cu:;e in the papl;l"S. Even ill 
America it was published, on aCColmt of your family; but I had not 
thought of associating the scandal with my ~t to a Poste Rf!ltante 
address." 

" Of course not," she laughed, " but as you were so accurate over it, 
I am nowliving in hopes that the happy marriage you predicted for me 
at twcnty-four will take place." 

I am glad t<J ~ay that I",,~ than two years later I was one of the many 
invited guests to her wedding in St. }[argaret's, Westminster, which 
was one of the most distinguished that took place tha.t season. 

QUrI-VI·1TIW BY A FRENCH ADVENTURESS 

My readers must not conclude. after rcailin,g some of the previous 
uperiences, that my life was always an easy one, or till! my profession 
did not sometimes lead me into dangers that on one or two occasions 
very nearly cost me my life. 

In the middle of my second season in New York, a man attempted to 
stab me, and did in fact succeed in makinga gashjust Ilbovemyheart­
the scarof which I will carry to the end of my life, my attacker's object 

. to put oj ilie world before a lady-the subject of his 
h~r harn1s read by me the following day. Tha.t 

aside assa many papers quoted it, and give 
. principal character swore to 

thanks to Fate and another 
, and alicrwed sufficient time 
~tJ,"= to lll10ther world. 
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One evening a distinguished French diplomat called at my rooms in 
London and insisted on an immedia1:e interview, although he had m~de 
DO specific appointment m adVli.oce. 

He carried umkr his arm. a SIIlall wooden boll. and laid it duwn on 
the table before me with as much care as if it rontained some priccless 
unsure. 

OM g1anee was sufficint to show that he was in a sta.te of great 
ner:ous excitement tha.t required all his self-command to controL 

SeeiDg that the easiest way to dispose of the matter was to have the 
interview over as quickly as possible, r invited my guest to be seated. 

He spoke with great impetuosity and mixed his very elegant Frcllcll 
with very broken English. caplaining his mission in a few words. 
It was" re rdfairs of ze heart," as he put it, " and re affection is here," 
h!! added as he patted the little bm:: in the mOf.t tender manner. 

According to his statement, he was madly in love with a woman 
whom all his friends were arrayed against. Their prejudice against the 
lady Wl13, to hi!i mind, as unaccO'Untable a~ it wu violent. They had 
told him she was an advcntureS/! Qf the worut type, whose only object 
could be some political intrigue, and to accomplish his downfall. He, 
01 course, man-like, believed nothing of such gossip. He was in love 
with the woman-and a ma"1I in rom is a child at play. 

" I believe in ze grand science of ze hand, Monsieur," he rattled on, 
"so I have brought you my angel's -palms here in dis Ieetle box. ] 
want you to write down what you in them see. I know you will be in 
one accord with my judgment that ~e has great enemies that tell ~ 
lies, but that she is pure as one great piece of while SllOW. 

"For many weelffi," he wBITt on, "she has modMtly refused to my 
many requests to send me over casts of her J.eetle handa from Paris, 
but at last she had given in and ze casts had arrived that morning." 

The box he reverently opened contained the preciou~ hands that 
bad been made in plaster, for it was irupossil.ole for her to leave Paris 
at that moment and bring ller beautiful hands for me to read. 

Very carefully he undid the cotton wool in which they were packed, 
and thm as ht'llald them before me, he lightly touched them with his 
lips, as if he weu 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 nails werc of the delica.te 
a.hn.ond-shaped type. Yes, a. pair of hauds that seemed made more 
for prayer than fur lave. ] took them up very carefnlly he was 
trembling for fear I ~onld let them drop. They were wonderful hand$, 
hery lim and mark 'indicating innocence, tenderness, conrlancy, 
devotio~ virtue that an angel and not a woman:is IOUppol;Cli to' 
po85eSS. 

I looked over at my visitor. ] noticed his WEl.lI:ed moustache, dyed 
at the ends, his sensual lips, his glittering cruel eyes. and I marvelled 
at the miracle "that love performs. 

" Monsieur," I said, "let me sam. these bands up in B. single sartence. 
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Whoever tbe owner of them may be, she is a thousand times too good foc 
you." -

" OW, Oui I " he intenupted, with unrestrained delight. "She is 
one angel i I knew you would speak ze truth. I am an unworthy pig, 
but I shall get good ven I get her as my angel vile," 

I took Il sheet oi paper and wrote out my verdict, and as I did 110, [ 
got enthusiastic myself. I pointed out to him tbe good sides in the 
clJat~cter as shov,.-n by the various marks. I called his attention to 
the indkation of extreme honesty and. truthfulness; that duplicity 
and intrigue would be impossible to the oWiler of mK:h hands; that 
they were almost ideal and showed a nature with high spiritual 
devotion with almost every virtne in the calendar. In response to each 
statement I made, he slnik..J with profuse delight, and reaJlhmed 
every moment his belief in and admiration for "my wonderful 
6cience." 

Some months passed. I had quite forgotten the incident, when one 
day an extremely beautiful woman, wearing a daz.tling array of Jewels, 
called to have her handli read. 

Her viiit was in the regular order of appointments made in adVl!Dte 

by my &"Cretary. 
As she crossed the rnom towards me. I could not help noticing a 

curiolls cynir.al smile nu her lip.~ and a defIant look in her eyes. 
Without a word, she took the seat I offered her, and at once placed 

both her hands on the cnshion, witb. the palms turned upward. 
. If ever I ga.ve a really unfla.ttenng reading, it was in this case. My 

a.nalysisofher character was scathing in the extreme, but fully ~ifi.ed 
by the pair of hnmls spr...,ad out 011 the cushion before me. 

SlIe did not gel angly; she remctined perfectly cahn until I had 
finished. Then sh .. le'1.Il~d back, and indulged for a moment in a 
snMlIed laugh, fnll of cold, heartless triumph. 

"lID\\' men do change their minds I ., she said, with irony, "How 
different a.ll this is from the verdict you rendered less than a year ago, 
Then I was ' an angel' a thousand tim<.:s too good to bocQJlle the wife 
(If a nafty French diplomat. I was [l marvel of spiritual devotion, a 
being devoid of duplicity, faithful, lo<,;ng, virt1l011S---ill fact, in your 
profec;Sional opinion, the direct opposite of everything you have just 
had the goodness to declare I am to-day." 

" Bnt," I blurted out in astonishment, "your hands are not those 
from which the casts were . . , " 

"',!lIrit Ii m=nt, pkast.'," shc intCfI"Upted. "1 have come for the 
express purpose of having Ii good laugh at you, and also to express my 
obligation. 

" To the wonderful' reading' you gave to those seH-same casts, I 
am indebted tor the fact mat I am now the ' angel wife ' of lIonsieur 
So-and-So, and J can assure you I have made good use of my position. 

, , Yes, I used you and his belief in ycrur ' grand liCience ' for my own 
pmpo~. 
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"He has become aware of tills fact, so I thought it was as well to 
inform yoo and also to warn you, for the first thing my channing 
hmband will do when he gets up from his bed of slckne u will be to 
!hoot you at sight. But," she add.e<l., " I somehow doubt that he will 
get up. Don'1look 100 sad O\"I;[ it. 1 will solve the mystery for you in 
a few words. It was simply that -there W 'e cerh.in things which I wall 

determined to accomplish In a politkal w-ay, and the only way was by 
marriagetothe man who brought you the casts. 

" His people knew too much, but still, my friend, fortunately for 
me, Love is blind and a bit deaf as well I knew he had aWolute 
oonndence in your ability to read character frum the 1mc::; of the h!\ud. 
I was n.fraidofyou and detennined nol to gratify his wish that I should 
have casts ~ 01 my l1ands to he submitted to you. 

" He insisted, so I had to give in; but still, I 'Va!; not too stupid. 
1 went to the nearest convent and persuaded the most devout and 
angelic littk nun, who pussesscd exquisitl! hands, to allow me to nrnke 
casts of them. The rest of the story you know. But don't look so 
grieved abont it. I only used yon, Monsieur, as I use all men. Au 
revoir." 
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SntANGE JlATALlIIES OF IlIB GlUI:AT WAR. BOW I PREDICTED A V]OLEN't 

DEATH FOll LENA GUILBERT FORD, AUTllORESS 01' THE I'AlfOVS 
SONG, " KEEP THE HOur; Plh,M BU:aNlNG" 

W HAT a shauge fatality. people said, "that fu gifted 
authoress of ' Keep the Home Fire!! Burning' 5hculd meet 
her death in a London air-raid, buried in the bumillg' ruins of 

ber own bom.e." 
The following story is still mote strange, it indicates how for IOIDII 

persons escape nom Fate seems to be ~ibJ.e. 
It was so with Lena Guilbert Ford, OJ. charming, great--hearted 

woman from the Southern States of North America. 
I first met ber when she WilS a hard_working journa1:i!t in London, 

where her name is still revered in Fleet Stre",t. not from ~ great 
brilliancy in her WI.lrk, but for her good-heartedness in never failingto 
help others in distress or trouble of any kind. 

Her reputation in giving every cent she earned away bec:ame 9Q well 
known that editors wisted that she had to be paid by cheques marked 
" not negotiable," 5Q 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 money thau did this "hack 
writer" of Fleet Street-she had a crippled son al1d an aged invalid 
mother to support. 

One afternoon she called to interview me for SQIlle newspaper, 
so very naturally I e.-a.min~d her hands. 

She had pleutyof signs of ha,\"ing brains and mentality, her Line 
of Head was finely tmeed; but what \ltruck me most forcibly was 
that the Line of Heart (the line WIder the base of the :fingers) 
dominated all other marks and lay like a d~p furrow acrQss her 
palm 

Her thumh also was supple-jointed and bent outwards. another 
indication ofagenerousnature, while the fourth finger was so extremely 
short that it wa~ quite abnonnal. The fourth, or as it i~ called" the 
little finger," for the benefit of my readers, 1 must remark om pallaN, 
is called in symbolism" the croupier's rake," If long, the man or 
woman has the quality of" raking" money or thints toward him or 
herself; if short, they are deficient in this quality, ~y also lack 
acquisitiwJ:less, and especially so with a supple-jointed thumb. 

Ko wonder this clever womau could never keep a cent for her3Clf. 
Another mark that stood out clear and distinct was that of danger 

froIll fire or explosions. 
She laughed when I told her this, saying: "How curkollS that is. 

wherever I go:fire seems.to be attracted to me. I hanlly can remember 
a month when I have not had some accident hy fire of one sort or 
another. But tell me, • Cheiro: " she added, "when shall I ever mab 
some------what r would call f'eal mrIfI<l)I by my pm?" 

" You would," I answered, " if 60me war came on, you would bIl 
.~ 
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inspired to write some • Battle Hymn: likt'l Julia Ward Howe did in 
the Civil W<u," Being an Ameriea.n, she knew a.t once what I meUM 
to, and just lIS quickly she made a note of it ill II. little red book she 
always carried. 

We did not meet again for some years. The Great War came cn, 
hurling doom and destruction across the world. Lena Guilbert Ford 
wrote" Keep the Home Fires Burning," and, as the paper!! after her 
death. said, " there was probably never iii. soldier song so inspiring." 

Many a time ] had felt proud of knowing this harubOllle, gifted 
W<)man wben regiment after regiment marched past singing her 
fammu; !.nng. 

Then I mrl her again; it was one evening at the upper end of Baker 
Street. I was ,,;aiting for an opening in the traffic to allow me to 
cross when I saw Lena Guilbert Ford coming towards me. 

She seeIUed so happy to see me. "You were right, my friend,"!!he 
laughed, " it took a wax to wake me up." 

" Well, I hope the soug brought you some money? " I asked. 
"I sold it fOT two guineas, but what does that matter r" She 

IIhrugged her shoulders. "The solclifrs love it, that is reoompense 
enough. But," she added, "cnriOllSly enough, it gave :me my start. 
My other songs that follmved.' When God Gave You to Me: and' We 
are Coming, Mother England: are bringing me in good royalties. I 
remember :>0 well ~u told me J. would one day make more money 
writing verses than I ever would as II. journalist, but that it would 
take a war to make me do it-and it cert~jnly has done." 

" Come round and have dinner with me:' I said. "My house is no 
distanCl! away." 

., Certainly I will," she replied. "I would low to talk with you over 
that danger from. fire you told me was my fate. Lately it has bu(ll7le 
wt;>rse tiUJ1I- ever." 

We had walked on for about five minutes. Suddenly a gun in the 
far-off dist.anw gave the alarm that a Zeppelin had been signalled. 
Then another and another boom, people began to rush past Il.~ with 
frightened faces, street lights went out one aHe-r the othet. London 
drew over her shoulders a mantle of darkness, waited and hoped. for 
the best. 

At the first boom of th~t far-off eaMon, una had clutched my ann 
with a grip like a vice, she was trembling all over. "We are just 
at my house," I whispered. "We will be saie there till the raid is 
nwr." 

" No, no," she a.nswered. "I mnst get borne, something is pllJling 
mtl there. My mother and my boy have already heard the guns-I 
mmJ gd Mme." 

"At least I will drive you there." I hailed a passing taxi. We 
jllI11ped in, "Warrington Crcsocnt, Maida Vale," slre c~lled to the 
driver. 

In a very few minutes we bad reac-lled the house.. It wu in. 
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black darkness, as all houses had to be when a Zeppelin raid 
was signalled. 

Lena Guilbert Ford waved her hand to me as she ran up the steps. 
It was the last time I ever saw her. 

Cannon in the nearer barrages to London were already booming 
WcC!lSantly . 

Their citcle of protecting shrapnel and Imming 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 home as best I could. 

I had reached my door. and groped with my latchkey to lind the 
lock. All I entered. I looked upward to the black sky above me. 
Far away at an enonnous height, like the flash ot a falJjng meteor, I 
caught sight of an aerial tOrpedG tearing dovmwards--then the 
increasing roar that snch engines of destructiM make. I stood rooted 
to the spot. "''here would it strike? that was the question. 

Passing seconds seemed like eternities-the roar of the torpedo 
seemed ll.OW over my very head-then the crash-and an eliplosion 
that shook the doors and windows down the stn;ct. 

The next morning news filtered through. The enemy t01pedo had 
fallen on the centre of Warrington Crescent. The home of !.ena 
Guilbert Ford had been blo,",n 10 pieces. Her aged mother, her 
crippled son and herself, were gone for ever, buried under the burning 
ruins of what she had onc.e called home. 



CHAPTER XLVI 

HOW CAPTAIN UONBL BOWlES WON 11m VICTORIA ClWSS, TO lilt IClLlJlD 
BY A BOYB IN A I.O!{DON STREET 

ANOTHER tn-gedy during the Great Wa:r in which I wu 
r"'l.. forced to play a role was in the case o£ Captain Lionel Bowles. 

It came ahoUt as follows: 
At the outbreak of the BoerWa:r in IB99, Lionel Bowles. then a man 

of between twenty-nine and thirty years of age, was ODe ot my clienb. 
In his right hand was a sW.~tcr mark of fatality, indicated for his 
forty-iourth year. It seemed so far off that we both laughed over it. 

Up to that date the Unes in his hand promised exception ... l success 
in e~rything he undertook-a kind of "lucky Jim" one would 
pronounce him to be. 

Although a young man he hnd already made a name as one of the 
most fortunate speculators on the Stock Excbange. 
~ing he touched turned to gold-.....even an old crock of II. race­

baIlIe he had bought in a :moment of caprice at a public auction for 
the small sum of £50. had the year before won four of the big races in 
England and brought him in a small forlt1J1e. 

,. I am going to ' join up,' , Cheiro: " he laughed. "Do you think 
from my lines I will be as lucky in WIl! as I have bem up to now in 
everything: else ? " 

":Most decidedly," 1 ansv;ered. "You will certainly tome back 
with the Victoria Cross pinned on your breast." And that was enctl.y 
what did ha.ppen. 

Here is the story as I heard it from his OWll lips shortly after the 
Boer War was over. 

He joined up asa private in that famous battalion called the G.I.V·S,l 
and in due course wa.s sent to South Africa. Out th~re h~ luck did not 
for a moment desert him; he had the most wonderful hairbreadth 
escapes from death that one could possibly imagine, on one occasion 
beillg caught in an ambllSh-he was the only man to get out """'. His indifference to danger brought him rapid promotion. He was 
transferred from one detacllment to annther, and in an engagement 
where evEJY officer ,,;as killed he took command of the regiment and 
brought h:i~ men safely back to camp. For this action he ~ved his 
conunission, and in due OOIl1W beca.mc captain. And now eouu;s into 
the picture the curious story of how he won the highest award of the 
British Army-the Victoria Cross. 

Curiously enough, after the "'ill" was over he wore this much coveted 
decoration as IB.l'ely as possible. 

" One would almost think you were ashamed of having it," I said 
to him one evening when he used my TOOIl1l:l to dress for an important 
tnillhry dinJltt. , 

"I have tell minute~ to $pUC," he :oa.id, lankin!;" ILt two watch.. .. I 
£ CIty lwperiaI VolUlltMn. 

~, 
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will tell you the reill story about it, only kerp it to yourself tlli after 
my smnsll-up in my forty·fourth year." 

I nodded assent and he wcnt on. 
" I am supposed to be a brave man, one born with suprellle indiffer­

ence to danger, death, and all that sort of clap-trap. 
" Well, let me tell you, my fr~d. it is allhunkum. I was exception­

ally lucky. that:is all. In the war I knew I '\\ulucky. I knew my 
hour had not struck, so I took el:ceptional risks but it was not due 
to courage. v,,'hen the real test cune I rew.ized I was the most ammt 
coward that ever breathed. I will tell you how the tart came: you 
can think what you like aftar you hear it. I will teU )'Qu the story 
straight from my very soul-the soul that ha.~ despised me ever since," 

Lighting a cigarette and pacing up and down the room, he went on: 
" In the madness and excitement of war, men hardly know what they 
do, or can do, but in the silence of the lIight when {I!Ie i~ alone EIlLd face 
to face with death, then it is that a mlUl knows what his true nature 
really i~. 

"Luder the blaring light of day with my oomrades round me, or 
galloping across the veldt to the attack, where one could see the enemy 
in the open, the madness of blood-lust carne to my rescue and I felt I 
could go through anything. 

" On Spion Kop. however, I went through my fust test, andrea.fued 
what II. coward ;rt heart I really was. 

"There, expO!'edforrlay,; and night5 without~helter, out-manoeuvred 
by the Boers, unable to see their sharp-shooters firing down from a 
higher position, it 1';'aS quite a different story, I assure you. 

0< My so-called o:ouragc oored from lily very finger tips. I lay in a 
cold sweat of abject fear, wondering if the next bullet would find me 
as its mark. I got t/rrtJugh without a scratch-just hlCk, pure luck. 

" Then came the battle of Mooder River. 
0< Imagine, if you can, a wide stretch of open veldt between us and 

the Water, no sign of any enemy, not a tree or a ~rub to give cover, 
not a shot fired. 

" Our orders were to cross the river to occupy the !ow-lyinll: hills on 
the oJlposite bank. 

"Orden; have to be obeyed, not a man among us shirked the 
advance, ~n though the humblest private in the ranks felt in his 
heart that' someone had blundered: 

0< The ri,,'eI was ",ide but fordable, our horses plunged in, the IlII.ln 
followed holding their rifles and ammunition above their heads to 
keep them dry . 

.. We had gone more than hali-way~no enemy was to be seen: that 
wondeJ:ful product, the British soldier, had already rem.bed his 
spirits, jokes were cracked from one man to another. 

"Suddenly a shot rang out, then another and arwtber-the·blULk 
oppo!ite became a livid line (If fire, we were virtually looking into the 
muzzles (1£ rifies, before us, beyond us, aud from the hills above. 
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"BnJJeta biuHl through the air, splashed the ""ater, dead bodi~ 
of bOISe!! and men floated dOWll the river. V .. e were trapped as British 
troops bad never been trapped befure in all their history . 

.. And still the fight ~nt on, some men :><:rambled through and 
fought the enemy hand to hand. 

"Field guns thundered up to our assistance, sheJls. ripped &let" 
trenches, but to no avail: sharpshooters from holes and roch above 
us picked of! the commanders first, then the non-commissioned officers, 
then the men. 

" Night was coming on, the re1:reat rang out. But how any of Wl 
srnunbJcd 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. 

" I dared lIot stir. I was paralysed with fear, the dread silence 
brohn only by groam from dying men completely unnerved me. 

" Then it was I kntUJ I It'IIS II COWOYd. I could not face the death 
that other men had met with a smile. 

" It was DOt so far back to 1JW" adv-dnced lines. In the dim light 
I could see the Red Cross units bringing in the wounded and the 
dying. but I was too afraid to make the dash acrOl;S the open veldt. 

"Snddenly, I saw not far from me a badly wounded man struggle 
to his feet. A ~niper saw him, too, and ans..vered with a crack of a 
rifie. The bullet missed; the man went on. 

"He was;;o crippled he could only move ::dowly, but yet tJu; buUe~ 
""=,, 

'" I am not wonnded,' I thought .• If he can make the attempt, 
surely I can do the same.' 

" Creeping on my hands and knee,.";, I pa.~sed between bodies of dead 
and dying. My eyes were fixed on the nearest Red Cross Hospiul-I 
thought of DOthing else. 

" Making a great effort I f=d myself tomy feet. I had Ilot run ten 
yards when a suiper's bullet grazedmy face, then another went through 
the sleeve of my tunic. Hardly knowing what I did, I snatched up 
the body of a man lying on the ground at my feet. It was the work 
of an instant to throw him across my back. 'He will stop the bullets: 
I thought. 'I have still a couple of hundred yards to go.' 

" I ran, as fear alone can make a man run. I reaclJcd the Red Cross 
unit, with my heavy burden slipping from my shoclcters. 

" Lnck-I suppose I should call it-l had carried in a badly wounded 
officer of high rank, and won the Victoria Cross for bra1lD}' on Us.! 
jUU." 

Years later we met again. It was .in the worst part of the Great 
War, October 1916. I was lunrning alone in the grill room of the 
Culton. Bowles saw me and came over to my table. He looked 
worn, haggard. a .... adow of his former self. 
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"Yes," he sald, in ans",-er to m.y questioning look, "my wonderful 
luck has deserted me. I can't even get a job to fill shells . 

.. When war broke out I tried to ' join up,' but it was no use. I 
could not pass the medical examination. In 1913 I had pneumooia. 
and doctors said the fogs of Londoll had done the rest. 

"I am. a 'broken-down crock,' they pronounced. 1"his war calls 
for only the ymmg, the fit, the best the nation can produce. Cannon­
food. they have all agreed, must be the very flower of manhood, the 
great god Moloch must not be insulted by offerings of the' unfit.' 

" My record in the Boer War does oot assist me one atom. My V.C. 
was won fighting :farmers, !.hey SDe(:f, bnt fighting Germans is quite 
another thing. 

" So here ] am, my friend, without a job 01 any kind. My old 
business as a broker in bankruptcy. the Stock Exchange in a state of 
chaos, myseH a derelic.t on a.ccO'Unt of health, and WOt5e still, I am 
in my dreaded forty-fourth year, 

"The only thing I can do," he went on, "is to meet the trains 
bringing in the wounded at the various stations and help 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 hoUlie at 
the oorner of a street opposite whert! he stood, completely demolishing 
it, and killing a number of people. 

Seized with a paroxysm of fear he started to run for his bome fully 
two miles away. Through the now empty streets he raced till he 
reached it-a ba3ellU!ut flat in Grays Illn Road. 

Tremblingwith fear he threw hilllSeif iuto his bcd, pulled the blankets 
over his head-and waited. 

The Zeppelin had followed-high up out of sight in the far-off cloud!! 
it hovered for a mnm,mt--dropped another bomb and disappeared. 

Aiter the crash, when the debri~ WM cl~ared away, firemen found 
the mangled body of Captain Lionel Bowles lying on his bed. 



CHAPTER XLVII 

TlIII. STlU.:NG& STORY OF T.!IE DUCHESS D'AVARAY, PRINCESi 
DE MONIGLYON. 

I N an earlier chapter in these Memoirs, I have related how I met 
tM b.te King Edward VII, then Prince of Wales, in the slllcm of 
the PrinreM de Yontglyon at the Berkeley Hotel, London. 

Swn.e time before, she had come to me as a c1ieut. The lines on her 
bands had told me a m<mge ~iory, one so extraordinary and so un­
equalled in fiction, and one in which I personally became involved, 
that it will, I think, inten!st my reader!J if I relate it in these pages. 

In my recent W<lrk, You aM Your Hand,' I have reproduced an 
autographed impresaion of this lady'~ rem.arkable right hand, using it 
as an elffi.Illple for those who want to learn more about this study for 
themselves. In these l'Ii[emoirs I Gall, however, allow myself to go 
:more deeply into &tails of her life than I could do in a book deEiling 
with the technical side of the study of hands. 

This rema:rkable Wom~D wag a " Child of Fate" in every sense of 
that expression. Born in the lap of luxury, a d\'=lcendant of one of the 
most noble families of Europe, from her birth she carried in the lines 
of her hands fore'\l'arnings of a terribly tragic destiny which apparcntf.y 
i4d k.t /It' Julfi/J.~. 

When I first met her she was a woman of about thirty-five years of 
19I'l. remarkably hand'lome, un1l.~ua11y intelligent, endowed 'I'oith a 
ch,ann of personality and magnetism that was irresistible as far as m.ost 
mell were co~cerned-yet a com.plete faiJ.ure a!I worldly SU~ is 
measured. 

Her birth and 8Urronnding!. had be .. .n as equally "out 01 the 
ordinary" as her subsequent life proved itself to be. 

Her mother, CoUIltess de Mercy Argenteau, in ber OW'IJ right Princess 
de MOJrtglyon, was one of the most famousoffue "Ladies-in-Waiting" 
at the brilliant Court of Napoleon III. 

'There i~ no doubt that this extraordinarily handsome woman played 
au. important role in the life of the Emperor of the l:irench, ElS he was 
50 proudly designated. 

Surrounded as he was by the most fascinating women of the day, 
manied to the beautiful Eugenie of Spain, the" fair sex" undoubtedly 
bad great inttuence in bis career, but no one more so dum the proud 
and imperious Countess de Men:y Argentean. 

And yet this" love affair," or whatever one may can it, has been 
left umrullied by scandal, which is a remarkable thing in itself. 

In all the chronicles of that gay Court of Napoleon III, no breath of 
cal"WWly has ever scorched tbe name of the Countesa de Mercy 
Mgenteau, even when after the Emperor's fall a secret passage was 
discovered in Paris leading from her home to his private rooms in the 
Palace . 

• y".. """ y""" H~~, p\1bJi.1hed by D<>lIbl~y, Donw. &lid C\>" N,"", Yark. &1"'­
J..mId.. Lid., LaGd ..... 

d' 
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Eight years before the-Emperor i(lst his throne, the Countess's only 
child'. the sttbiect pf this story. was bom. The event was acclaiIrurl 
with Eestivities by the cutin: French Court, the E~ Winudf rdl2ffiUfJg 
fI$ gotlfatA8r to Ute _ ~al. 

To the Countess de Mercy Argenteau, however. it had been a bitt« 
disappointment. She wanted a son, and in co:uaequeIW.l it ~ said she 
almost hated the little one fur being a girl. 

Fate in this cruel way started the little Princess under unfavour­
able OOIJditioll$, which were made still WOI'5e by the defeat of 
Frnrn:e and the fall of the Emperor into the hand!; of the German 
Anny. 

The Countess, her mother, made every effort possible to go to the 
aE&i.stance of Napoleon, now a prisoner in Gennany. At the risk of her 
own life, leaving her child behind her, she escaped from the S~ of 
Pari9, made her way alone and single-handed direct to Bismarclc:, and 
in some extraordWary way won over the Man of Iron sufficiently to 
grant her permission to $CC the Emperur alone in the chll.teau in which 
he was a prisoner. 

By this means she obtained Napoleon's own views and suggestions 
as to the terms of the trtaty tha.t WOllld wontr or later have to be 
drawn up, on the sUJTender of Parillo 

What tender scenes must have passed between the man faUen from 
power and tlw wamiUl. who had risked so much fur that iut~rvicw of 
a few hours. can be better imagined than described. 

As the last momerrts came, befOIe they separated for ever, tbe ex­
Emperor sent only one request to his conqueror, "that the Countess 
de M.ercy Argenteau should be escorted safely back to Paris and spared 
every indignity til' rlJUk." 

By BisIllarek's ~peci,1l orders this was carried out, his soldiers stand· 
ing to attention wherever her carriage stopped. 

On her arrival in Paris, the Countess rn.ide one more daring attempt 
to carry out what she Eaid were the last wishl!$ of Kapoleon before the 
Treaty of Versailles could be dra,m up. 

Relying OIl her beauty aD.d. extraordinary charm, she forced a 
personal interview on the King of Prussia and Bismarck in the Palace 
of Versailles. 

At this interview she pnt forward for over an hour the vi""''S of ilie 
ex-Emperor for lenient treatment for vanquished France. "All to no 
pmpose," she wrote in the notes she left behind. "Bismarck was 
absolutely :iD.dilleI'Cllt to my t~anl or my thanns---the brutal Treaty of 
Versames was drawn up last night." 

Failing completely in her desires to be of assistance to her Emperor, 
she retired to her estate, the CMreau d'Argentea.u in Belgium, and 
remained there to her death. 

Meanwhile, her daughter, tIm little Princess of M.ontglyon, the subject 
of this Memoir, had grown up to be a roost beautiful and talented girl 
.Alone, surrounded by the historic walls of 01lC of the oldest of Belgium's 
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cblteaus, she was cut oft from thl! world, without companions err 
distractions of any kind. 

Her lIlOther had, iwwever, plalIIled for her a "brilliant marriage," 
and in due COW'!le she was married to the Duke d'Avaray, one of the 
proudest names of France. 

Fate now took the reins in her cwn hands. Paris opmed her arms 
to welcome her. At the ageofeighteenshereignedaaaqueen of beauty 
amtmg the handsomest women of that tiJIle. 

Her .solon was sought altcr by the most brilliant men and w<lmen of 
the day, the greatest names of Europe attended her rel;eptions. The 
Prince of Wales, later King Edw:ud VII, bocame one of her most 
devoted ad:min!rs, and tame over from London whenLm'lf possible to 
be present at her Utes. 

Her JIWriage was, ho'mVer, unfortunate; the Duke ad she drifted 
apart and they led their oWlilives independent of one another. 

On the outside everything appeared well for some yean;, then the 
jealOllfl}' and enmity of a woman so embittered her, that one day she 
just" walked out," leaving evtltything behind her_veIl Paris. 

She rdil"ed to the Chateau d' Argenteau which she had inherited £rum. 
her mother, and with her dop and her wonderful bruod uf peacocks 
and peahens, she appeared to live happily for a time. 

It was here in that beautiful old chlteau that I saw her to her 
greatest advantage. 

During an unUS1lalJ.y severe winter, one December she invited me to 
wake a house party with a few friends and spend Christmall with her. 
r reached Ostend in such Ii storm that I WWi the ovly p;>ssenger who 
cr<l"sed ilOl]l ElJ€land that night. By the time the train n;ached Ghent, 
snow had begun to fall heavily, and ",;hen I reuhed Liege, the nearest 
station to the chAteau, the roads bad already become wellnigh 
impno;;able. 

I had, however, lIULde up my mind to r~ach. my destination. I took 
it all in the spirit of adventure. so a few di:fliculties more or less did nat 
seLm to matter. After some bargaining and considerable loss of time, 
a sleigh and foUl" very decrepit-looking horses were finally put at my 
disposal, and in a blinding snow-storm I set out fen: the Cbateap. of 
Argenteau. 

1 nred. not relate tbis part ot my experience; many others have been 
in snow-IStonns before, and snow-stOlms, like people. are very muc.h. 
built on the same monotononslineo;. Suffice it to say, the journey took 
hours, but some time in the afternoon I reached my de!ltination. 

The magniDcent wrought-iron gates of the Park were not open, no 
ODe could be expected in b'Uch a !ltOI"Ill. The lodge-keeper and his wife 
had gone to bed, although it was only four o'clock, but lodge-keepen 
alway& do things like that on 1;.ucb. c-cc0sions.. The dela:y, b.owflYM, 
rve m.e an. oppol""tunity oi admiring the flnest specimell3 of v;ro~, 
.lI'Ol1 gates that perhaps exi!il: in Europe. 

01 a &reat beightj sumwunted by gilded speilIS, they supported in. 
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each centre a shield covcred with forty-two dagger lw:1dles made to 
represent forty.tWl'J fieurs-de-lis OIl, a field of azure, This example of 
heraldic work I i!'lamed later from the Princess's own lips r~ 
forty-two daggem found embedfu!d in the breast of one of her ancesto~ 
under the walhm Jerusalem during the first Crusad!!, and 110 remaine4 
as the coat of anus of the Argenteau family ever since. 

At last thelodge-kceper WII.3 routed out of his bed, and with theMlp 
of shovels and Iris buxom wife, the gates were Qpelled sufficiently wide 
for my sleigh to enter. 

We reached the portioo of the cha.teau, the noise of the sleigh-bells 
bad been heard, the heavy oak doors were thrown open, and the 
Princess herself appean:d to wel~orne me, together with her English 
compa.uion, theso1e occupant!> of th~ plll.W, for nunc of tho:: other guest"$ 
bad braved the weather. 

For nearly a v;€Olk we Wf'xe snow-bound in the chateau. Late one 
afternoon we heard sleigh-bells in the distance. Was it possible that 
some one was coming to visit us ? 

A 5lcigh draW"ll by two;> splendid horses drove up to the portico. We 
rushed down to the ~Iltrane<; hill to see who had braved the snow. To 
my profound aIDaz,cmenl, the King of the Belgians and Prin,:eu 
Clementine, his royal daughter, entered. 

His :Majesty recognized me at once. In a previous chapter I have 
related my meeting with him in Paris and in the Palace of Laekenlater, 

" Just imagine meeting you here," he said ~OIdiaIly, "and in the 
chlteau 01 oue of my dearest friends." Turning to my hostess, the 
Princess, he addressed her as" Cousin " and calmly announced that she 
wonld have to put nphim.self and the Princess Clementine for the night 
as it would be too dark to risk the snow-drifts on the long drive back 
to Brussels. 

Later, we all met for dinner: on this octflsion it was served in the 
principal dining-room of the chateau. Up to then the Princess, her 
English campanion, and myself had had all our mea.lsin the more cosy 
dining-room attached to the Princess's own suite, 

The larger room was almost regal in its size and funl.ishinglI. The 
walls Qf criIll90n vdv~t were covered with the painting!> of ancestors 
dating back to the time of The entire service was of 
gold-no wonder, I thought. digestions. 

Hi~ ~[ajfl!;ty of Belginm ate ' att08S the table he; 

chaffed me about the Irish stew I had 
and told the 51tory of how he had giyCII 
him in the Pa.lace of Laeken, but" 
revoonge by prcdkting for me stomach 
And he added, " I believe his prediction i 
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from creeping into that immense roem. In spite of three huge ure­
places full of blazing~. we were aU gJad when our hOlrtes::l suggested 
we should haVe coffee and liqueurs served upstairs in her own oosy 
suite. Once up there, things seemed better; as well as two large wood 
:fins, there were no less than four charcoo.1 bruiers, one in each corner 
of tberoom. 

His Majesty i!lnggested a game of pom, "tOo keep onf tbooghn off 
the weather;' he laughed; so we played till long past midnight. We 
might have gone on till morning if His Majeirty had IlQt won all our 
money. He was not disposed t<J pIlly for" paper," so we stopped and 
bid one another "" rwrM tilliunclicon next day. 

On my way to my suite of rooms, I had to pass the private chapel 
where the Father Confessor with two acolytes was saying an early 
Mass. It Wa.!;, however, so ~old that the priest was Wl!aTIng a fur coat 
under his vestment!;; while his t",-o little boys, also with fur, looked 
exactly like two little" Teddy Bears," 

Poker, religion, and a royal personage, under the 9lIlD.e roof; what 
a nWrture, I thwght, lIS I closed my door and went to sleep. 

The neJ:t m<:>rning. snow that had fillen during the night was piled 
up at the windows and was still fulling. We all met at luncheon, but 
in the warm dining-room of our hostess's awn suite, where the con­
versation wasnaturally about the weilther. 1t was finally decided that 
His Majesty and Princess Clementine could not attempt the journey 
back to Brussels that day. His Majesty accepted being a prisoner with 
quite a good grace and sent a couple of men on hOTllES to the Palace to 
let hls Government know whet<:: he was. 

There was no telephone in Belgian chateaux in those days, so he had 
a €ODd rest and, I believe, slept for the rest of the day. 

The next morning an escort arrived from the Palace of La.eken and 
His Majeny of Belgium and his royal daughter returned home. 

As thexe was no escort for me I had to remain another rom days, 
bef~ the roads became passable eIlQugh to reach L~ge and tab: my 
train for England. 

That was the last time I saw Mercy of Argcnteuu, Princess de 
Montglyon, surrounded by the m"enjficence into which she had been 
bom. 

The next time we met, her :splendour had diminished, her fortune 
wall gone for ever, with creditors assailing her from every side. 

During Qur many years of friendship I had often foretold for her the 
f]p~nci.aJ crisis that was coming, and whiclI she seemed strangely help­
less to avert. I had 1ih0WIl her on h~r hands howthe Fate and SUCC($S 
lines were rapidly filding out. 

She was a fatalist to the core and took emy blow with a smile. 
Across her private notepaper she had embossed in French the words, 
" Et ceci aussi il p3$MI"i1" (and this also will pass away). This was 
the wtlook she took on life and it was impossible to get her to teglll'd 
it in. ~y otm;t 'Way. 
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One speculation aft!! the other ruined her. Money melted in her 
hands like 110 much snow j jewell! and precious relics of her hmily had 
to be sold to pay her debts. Finally, creditors seized the ChAtev.n of 
Argenteau. and by II strange irony of Fate, the last room to be sold, 
and the last one she slept ill before she left the chateau for ever, was 
the very room in which she had been born. That ni(;ht she left far 
Paris, her only companion being" Shamrock," a beautiful collie dog 
that 5he adored. 

Destwy was not tinished for her even then. I had always predicted 
for her that when l:Verything had gone that some romantic love affair 
would come into her life v.1lich would cause her to leave her own 
country and coinrnffice a new life in some world such as the United 
States. This she laughed at, saying such a thing as love was im­
possible. Yet, curiouslJ' enough, I was fated to be preS<'nt whet;l the 
curtain rang up on the strangest romance of this strange life. 

One evening in Paris she sent me an invitation to be present at the 
large arena of the old Mouliu Konge. She wanted me, she -wrote, to 
see a daring exhibitwn (If lion taming where Bonavita, the famous 
American lion"tamcr, Wall to appear for tlw ~t time. In fact, she 
added, "The more I see of men, the more I love brutes." 

We had front Sl'ats in the nn::bestra stalls. 
The great crilMon curtain.~ rolled open. The entire stage was re­

placed by a steel. cage j enormous African lions paced up and down 
before Illl, glared and growled at the audience, snapped and snarl<:ld at 
0I1e another, and generally behaved as the "King of Beasts" is 
snpposed to do. 

The famous lion-tamer enLered, closed ilie steel gate behind him, 
and stood for a. mom~nt like a statue. 

Bonavita ,,;as a man of splendid physique; dressed in a kind of 
semi-military nnifonn, he made an imposing appearance. The audience 
gave him a magnificent ovaticm. He was the one Iwn-ta.m.e:I: in the 
world If''''' n~vey Wi8~ a whip. 

Unconco;:rll~dly he walked into the midst 01 the lions and put them 
through their paces, 'They obeyed his coID.lIlMds 1i.ke children-.zl! 
but Q1If. 

One powerfu] tawny beast retired sulkily into a comer, lashed hls 
tail, and snarled at Bonavita in a threatening way. 

The audience was enchanted. To them it was a duel between a matI';I 

pluck and a rlavgcl'OUlI auimal's temper. 
Bonavita ordered tlu.: lion out to the centre. For a lllOlUent it 

appeared n:ady to obey, but it was only for a moment; it slouched 
to the back of the cage, thf'n crouched, glaring angrily at its tamer. 

The man turned. With his back to the audience, he faced the lion, 
The other animals slunk into various rornen;, leaving the man and the 
beast to settle matters bet\veen themselves. 

The packed theatre grew sileut with expectation. so silent one might 
have heard a pin fall 
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The P:riJ1cesa at my side gripped my ann in the intensity of the 
moment. 

Suddenly the great beast gave a roar of defiance that echoed through 
tbtI theatre. 

The moment had come. With another roar be 9pl'ang on the defence­
less man, knocked him to the ;Soor. and commeD.~d mauliD.g Iris left 
shoulder and arm. 

Then the unexpeeted happened. With every one paralY'sed by fear, 
the Princess sprang from her seat; in a second 5he had reached the 
cage, jabbing and striking the lion's face with the handle of the parasol 
!!he carried. 

Growlingwith pain, the beast recreated a few paces fromhm victim; 
an attendant opened the steel gate, but too frightened to enter, he 
stood holding it open while the other lions, now excited, prowled about 
the cage. 

Pushing the man one side, the Princess enured. Kneeling down, 
she lift~d the injured man's head to her lap, then with the attendant's 
help carried him through the lions and out of the gate into safety. 

Bonavita wa!i rushed to a hospital, the Princess goWg with him in 
the ambulance. An operation saved his life but failed to save his 
= 

And yet Destiny had not played all her cards. Some weeks later the 
newspapers announced that the great American lion-tamer was sajJjng 
the next day for New York. 

That evwing the Princess called at my house. "I came to say 
good-b,Ye," :;he sflid. "I am lcaviDg for the States in the morning. 
BonaVltfl is not strong enough to travel alone." 

A month or ~o later I receiwd a lEtter from New York ... My dear 
• Cheiro '," she wrote, "you can announce to your friends don't 
trouble abo~t mine, I have none now-that l'rincess de :Moutglyon has 
married Bonavita the lion-tamer. I may have wiit a great deal in my 
llie---but I have in the end found-Io,,"'!:!." 

And still Ikstiny had not yet li,nished. Two years later came anoUrer 
letter-the dream of love Vo-a.s over. "Donavita was the best and 
noblest maD I ever met," she wrote, " but his ways were not my ways, 
nor my ways ha We have separated for ever. I shon remain in 
Arnerica-but alone. llike whatever 'Use you like (If that impression 
you took of my hand." 



CHAPIER XLVIII 

HOW I IIlAl!RJEI)-AND WHY 

1\5 I bave re~eived 50 many ietten uking poUlt-blank if I was 
r-1. ever married. it will pt'rllaps not be considered out of place if 

I amwer the question in t:hesf, 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 meu, [ will 
endeavour to satisfy thi,; curiosity once aud for all. 

In order to do thi~, J will have to lay bare my very flOul and give my 
feelings and reasons on this subject, which may not be in 8l:oorda.nce 
with the views or opinions of some of my readers. 

Running 1hrough my mind as I write is that well-known quotation: 

•• To thine ~wn.,elf he trlle, 
And it $ha1I klDow. as the Ilight the day, 
Tholl can'st not thea be false tQ any mIlD." 

I will therefore state quite openly that through all my unusual career. 
mamaga"/f-W; tiM lasr.lJting th<d CIlnM intI) my mim. 

I did not approw of it, at 1t"..1.st Il.ot for myself, for many reasons. 
In the first place, I loved independence more than anything else in the 
world. In the se<:ond,l had in me that material that makes one a rebel 
agaiost convcIl.tionality. 11rird, I led <I.lI UUU~Ui\Ili1c which would have 
heen painful for ~ny ordinary woma.n to fnllow-th ... lire of a rolling 
stone, reildy at a moment's IlOiice to go an~""·here in the ~earc:h of 
material for my own particular study. Lastly, I did not understand 
why two persons had to be tied togl.:thcr by law-when love is the only 
tie thai. binds-and as iliat low had never entered my heart. the 
nece5~ity for marriage in my early yeilrs never came into my mind. 

It may surprise many people to know that in Europe there are one 
or more S(.'CI"et societies that exist, with the avowed ptup03e that none 
of their members 8hall marry. 

"\¥ith myper.!1Jiilr heM for things out ofthe ordinary, it "'as not sur­
pruing thilt I joined one of these societies in my early tVi'llnties. The 
one I joined consisted of five huudrcd mcrnbcrs bol.llld under a e01lUD.On 
oath never to enter the bonds oi wedlock. 

Thilt word in our ritual, I may add, was v;Titt~n and pronounced 
"weed-lock," and played an important part in our ceremony of 
initiation. 

Each member paid dues of one hundred pounds per yoor into a kind 
of pension fund, which money, v.ith compound interest added, came to 
a considerable amount when one reached the supposed wunarriageable 
age of sixty years -ailed in O\II" :dtual, " the ~ of wi..!;dmn." 

Do not suppose for one woment that the members of such an associa­
tion were" women haters"; quite the contrary, they were "women 
lovers," b#t in tha hig"es~ SfflSe oj Uud tm1t. 

Inone part of our ritual we took an oath to help womenin every way 
that WilS pmlsible; to respect no rank mut"e than another-that the 

'" 
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nUe ItlImUJII Uivcreil aU rll1lks. In aoother part Wl! were admonished. to 
. give generously to the fund for women in discess, so that feminine 
relatives of our memhets might be assisted in timea of trouble. Furthe ... , 
we were m.ost strictly conjured to respect the liberty of women as mw::h 
as we did our own; to never forre our attentions on lIer ""heu she gave 
no encouragement; to wait for her to give before we took. In fact, 
to regard her as a. gift from God and ntll4 slrtve ~f man. 

Marriage was regarded as the enemy of such Solntiments, and was 
the only reason we took the oath ro keep free from its entanglements. 

In my OWD cast:. although the lines of my hand distinctly foretold 
that I was fated to marry latc in life, I laughed at such a possibility 
and felt strons: in the fact that I was a member of an anti-marriage 
society. 

The designs of Fate are, however, as irresistible as they are in. 
!;C1'Utable. Shortly after I had joined the society, there tame one day 
to my rooms in London as a client, a young girl whose small and 
beautifully formed hands attracted me even more than she did henelf. 

Beantiful hands have a1way~ bcCII a weakness of mine; as a con· 
noisseur of art almost worships an exquisite painting, so do I regard 
beautifullIands. 

I foretold that this yaung girl would have a Cnlf'l fate before her: 
she 1P."Ould marry ",;thin a year, lose her husband in some mysteriou~ 
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 years; finally, overcoming all 
difficulties, she would be sll(:cessful in the end. 

Loolcing me straight h, the cyes, thia young girl of sixteen said quite 
innocenUy but impulsively: 

"You are the only man I would WJut to IillIrry; if, as you say, I 
am fated-to lose my first husband, can't you try and make the second 
come o:ff a bit sooner i' " 

" What do you mean r .. I asked. 
" Simply that I mean to have you for my second husband, if I cannot 

have you for my Illst." 
r thanked her for the complimcut slac had paid me, smiled the smile 

of a man sure of hims('-lf, bowed her out of my door, but I undd !Wi 
forgd hl:l' small, b84.1.Itifui lwnJs, 

Years later, we met in New York. She was in widow's weeds, but 
a.s her husband's body had not been found, they being both of English 
natit)[lality, she would have to wait seven years, she told me, before 
the oourW would allow his death tQ be presumed. 

We met again in China, Cairo, Monte Carlo, and Parili, but B.l5 by my 
oath I could not many, we remained good frknds and nothing more. 

In the end, perhaps to forget, she went to Egypt and lived for over 
four years in her own caravan, travelling on the confines '.If the Sahara. 

Ont! day, back in the South '.If England, she read the following in 
the DlJity MaH: "We regret to announce that' Cheiro,' t:lu! well-
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)mown seer, is so seriously ill with double pneumonia that he is not 
expM:ted to live. If any relatives should see this announcement they 
should come to him at D~e Lodge, London, without delay. 

There were no relatives to tum up, but the next day me reached 
London and took chuge of me as if it was the most natural thiDg in 
the world to do. 

I had a long. hard fight for life; she nlmed me Iright and day. 
ThOBe little hands proved they could be useful as well as beautiful 

We took a voyage to the Mediterranean to make my reco>vv~&y, 
complete. One day on the return journey to England I had a good 
look at the lines of my oVon hand. I saw I was approaching the date 
wrn:n marriage was _rked for me !at! in life. I V>'ent down to the 
writ~ room and wrote my resignation to the Anti.marriage Society, 
to which I had belonged (or 'learly thirty ycru-s. For fear I might 
weaken in my resolntion, I gave the letter to my iuture wife to post 
and we were married on my return home. 

While writing thi!i chapter I cannot help thinking of that wel.J.·known 
poem which is so appropriate to my own case : 

.. Two shall be born the whole wide 1I'Orld apart, 
And speak ill d~lIc tongues. and have no thought 
F..ach of the other'8 h"i~g, and no b<'Cd-
And. these 0''''' uJiknm,m """" to ullknnwlll""do 
Shall UOBS, escaping wreck. defying death, 
And a.ll1mtonscicu.ly. shape every act 
Alld bend each v.andcrm,~ step to this one "",d. 
That (ln~ d"y, out of d"".Irn~,.. they shall meet 
And (~~d lif~'s mwniny in ~aoh olb~r'" €l'''"''' 

A brief biographical sketch of my wife's career may be of interest. 
On her moth~'" side "he is of French and English descent, on ber 

father's of English stock that trace their pedigree back to the " Black 
Prince," Edward I Qf England. 

She hcrsclf has had an eventful and unusual career. With a very 
decided bent for chemistry, she was tbe first woman in England who 
invented enamdkd jewelry, d~siguing her own electric furnace for th8 
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 design~ she tum~d out were 
very original. At the saTl1£ tiTl1£ she developed painting by crayons. 
usiDg the tips of her fingeu instead of brushes. In her early years she 
had an extremely beautiful. voice, but unfortunately, her musical 
~ was cut short by anoperation on her throat caused by diphtheria. 
In order to recover her health she travelled in many countries, visited 
Egypt, Japan and Cbioa. also North and South America, and had. 
the uniqne experience of being k:idnapped by baiDdits in MexiC(>. 
The head of tlu: troop of brigands chanced to be an English Peer 
who had sacrificed his name and fortune in order to shicld a WQman. 
he was in love with. This story is very beautifully told in a book 
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she has written, called CkdlaweJ /01 Lo~~, which was rerently published 
in l.oJldon.1 

Having a decided Went for gooiogy. botany, and chemistry in 
later years she ha~ devoted her time to the study of pests that injnre 
plant life in various parts of the world. In such researeh work 
she has been extraordinarily suoc<'SSful, having been invited by 
Governments of many countries to assist them in their :fight against 
insect plagues of m.any kinds. She h~s recently writwn all CxhaUlltive 
treatise on the cause of the widespread destmction of the coca planta­
tions in South Amelica, and has pointed out how this destruction 
might be prevented and the plants brought back to their originw. pro­
dUCtiTeneSS. 

Aa I have 51.) often called attention in my books to the fact that 
persons with eJl:tremcly small hands have a natuml. desire to attempt 
large things. she i .. a remarkable {'][ample of this theory. She bas the 
smallest hands of any woman I have ever met, and her present 1.\'erk, 
not being ooufincd to one eQuntry. may in the end extend i~ influen!X' 
to every nation of the v.orId to whom ilie qU4$tion of the protection 
of plant life appeals. 

, Ordl_dfor L. .... , by COUlll.oss Ih.won. Tho l.alldon PubliBhiag CcIllP""'Y. 



CONCLUSION 

I N conclusion, ! would like to add II brief W()I'd of thanks. to the 
Press British, American, and Colonial-for the generous way 
they have always treated me, 1100 the encouragement they have 

given in reviews of my books. Many times the Press has suggested 
that I should publish II complete volume of Memoirs. I have obeyed 
in giving this book to the public. In doing SQ; I have tried to pick out 
of the Sheaf of Memory the m(l!;t varied incid",nts of as wide an 
interest as pOQible. ] must, hoW'eV&, state that fhi.'\ volume, Iargi'! 
as it is, only covers II small part of my many e:rpe!iences, but should 
the demand from the public be sufficiently great, I will b~ happy to 
oontinue v;ith another volume. 

If some of the ~s I ha\'e related are so strange as to be almcst: 
unbelicvable, I can only ask my ~eadeIs to bear in mind that II life 
nnt of the ordinary highways and byv.'3.ys was hound to attract the 
unusual. I have held back many other histones, tully as sensational 
as any that appear in these page<; j bnt those I have given I can 
vouch for liS having a.ctniliy oc(:llJTed, the only alterations being, 
in some cases, the suppreS'Sion of realnalleS lest unnecessary pain be 
caused, and in the ather, theuM: of the author's privilBge of dBsc.ription 
as an artist uses hb brush-not to obscure 01' deform, but to bring out 
the lights and shadow:; of the picture. 

"'", 

.. , 
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