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"|"HE author of t h i s 
original novel pre-

sents an entirely fresh 
point of view, which 
takes the reader well off 
the beaten track. While 
the s t o r y , considered 
merely as a tale of travel, 
is attractive, those who 

« 

look for something a 
l i t t l e d e e p e r t h a n 
ordinary f i c t i o n will 
certainly meet with what 
they desire. The author 
has given his imagination 
free rein, and his picture 
of Dawn City—the city 
of the future—has a 
special fascination. 
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I N T R O D U C T I O N 

IN the following pages I have referred to several of 
the serious problems which affect the human race. 
The existence of such problems is generally realized; 
but, unfortunately, realization has not yet effected 
a remedy. Their magnitude is of such a nature 
that procmstination in regard to their solution is 
fraught with infinite peril. 

Unemployment and State sustenance (or the 
dole) are like grim spectres marching in massed, 
formation through every country. For, it cannot 
be sufficiently emphasized, there is no satisfactory 
substitute for employment. As Robert Browning 
has expressed it:— 

For labour, the common lot of man. 
Is part of a kind Creator's plan; 
And he is a king whose brow is wet 
With the pearl-gemmed crown of honest sweat. 

The problem of unemployment, then, must be 
solved. Notwithstanding periodic droughts or floods 
in various countries. Nature, generally speaking, 
has never yielded so prolifically as at present. 
Science, in arresting disease and reducing famine, 
has contributed its gifts to humanity. There is, 
indeed, an abundance of everything necessary for 
human happiness in the world. But the race has 
not fairly distributed it; and through such stupidity 
there have resulted discontent and suffering. 

In the British Empire, in America, and in other 
countries there are millions of acres awaiting the 
impact of the pent-up energies of myriads of our 
brothers. There are also hundreds of millionaires 
who could afford to disburse, or invest, large sums 
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of money, and who would probably do so if sensible, 
productive avenues were rendered available. 

Another problem which requires urgent attention 
is that of the physical and mental defectives. In 
this connection I would urge a careful selection of 
the species. The present system of marriage is 
haphazard, and the prevalence of the feeble-
minded and of the divorced clearly reveals its 
regrettable consequences. Our parsons should play 
a less important, and our doctors a more important, 
role in regard to marriage; and only those possess-
ing a certificate of physical, mental, and moral 
fitness should be given the privilege of thus repro-
ducing the species. 

Religion is yet another problem requiring drastic 
treatment, and those who are the guardians of our 
race should definitely discourage the raising of 
large ̂  sums of money for Church purposes, and 
especially for the printing of Bibles, which are rarely 
read, and even more rarely understood. Statistics 
show that only thirteen per cent, of the people of 
Great Britain and ten per cent, of those of Australia 
support the Church. Yet with unparalleled audacity, 
as if this were a mandate from the people of those 
countries, the Church sends its missionaries abroad 
to convert—or coerce—the more spiritually en-
lightened inhabitants of foreign countries. 

The Hopetown scheme, as portrayed in the 
following pages, I confidently assert, is a realizable 
possibility. And even if at present that of Dawn 
City is Utopian, in both schemes are to be found 
ideas which, if put into practice, would result in 
big and beneficial consequences to the human 
race. In each of these hypothetical settlements a 
sane attempt is made to solve those great and 
grave social problems which, if much longer dis-
regarded, may plunge our civilization into another 
orgy of destructive violence. 

T H E AUTHOR. 
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C H A P T E R I 

PUZZLES FOR RUPERT 

" New occasions teach new duties; 
Time makes ancient good uncouth; 
They must upward still and onward 
Who would keep abreast of truth." 

J A M E S R U S S E L L L O W E L L . 

IT was a glorious Sunday morning, and the sun's 
rays seemed to penetrate to every square inch of 
the verandah on which Rupert Elsmore sat reading 
that day's newspaper. To the most casual observer, 
however, Rupert's thoughts were not entirely con-
centrated upon the news items. He was obviously 
restless. He felt that on such a bewitching day it 
was almost a sin to remain inactive at home. Still, 
he must not forget that i t was Sunday. Presently 
a familiar car appeared in the distance, and soon 
Rupert's friend Jack was greeting him with: " A 
few minutes ago I decided to go to the beach; i t 
wil l be a great day for surfing. Wil l you jo in 
me?" 

" Rather," replied Rupert. "Just wait until I 
get my bathing costume." 

At this juncture, however, Mrs. Elsmore, over-
hearing part of the young men's conversation, 
called to Rupert through the half-open door: 

" Remember, Rupert, i f you go with Jack you 
must be back in time for church to-night. As you 
know, your father never goes. I can't go, for I 
simply won't wear that old hat another Sunday, 
and the new one, which ought to have arrived 
yesterday, hasn't done so." 
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But Rupert, impatient to be away, had scarcely 
waited for his mother to finish speaking. ' ' Don't 
worry, mother," he cried out, as he hastened to 
the car, " I'll be back in time for church." 

Jeffery Elsmore, his father, even if he heard any 
of the foregoing remarks, was quite uninterested. 
Not that he did not wish Rupert to get all the 
enjoyment possible out of life, but rather that he 
found his recreation elsewhere. Jeffery's hobby 
was gardening, and on every holiday—or holy day, 
too, for that matter—the senior Elsmore was to be 
seen among his beloved plants and flowers. It has 
been said that Jeffery never attended church, but 
it certainly could not be said that he was atheistic, 
though doubtless the Reverend Reginald Tomkins 
considered him such. But those who knew Jeffery 
knew this to be untrue. His conception of religion, 
of worship, and so on, was undoubtedly scarcely 
orthodox; but everyone acquainted with Jeffery, 
and all who watched him among his beloved roses, 
his carnations, his orchids, in some mysterious way 
felt the spell of one whose very being seemed to 
be in harmony with the Infinite. " The Creator," 
he would sometimes say, as he tenderly handled a 
flower, " has conceded to His creatures the privilege 
of co-operating with Him in rendering the earth 
more and more beautiful. Just gaze at that neg-
lected garden next door. What is its owner doing 
to contribute to the earth's beauty?" So Jeffery 
tended his garden, while his wife and son attended 
their church. 

That Rupert did not regret having availed him-
self of his friend's invitation to go to the surf was 
clearly evident. How he revelled in the breakers, 
from time to time enjoying equally the warm and 
exhilarating sunshine! " Yes," he mused, " this is 
certainly better than church." 

After a hearty lunch, appetizingly prepared by 
Jack's mother, the friends, stretching upon the 
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beach, indulged in a sun-bath before returning to 
the water. They talked little, for Jack was soon 
enjoying a siesta. Rupert's thoughts, however, were 
too active, too riotous, to enable him to do so. 
It was not surprising; for several years he had, 
almost persistently, felt an urge in two opposing 
directions. When he was but twelve years of age 
his fond grandmother died, leaving for his education 
interest on investments amounting to £8 per week. 
At the age of twenty-six—he was now twenty-five— 
he would inherit the principal also. But an im-
portant and irrevocable provision in the will was 
to the effect that Rupert was to be educated jfor 
the Church, either as a clergyman or a missionary. 
Rupert, however, preferred engineering as a pro-
fession, though in deference to his grandmother's 
and his mother's wishes he had taken a course of 
lectures in medicine and in theology, in case he did 
enter the Church. He had, moreover, taken an 
active part in the Young Men's Christian Associa-
tion, and only the preceding week was one of the 
speakers at the weekly debate of that institution. 
The subject related to the historic, scientific, and 
religious value of the Book of Genesis. Rupert had, 
with earnestness, defended the orthodox view; for, 
declared he, was it not the view that had prevailed 
for nearly 2,000 years? Rupert at that debate had 
been greatly distressed because one or two of the 
speakers had referred to the Book of Genesis, with 
its account of the Creation, the Garden of Eden, 
and the Fall, apart from poetry or allegory, as 
quite worthless. 

" If ," mused Rupert, " the Fall of man, as dis-
closed in the Bible, is entirely legendary—being, as 
several speakers insisted, a story in one form or 
another common to several races of antiquity— 
where was the need of Redemption?" The very 
foundations of his faith seemed threatened, and, 
whether he became a parson or not, the great 
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essentials of Christianity—such as the Fall, the 
necessity of Redemption, the Atonement, and salva-
tion through the death and resurrection of Christ— 
he would permit nothing to interfere with. Re-
peatedly he found himself gazing into the retro-
spect of the centuries. Surely such doctrines as 
these were eternally true, for the clergy all through 
the ages had accepted them as such. And were not 
the clergy, in their entirety, God's representatives on 
earth? Did they not enjoy inspiration to a unique 
degree ? Were they not inspired to an extent 
entirely unknown among all other sections of 
the human race? Had not the Pope himself—the 
supreme dignitary of the oldest section of the 
Church in existence—claimed to be infallible in 
regard to spiritual matters? And was it not true 
that this section, like every other branch of Chris-
tianity, regarded the Book of Genesis, like the other 
books of the Bible, as inspired ? How often he had 
heard clergymen, after reading some verses from 
the Bible, say, '' Here endeth the reading of God's 
word." 

On the Thursday following the debate Rupert, 
when passing a bookseller's shop, had noticed a 
book with the rather challenging title. The Rock of 
Truth, " Possibly," he mentally commented, " that 
will throw some light upon the problems which so 
perplex me." He purchased the book, took it 
home, and put it in his drawer. '' Now," said he 
to himself, " on Sunday night, after church, I 
ought to be in the mood to appreciate such a book 
as this." 

'' Say, Rupert," suddenly exclaimed Jack, who 
had just awakened, '' let's have another dip and 
then go home." Almost immediately the two 
young men were again merrily engaged in shooting 
the breakers. 

Jack and Rupert had been friends for years— 
ever since their college days. Jack had studied 
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law, and already, though only twenty-six years of 
age, had an excellent practice. Rupert, as far as 
his work was concerned, had been less fortunate. 
After finishing his university course he had secured 
a good position with a reputable engineering firm. 
Then the depression arrived, and a retrenchment 
of the staff became imperative. At first the single 
men were discharged, until at last Rupert was one 
of the few unmarried men remaining. It was then 
that an acquaintance of his—a young married man— 
was told he must go. Learning of this, Rupert 
immediately went to the manager, and the following 
conversation took place:— 

" Pardon me, sir, but George Swan has just told 
me he is being discharged. I am sorry." 

" So am I, Rupert," replied the manager, ' ' and 
I have postponed issuing the dismissal notice for 
weeks. But the depression continues to be acute, 
and orders are still slow in coming in." 

" May I make a suggestion, sir? " queried Rupert. 
" It is that I leave instead. Although I simply love 
my work, I am, as you know, a single man, and I 
feel that I ought to go first." 

Though the manager demurred somewhat at the 
proposal—Rupert being one of the firm's most 
valued young workmen—George Swan retained his 
position, and Rupert resigned his. 

Jack and Rupert, in happy mood, were now 
driving steadily homeward. The sun was low in 
the heavens, and a few purple clouds which partially 
eclipsed it helped to throw an almost ethereal 
beauty across the vast expanse of water on their 
left. Suddenly, when rounding a bend in the road, 
they witnessed what they feared would be a serious 
collision. Two cars were rapidly approaching each 
other, when for some unknown reason one was seen 
to be on the wrong side of the road. The young 
men heard the crash, and were soon on the scene 
of the accident. One car was badly damaged and 
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its owner severely bruised. The other car escaped 
serious injury, though its owner was rather badly 
shaken. Jack and Rupert at once saw that their aid 
was needed. A fourth car arrived, and soon both 
the injured men were being driven to their homes— 
Rupert driving the car of the less injured man, a 
man older than he himself and yet of an almost 
youthful appearance. The two men soon became 
conversational. 

" My name is Thorough, Henry Thorough," he 
began, " and if only I had completed my new 
invention that collision would never have taken 
place, for I could have stopped my car almost 
instantly—in four feet." 

Rupert at once grew interested. " Tell me about 
your invention. Inventions are something in my 
line." 

Well," replied Henry Thorough, " if you are 
really interested, perhaps you would like to see my 
model. Come along to my home to-morrow even-
ing, and I will show it to you." 

Rupert had soon driven his new acquaintance to 
his home, and after putting his car in the garage 
walked slowly homeward. 

" Yes," the young man soliloquized, " you are an 
interesting person, Henry Thorough. I will most 
certainly keep to-morrow's engagement. I rather 
like you already." 

At the tea-table that evening the conversation 
took an unusual turn. " Did you enjoy your day 
at the beach, Rupert? " queried his mother. 

" Yes," he repUed, " very much; but we witnessed 
a car accident when coming home." 

Rupert then related the particulars of the acci-
dent. His parents listened attentively, and when 
he had finished speaking his mother said: ' ' One 
wonders if these accidents on a Sunday are really 
traceable to Sabbath desecration. Your grand-
mother used to hold that view." 
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" Well, mother," replied Rupert, " I was won-
dering this morning whether I ought to feel as I 
did before Jack called—that I would sooner enjoy 
myself than go to church—and strangely enough I 
then read that reference to Sunday sport in to-day's 
Courier. Did you read it? " 

" No," repUed his mother; " I haven't had time." 
"Just wait a moment then; I left the paper on 

the verandah," he remarked. " I will read it to 
you and father." 

Returning almost immediately, Rupert then read 
the following aloud:— 

" ' S U N D A Y SPORT 
' Declaring that Sunday should be a happy day, 

the Archbishop of Canterbury will shortly issue a 
statement of policy to Church of England clergy-
men. 

' Disclosing a remarkable change in Church 
outlook, the statement will declare that religion 
and pleasure will each have their place on Sun-
days. Consequently the bishops will give their 
blessing to Sunday golf, tennis, surfing, motoring, 
and hiking; and will not even frown upon 
dancing. 

' While the Church leaders want people to get 
out of crowded towns and enjoy themselves in 
the country with healthy recreation, they are 
perturbed at the great falling-off in church 
attendance. They will appeal to people to make 
a point of going to church in the morning, before 
setting out for the day's enjoyment, or of attend-
ing country and seaside churches in the evening. 
The Church leaders will make it clear that a day 
of piety should not be a day of gloomy faces.' " 

" That statement does not surprise me in the 
least," commented Jeffery Elsmore. " As a matter 
of fact, the Church knows that in regard to Sunday 
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recreation, as in respect to other matters, it is a 
question of policy to yield to modern common-sense. 
The old puritanical conception of Sunday has per-
sisted too long. I can well remember what a 
gloomy day Sunday used to be in our home. We 
were not even allowed to read a book, unless it was 
a religious tract. Your grandmother, Rupert, used 
to quote to us children the old Biblical words, 
' Remember the Sabbath day, to keep it holy.' 
Whether it was holy to us I don't know. But I 
do know that it was gloomy." 

" Still, dear," broke in Mrs. Elsmore, " your 
mother had the authority of the Bible for insisting 
upon such conduct. And what higher authority 
could one desire? Surely the Bible is THE word of 
God." 

"Not at all," replied Jeffery; " I entirely dis-
agree. For too long has the Bible enjoyed and 
abused such distinction and elevation. That it 
has, in parts, a measure of inspiration I concede; 
but so, too, have the ' sacred' books of other 
religions, as also has all literature worthy of the 
name. But the Bible's value as a mental, moral, 
and spiritual guide has been greatly exaggerated. 
As Shakespeare has well expressed it in ' The 
Merchant of Venice ' :— 

' In religion 
What damned error, but some sober brow 
Will bless it, and approve it with a text, 
Hiding the grossness with fair ornament.' " 

" But, Jeffery," rejoined Mrs. Elsmore, ' ' we must 
have a final authority—at least in regard to spiritual 
matters." 

'' That is what all you Church people assert," he 
retorted. " The final authority of the Roman 
CathoHcs is the Pope; that of you Protestants is 
the Bible. And neither is worthy of holding such 
a unique position. No; let us accept nothing in 
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the Bible that does not appeal to reason. I weary 
of these people who make reference to what they 
call the ' sacred Scriptures' in defending their 
dogmas and their creeds. The words of Emerson I 
recall in this connection: ' Nothing is at last sacred 
but the integrity of your own mind.' If there is 
to be a supreme authority—and I readily agree 
that such is necessary—let that authority be Truth, 
and truth as interpreted by every enlightened 
individual. And that truth we shall find not con-
fined within the pages of ' holy writ ' or the exclu-
sive deposit of a creed, a church, a religion; that 
truth we shall apprehend everywhere—yes, even'in 
the flowers—throughout the vast universe." 

" Really, father," exclaimed Rupert, his voice 
betraying something akin to admiration, " you do 
argue convincingly. Did you ever think of entering 
the Church? " 

" No, my son," he replied. " When on one 
occasion your grandmother did make that sugges-
tion to me I replied to the effect that it was my 
belief that already there were too many parsons in 
the world and too many churches; each, moreover, 
presenting a different doctrine, and each claiming 
to possess the TRUE path to Heaven. You are, of 
course, aware that at the beginning of the Christian 
era there were neither parsons nor churches, and 
that period has sometimes been designated the 
Heroic Age of Christianity. There were then in 
existence no creeds and no sacraments—not to 
mention Masses for the Dead. And those who 
comprised incipient Christianity sought merely to 
be guided by the ideas and ideals of Jesus. Jesus, 
moreover, was not worshipped as a God, or as THE 
Son of God. He was regarded, especially by the 
most enlightened section of his followers—known 
collectively as the Gnostics—as a mere man, as but 
one of a number of religious reformers. Jesus him-
self would doubtless have been horrified had anyone 

B 
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suggested that he was more than a man. Even m 
your New Testament, riddled as it now is with 
discrepancies and distorted with the superimposed 
conceptions of a theologically permeated human 
mentality, there is to be found by the discerning 
reader—he, that is, who soars above creeds and 
traditions, superstitions and theologies—if only in 
faint outHne, the biography of one who cared for 
none of those things which during nineteen cen-
turies his followers have fought over, and which in 
the course of time spUt Christianity into a hundred 
bickering, bigoted, contentious fragments. Religion, 
it has been truly said, the masses need, and religion 
in consequence they should have; but let it be 
religion and not superstition. Let it be truth and 
not error, however such error may have become 
hallowed, as it were, by an endless succession of 
priests—mostly ignorant in regard to spiritual 
matters. Yes," he continued, " religion the people 
need, and religion the people shall have; but the 
religion of the future will not be, as it has been for 
nineteen centuries—in so far as Christianity is con-
cerned—administered solely by consecrated priests, 
all of whom have now vested interests in their own 
particular church. Rather, with the continued and 
accelerated decline of the Church, each person will 
be capable of attending to his own spiritual require-
ments—I mean that the place of the preacher shall 
be taken by the teacher. Indeed, I sometimes 
wonder, having studied and also witnessed the 
baneful effects of organized creedal religion, if 
Ernest Renan was not right when he suggested 
that in the course of mental, moral, and spiritual 
evolution humanity would gradually forsake religion 
for philosophy." 

" But, father," interjected Rupert, " philosophy 
could never give one the sustaining power of 
religion." 

Philosophy sustained Socrates, my boy—or cc 
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Saint Socrates, as Erasmus has called him. Yes, 
let us never forget," he went on, " that philosophy, 
like science, as well as religion, has had its martyrs." 

Tea was now over, and Jeffery Elsmore and his 
wife were sitting on cosy chairs, Jeffery's attention 
being obviously concentrated upon a book. He 
had always appreciated literature. He used to say 
that his affection was divided between his garden 
and his books. "Actually, however," he would 
add, ' ' there is no real rivalry between the two, for 
the one entertains me by day and the other instruct 
me at night." 

He once remarked to a friend that literature was 
to him a sumptuous banquet, at which he was 
privileged to hold converse with the wisest and the 
noblest of all countries and centuries. It was at 
that banquet he had become acquainted with the 
immortal Plato. There, too, he had met the great 
Voltaire, the arch-enemy of superstition; Robert 
Ingersoll, the celebrated Agnostic; and also that 
delightful, genial personahty, Luther Burbank. 

Jeffery had sought to introduce his son to at 
least some of the members of this illustrious assembly. 
He had partially succeeded, the difficulty being 
that Rupert spent so much of his time studying 
theology and associated subjects, though of late he 
had been spending less. Jeffery Elsmore wanted 
his son to enter into a fuller, freer existence—in the 
realm of the mind. Coercion, however, he depre-
cated and never employed; though, naturally, 
when within the family circle religious matters 
were introduced, he felt it to be his duty freely to 
express his views on the various subjects. 

Rupert stood before the mirror, brushing his 
dark, crisp, curly hair. Had one glanced at the 
figure reflected therein, one would have been im-
pressed with what could only be interpreted as the 
young fellow's manliness. He was undoubtedly 
thoroughly masculine; and happily the masculinity 
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was relieved by a rather intellectual forehead, 
which tended to soften the harsher features below. 
Rupert's thoughts, however, were not of this nature. 
He was preparing himself for church. He felt that 
that evening he would like to play the truant. 
During recent months the monotony of the services 
had wearied him. There were usually rendered 
each Sunday the same hymns. The sermons were 
rarely of any real benefit to him. One met there 
the same few people, whose rather vacant faces 
acted as a barrier against interesting, educational, or 
elevating intercourse. 

I suppose it will be just the same to-night," 
muttered Rupert, as he switched off the light. " I 
do wish mother had got her new hat." " I will be 
home early," he called out, as he passed the sitting-
room. What was there to detain him? 

Within five minutes Rupert sat in his mother's 
pew in church. His eyes wandered over the sparse 
congregation. Almost unconsciously he began to 
count the number present. " Hm," he ejaculated 
softly; " much as I thought—thirty-six women and 
ten men." 

The service which followed, and which was con-
ducted as usual by the Reverend Tomkins, the 
young man had difficulty in following. In interest 
it was so entirely lacking. Concentration to him 
that evening was impossible. The hymns, the Bible 
reading, and the sermon collectively had a somno-
lent effect upon at least one member of the con-
gregation. After the service Rupert quietly retired, 
glad that it was over. In reaHty it was, in a sense, 
a fateful Sunday evening—fateful because, although 
the young man did not realize it at the time, his 
mental and spiritual awakening was imminent. 

He was about to leave the beaten track, on which 
all his religious doubts and difficulties were solved 
FOR him, for one which but few people had trodden, 
but on which his doubts would be solved BY him. 
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He wanted to believe in the fundamental teachings 
of Christianity, but he was beginning to reaUze 
that he could do so only by committing intellectual 
suicide. He felt that he needed something more 
than what the Church and the clergy offered him. 
He was probably, he admitted, unreasonable. He 
knew his mother, like his grandmother and many 
other estimable people, found all that they needed 
in the Church. " Yet," he added, almost defiantly, 
in a low voice, " to-night's congregation of forty-
six people probably indicates the flimsy foundation 
upon which the Church reposes. I know every 
person present this evening, and although I am not, 
I hope, by nature unsympathetic or cynical, I 
cannot refrain from the comment that they repre-
sent the very minimum of intellectual power, and, 
I am afraid, of strength of character also. Yet it is 
very largely such people who keep the Church going." 

" Then what is to be done about it? " 
Rupert, reflecting deeply, thus made his way 

homeward. He found his parents in much the 
same positions as when he left them an hour 
and a half ago. His father, with his noble fore-
head, was still bent over a book; his mother, 
rather restless, pretending to read a volume of 
Robertson's published sermons—as if in penance for 
not having gone to church. 

" Ah, Rupert," greeted Jeffery Elsmore, as his 
son entered, '' you have kept your promise. You 
ARE early. Methinks, my boy, that you have not 
escorted any of the fair sex home THIS night. Why, 
at your age," he continued, in a bantering voice, 
" I had had not only a fairly lengthy courtship, but 
also a couple of years' matrimonial experience to 
my credit. Can you tell me, by the way, why it is 
that married men live longer than single men? " 

'' I have no idea, father," replied Rupert. 
" Perhaps I know," said Mrs. Elsmore, " but, 

being a wife, feel too modest to say." 
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" Well, my dear," resumed Jeffery, " I don't 
think either of you can answer my question, because 
as a matter of fact married men don't live longer 
than single men. It only seems longer." 

'' Don't talk nonsense, JefFery," retorted Mrs. 
Elsmore. '' I thought you were going to be serious 
for a change. And you know that I have been a 
good wife to you . . . " 

'' And a good mother to me," broke in Rupert. 
" But I do hope, dear mater, that your new hat 
arrives before next Sunday." 

" Which remark suggests," said his father, " that 
Rupert has not benefited very greatly through his 
religious exercises this evening." 

" Well," said Mrs. Elsmore, " I can't understand 
it. I enjoy going to church, although I often feel 
that it is because it is a parent's duty to go. And 
your father, Rupert, has never realized his responsi-
bilities in that way. Didn't you like Mr. Tomkins's 
sermon? I usually do, because he preaches what 
I call true Christianity, and is not influenced by 
modern theories, which your father, for instance, 
seems so to appreciate." 

" No," replied the young man, " I didn't like the 
sermon at all—or such part of it as I listened to. 
Really, mother, with all respect to your views, I 
feel that Mr. Tomkins, like many other parsons I 
have listened to during the last five years, is behind 
the times. I mean that he and the others are 
preaching that which, somehow, with many doesn't 
carry conviction. Right at the commencement of 
the service to-night," he continued, '' I found myself 
questioning the truth of the opening hymn. It is 
often rendered in church. I personally can't sing 
it with any fervour : 

* Nothing in my hands I bring; 
Simply to Thy cross I cling.' " 

" But, Rupert," corrected his mother, " you surely 
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believe that Jesus died for our sins; and so, in a 
very real sense, the hymn is true." 

" That's just the point at issue, mother," he 
replied. " As one of the debaters remarked the 
other night at the Y.M.C.A. , many modern scholars 
declare that the story of the Fall of Man, together 
with that of the Garden of Eden, is either mere 
allegory, legend, or mythology. In brief, it has no 
basis in fact. 

'' Now, if there was no Fall, why was Christ's 
death necessary for our salvation ? Although the 
Reverend Tomkins spoke disparagingly this even-
ing of evolutionists, I feel that there is a great truth 
embodied in the principle of evolution. And all 
its evidence points to the fact that humanity's 
history has been in the nature of a rather slow yet 
continuous ascent, not descent. I feel that in con-
sequence the teachings of the Church and those of 
science are at variance, and on vitally important 
matters. I am beginning, indeed, to fear that it 
may be the Church which is in error. Anyhow," 
concluded the young man, " I don't feel like arguing 
about these matters to-night, so I think I will 
retire." 

The clock struck ten as Rupert, in his pyjamas, 
took a book from his drawer and prepared to read 
for a while in bed. ' ' The Rock of Truth,'' he 
muttered; the very title of the book seemed to 
convey a sense of security. Would that be his 
experience in reading it? 

' What are these words in large print on the 
paper cover? " he mentally queried. 

" O f the 28,600 Protestant parsons throughout 
Great Britain who, six weeks after The Rock of 
Truth was published, each received a copy of the 
Psychic News, containing a challenge to them to 
answer the facts stated in this book, NOT ONE has 
done so." 
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Rupert gave a start. " The Psychic News,'^ he 
soliloquized; " that suggests ghosts, phantoms, and 
from what I heard Mr. Tomkins say one night, 
when preaching on psychical research, devils too. 
Still, there may be some truth in the subject. 
Wasn't it Shakespeare who wrote:— 

' There are more things in heaven and earth 
Than are dreamt of in your philosophy ' ? " 

Rupert readily confessed to himself that he really 
knew nothing about psychical research. On one 
occasion, when in conversation with Mr. Tomkins 
and two other clergymen, he had ventured to men-
tion the subject; but he was immediately told by 
his spiritual guides not to give it a moment's con-
sideration. Mr. Tomkins then informed him of an 
acquaintance of his, some years before, who began 
to study the subject, and who had since lost his 
faith and left the Church. 

" It is undoubtedly a dangerous subject," rejoined 
the other two ministers, " especially for a young man 
who may later enter the Church." 

Rupert had introduced the subject because a few 
days previously, in one of the daily newspapers, he 
had read of a rather astounding statement made on 
the subject by the veteran scientist. Sir Oliver Lodge. 
This rather surprised him, as at the University he 
had dipped into physics, and he remembered the 
lecturer speaking in very respectful terms of that 
scientist. Yet it seemed that he had been studying 
psychic phenomena for many years; and, if the 
newspaper report could be reUed upon. Sir Oliver 
defended such study. Actually Rupert had lived 
all his life in a very restricted mental world, and 
after finishing his engineering course had until 
recently, encouraged by his mother, definitely 
associated himself with the Church and its various 
activities. He was, moreover, not a particularly 
studious young man, despite his father's example; 
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and what leisure he had, after leaving the factory, 
was roughly divided between sport and theology. 

" Well, here goes," mused Rupert, as he fixed 
his eyes upon the opening pages of the book. 
" Whatever it contains, I do like its title." 

Rupert thus settled down to read. He little 
realized what awaited him; what a devastating 
effect that book—and others like it—was destined to 
have upon those religious teachings which, prac-
tically unchanged, had persisted for nearly two 
thousand years. Nor could he realize what a singu-
larly inviting, stimulating, and satisfying field of 
thought was about to open before him. Oblivious 
of the fleeting moments, Rupert read on, merely 
pausing from time to time to repeat aloud some 
unusually striking sentence, some exceptionally 
arresting thought. 

With the passing of the minutes followed the 
passing of the hours. In the external world silence, 
absolute silence, reigned. The young man's parents 
had long since retired, and only the ticking of his 
bedroom clock broke the stillness of the night. 
Rupert was unaware of this. Although beneath his 
window he might have seen the exquisitely kept 
lawn, now shining with dew, which under the 
moonlight looked like so many beautiful diamonds, 
his thoughts were concentrated elsewhere. 

"What a rare thought?" he muttered, then 
repeating in a low voice the words he had just 
read:— 

C ( c Let each one of us, where possible, rescue the 
fallen and help the helpless. Let us distribute 
words of kindness, cheerfulness, and encourage-
ment. By doing all the good we can . . . we are 
bringing nearer the great day when the brother-
hood of man shall become a reality, and not a 
platitude. To do all the good we can is to be 
religious in the real sense of the word; to do 
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all the good we can is to be a saint, irrespective 
of theological beliefs.' " 

A dog's bark in the distance suddenly broke the 
silence, but in no way interfered with Rupert's 
nocturnal exercise. With the eagerness of some 
famished traveller who had been lost in the mists, 
Rupert greedily devoured the mental pabulum 
before him. It was something he had needed for 
years, and not until now did he fully realize it. 

" Yes," he mused again, " i t is quite true. The 
author is again right:— 

' The way the public accept everything that 
takes place and is said in church is pitiful.' " 

And for years he, too, had been doing this. But 
he had not been happy. His awakening intelligence 
had been lulled into security; it was not a peaceful 
security; indeed, he had felt for some time that it 
was false security. And, still unconscious of the 
time, he continued reading:— 

' The belief in Christ does not affect our 
destination in the least, and for Christians to go 
on concurring in these antiquated opinions shows 
mental indolence and a low conception of the 
Almighty.' 

" What revolutionary teaching," commented 
Rupert. " This is a statement which I would like 
to discuss with the Reverend Tomkins. But how 
shocked he will be when I tell him what I am 
reading,! " 

And still he read on. Doctors have stated that 
two hours' rest before midnight are better than three 
hours' rest after midnight, which may or may not 
be true. Certain it is that our young folk do not 
give such matters very earnest consideration. Youth 
doubtless often feels that life is something too thrill-



PUZZLES FOR RUPERT 19 

ing for much of it to be spent in sleep. And youth 
is right. 

But, alas, the life after which youth strives is not 
real life. And so youth frequently squanders its 
golden hours in pursuit of what it ultimately dis-
covers to be a mirage; and the tragedy of a great 
number of lives is that life does not reveal itself in 
its entirety, nor wisdom in its beauty, until youth 
has gone; so that men are left with the conscious-
ness of having expended so much time and energy 
in chasing a phantom that the years which remain 
to them are often filled with regret. It was Emerson 
who said: " W e sell the thrones of angels for a 
short and turbulent pleasure." 

Jeffery Elsmore had long hoped that Rupert 
would not be one of such. He had affectionately, 
yet not demonstratively, watched Rupert grow—at 
first physically, and of late mentally. And he had 
never faltered in his confidence in his son's potential 
goodness and manliness. These had manifested 
themselves, if only partially, years ago, when Rupert 
was a student in his teens: and his fine qualities 
continued to unfold, though there were times when 
his father felt that he would like to hasten his 
mental development. 

Perhaps, had he quietly peeped into his son's 
bedroom during that fateful Sunday night and seen 
him utterly engrossed in a book, he might have 
reasonably suspected Rupert of having secured from 
the municipal library some absorbing novel. He 
would certainly have been amazed had he dis-
covered the real nature of the book for whose com-
panionship his boy was evidently quite willing to 
forfeit several hours of precious sleep. Had Rupert's 
mother, however, known of the existence—even the 
existence—of such a book in his bedroom she would 
have been horrified. 

Fortunately for Rupert, both his parents were 
asleep, so that he was able to continue the book 
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undisturbed. Never, in the several theological 
works, or the books on Church history, which he 
had read under clerical guidance, were the facts so 
clearly, so frankly, so convincingly presented as in 
this book. Was the book true? 

"Phew," he whistled softly; "what a serious 
state of affairs! 

' When in 1881 the Revised Version of the 
Bible was produced, those responsible for the new 
version stated that in the Authorized Version, 
produced in 16 1 1 , they had discovered over 
30,000 mistakes.' " 

This was an astounding statement. Yet the book 
read as if its author were well informed; and it did, 
unquestionably, challenge superstition and error. 
Many of its statements, moreover, rang true and 
carried conviction. 

" Oh, I simply must read that again," he mur-
mured—for the hundredth time:— 

" ' For us it is better far to assimilate the 
knowledge of the present than the ignorance of 
the past.' " 

His eyes felt sore, and his thoughts were in a 
whirl, as he reluctantly closed the book. Was the 
book true? That was the all-important question. 
" Ah," he asked, " what did I read at the beginning? 
Oh, yes, here it is:— 

' Of the 28,600 Protestant parsons . . .' " 
* * * * * * 

" Rupert! Rupert! " called out his mother in the 
early morn, as she threw open his bedroom door, 
" what are you doing? It is now a quarter to eight. 
Your father has had his shower, has shaved, and is 
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ready for breakfast, and you are not out of bed. 
What! reading at this hour. . . . " 

" Sorry, mother," replied the young man, as he 
sprang on the floor; " I'll be ready at eight for 
breakfast." 



C H A P T E R I I 

Q U E S T I O N S A N D ANSWERS 

" Thicker and thicker the churches; 
Nearer and nearer the sky; 
But alack for their creeds, while the poor man's needs 
Grow deeper as the years roll by." 

E L L A W H E E L E R W I L C O X . 

" J A C K wants to speak to you, Rupert. He is at the 
telephone/' called out Mrs. Elsmore. 

Rupert hurriedly entered the hall. 
" Yes, Jack," he greeted his friend. " And 

how are you? " 
Jack then told Rupert of the arrival that morning 

of his two cousins. ' They are very fond of tennis," 
he continued. " Can you come over to our home 
at about five o'clock? We can then have a couple of 
sets before tea. They are rather nice girls." 

" Certainly," replied Rupert, thinking more of 
the tennis than of the cousins; " I wi l l be there on 
t ime." 

Dur ing the day Rupert, after wr i t ing several 
applications in regard to positions, called on the 
three local engineering firms, having been told that 
as business improved more men would be needed. 
Once again, however, his interviews proved fruitless. 
Being of an active temperament, i t was employment 
more than anything else that the young man needed. 
Other than that he was in actual need of nothing. 

" I wi l l be back at about a quarter past six, 
mother," he called, as, after a refreshing shower and 
carrying his racquet, he walked through the hall. 
After ten minutes' leisurely walk he reached Jack's 

22 
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home. He had always admired it. It was a very 
old place, but, unlike many such, had been kept in 
excellent repair. It radiated a spirit of genial 
hospitality. 

Jack, after leaving his office a little earlier than 
usual, had changed and was awaiting his friend on 
the verandah. " Mother has gone out for a few 
minutes, Rupert," he said, " but come along and 
meet my cousins. They have been entertaining 
one another at the piano. Margaret sings rather 
nicely, and Helen plays well. Now, young ladies," 
interrupted Jack as he entered the sitting-room, 
" sorry to disturb you, but I want to introduce you 
to my friend, Rupert—Mr. Elsmore, I suppose I 
had better say. Meet my cousins, Rupert: Miss 
Helen and Miss Margaret Beverley." 

That little ceremony over, the party moved to the 
tennis court. " You take Helen as your partner," 
said Jack, " and I'll have Margaret." 

The two sides were really well matched. Jack 
and Rupert were unusually good players, and Jack's 
cousins soon made it evident that they too knew 
something of the game. At first Rupert had paid 
but little attention to Margaret and Helen. " Yes," 
was all he remarked to himself. " They seem, as 
Jack said this morning, rather nice girls." 

The four players were soon on cordial terms with 
each other, there being nothing like true sport to 
break down artificial barriers speedily. 

" Oh, Mr. Elsmore," called out Margaret, " that 
was a brilliant return." 

Margaret and Jack indulged almost incessantly 
in terse remarks, comments, raillery, and so on, 
but Helen and Rupert seemed to be enjoying the 
game rather than each other's company, even though 
they were certainly not ill at ease together. 

At six o'clock, with the honours divided, each 
side having won a set 6-4, the players repaired to 
the house. " I will leave you here, ladies," said 
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Rupert. " I told mother I would be home at a 
quarter past six for tea. So I wi l l not go inside, 
Jack." 

" Do visit us again soon, Mr . Elsmore. May he, 
Jack? I have enjoyed that game of tennis," said 
Margaret. 

" So have I , " added Helen quietly, " and I feel 
grateful to my partner for not scolding me when I 
made a bad stroke." 

" I think both you ladies played really wel l , " 
remarked Rupert simply, " and I also think that 
the enjoyment of the game was not all on your side. 
You agree. Jack, don't you? " 

" Rather," replied Jack, as his friend left them. 
Margaret and Helen then went to their room and 

were soon ready for tea. 
" Well, girls," queried Jack's mother at the tea-

table, " did you enjoy the game of tennis? " 
" Immensely," replied Margaret, who was always 

the first to speak, ' ' and we like Jack's friend ever so 
much. Don' t we, Helen? " 

" I think I do," said Helen slowly. " I have 
been wondering what i t is about h im that attracts 
one, and I think i t must be his manliness." 

" You are both r ight," said their aunt ; " he is a 
sterling young man." 

" One of the best fellows in the wor ld," finished 
Jack. 

Rupert, having finished his tea, was anticipating 
his visit to Henry Thorough. The appointment was 
at half-past seven. By walking slowly he would 
get there at just about that time. Strangely enough, 
however, his thoughts were not concentrated entirely 
upon the evening's appointment; some of them 
were in the nature of a reflection on the afternoon's 
game of tennis. He began, at that very moment 
apparently, to realize that the enjoyment of the 
game was not confined either to Jack's companion-
ship or to the game itself. Generally speaking. 
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Rupert had not given the opposite sex a moment's 
consideration. He appreciated their company from 
time to time, at social functions and elsewhere, but 
that was all. Jack's cousins, however, seemed 
remarkably attractive girls. Margaret was un-
questionably pretty and, he suspected, a brilliant 
conversationalist. Helen, on the other hand, though 
more reserved, possessed some indefinable charm 
about her. What it was he did not know. '' Nor," 
added he aloud, " does it matter. Who am I to get 
thinking about girls? I am sure neither of them 
would waste more than a passing thought on me. 
No," he continued, " what I've got to do is this: 
I've got to settle other important matters, and leave 
the girls to those fellows who want them. Ah, so 
this is Henry Thorough's home! " 

He found his new acquaintance sitting in his 
office—where he had promised to be. " Good," 
said he by way of greeting; " I thought you would 
be here soon. Be seated, Mr. Elsmore." 

"Just Rupert, if you please, sir," corrected the 
young man. " All my friends call me Rupert." 

The concluding sentence, as he later reflected, 
was a rather curious one. Here he was regarding 
Henry Thorough as, in effect, one of his friends, 
when, as a matter of fact, he had had scarcely an 
hour's conversation with him. Yet the older man 
did not appear to notice anything peculiar about his 
remark. 

He sat at his office desk, with two rows of large, 
strongly bound, black volumes on a book-shelf just 
above his head; another such volume, though 
unbound, lay on his desk. He looked searchingly 
at Rupert—searchingly, yet not inquisitively. 
Rupert returned his steady look unflinchingly. 

He had impressed the young fellow yesterday. 
He impressed him even more to-day. His very 
bearing, his appearance, his personality, all con-
spired together to convince even the most casual 
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person that here was a remarkable man, and one, 
moreover, who could be trusted. Rupert, as a 
matter of fact, had several times noticed this office 
from the street. And he remembered reading the 
notice on the outside:— 

H E N R Y T H O R O U G H 

Mondays—Wednesdays—Fridays. Hours—9 till 12. 

He had assumed that the person concerned was a 
money-lender. But after meeting the man himself 
yesterday, though he did not ask him, he knew, 
intuitively, that he was not. What immediately 
attracted Rupert's attention most of all, perhaps, 
in the office was a text he had often heard quoted, 
' ' Y e have the poor always with you." This hung 
on the wall, just over the shelf containing the volumes, 
and directly underneath the text was the single word, 
in large letters, ' ' W H Y ? " 

The office contained but little furniture, which was, 
strangely enough, all made of aluminium, so Rupert 
was informed, though stained in such a manner as to 
appear like wood. 

" And now, young man," said Henry Thorough, 
after opening the book on his desk, ' ' I am going to 
ask you a few questions—questions relating to your 
life, circumstances, etc. You must not think me 
inquisitive, for it is customary for me to follow this 

Procedure with everyone who enters my office, 
ou see that row of books? Well, ever since the 

year 1912 I have kept an annual record of every 
such person. There are there, altogether, twenty-
five volumes; and a perusal of them would supply 
any thoughtful person with some interesting and, I 
think, invaluable information. 

" The volume which I have on my desk has, of 
course, reference to this year, 1936; and some of it 
yet remains to be written. Now, tell me, first of all, 
your age—I have your name. And the names of 
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your parents, if you please. And your father's 
vocation. . . . Yes, all right. And your religion. 
Church of England. Yes. Where educated. . . . 
Thank you. Your occupation. Engineering. . . . 
Yes, I have noted that. Ah, like so many others 
at present; you are unemployed. Present cir-
cumstances. Yes, I have written that down. 

" Unemployment, Rupert," remarked Henry 
Thorough, " is one of the greatest curses of our 
civilization. Without employment no true man is 
contented, and even if, as in your case, he has an 
independent income he cannot be really happy. 
And think of those millions of cases in which un-
employment necessarily creates poverty. 

" That is the supreme problem of to-day, as, 
indeed, it seems to have been all through the cen-
turies. And now that you have supplied me with 
all the information I desire, relative to yourself and 
family, I will take you into my confidence." 

" W h a t is this man going to disclose?" asked 
Rupert mentally. " I like him somehow; I can't help 
it. And nothing he says annoys me, no question he 
asks seems impertinent." 

Personality, perhaps, more than anything else, 
predominated in Henry Thorough. He was cer-
tainly tall; he was broad, also, and he had large, 
expressive eyes, a somewhat furrowed, not to say 
wrinkled, forehead, and a large head, surmounted 
with an abundance of grey hair. He looked— 
thought Rupert, as he watched him write, listened 
to his questions and to his remarks—he looked 
distinguished. He was again speaking. 

" You have told me your age. I am a little older. 
I have just completed my hundred and seventh 
year." He seemed to make the statement as if it 
were a matter scarcely worth mentioning, that 
he was merely making the statement because 
Rupert had just disclosed his age. To the young 
man, however, that simple statement was an 
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astounding one. Yet he somehow felt that it was 
true. Had anyone else made such a claim in regard 
to his age, Rupert would have ridiculed it. 

" One hundred and seven years old! " said Rupert, 
his voice revealing his surprise. " You are the 
oldest man I have ever met. May I ask to what you 
attribute such an advanced age, and, if you will 
pardon my saying so, sir, such an almost youthful 
appearance?" 

That question is easily answered," replied Henry 
Thorough. " I eat only wholesome food, rejecting 
all meat and abstaining from both alcohol and 
tobacco. I revel in cleanliness, in pure water, both 
internally and externally applied. I get the absolute 
maximum of fresh air and sunlight. I live an active 
life, and try to help my fellow-man." 

As Rupert listened to Henry Thorough's pre-
scription for longevity and health, and noted the 
happy and benevolent expression of his countenance, 
he recalled the words of Oliver Wendell Holmes :— 

" For him, in vain, the envious seasons roll 
Who bears eternal summer in his soul." 

Rupert's intelligent and sympathetic attitude 
apparently induced Henry Thorough to reveal 
more about himself. Speaking quietly and medita-
tively, he continued: '' The world would doubtless 
regard me as a fortunate man, and in this case the 
world's estimate would be a just one. Born in the 
north of Ireland, as a young man I worked hard, 
for many years following the same trade as yourself 

" I travelled extensively, saved money, invested it 
in mining shares, and, owing to what people call 
luck, the mine in which I was interested developed 
into an Eldorado. That resulted in a modest fortune 
for me. My fortunate year was 1911 . 'Now,' I 
asked myself, ' Henry Thorough, what are you go'ing 
to do with your fortune? ' I may say I had always 
been interested in humanity. The problems, the 
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futilities, the sufferings, the tragedies of human life 
often grieved me and supplied me with food for 
thought. 

" Especially have I always felt sympathetic 
towards the poor. And, as I have just told you, I 
still regard the problem of the poor as the supreme 
problem of the twentieth century. I then decided 
to build this place, the model of which—together 
with those other models, that of the motor-car and 
the aeroplane—I shall explain to you presently. 
You have noticed the sign in front of the office, I 
suppose. Well, since the year 1912, for three hours 
each day, on Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays, 
I have been in this office to receive and to relieve 
cases of distress. Those big volumes yonder, to 
which I have already referred, contain a record of 
the cases I have dealt with since that year. 

" My primary motive in making and keeping these 
records is to try to ascertain some at least of the 
major causes of distress and poverty. I do not, 
however, give anyone any money. I merely provide 
each person with an order for food or clothing; 
in some cases for both. I seek to find employment 
for a number of them too—but of that later. I 
invite them to visit me from time to time, and I 
endeavour to keep in touch with them—until, 
of course, they become thoroughly established. 
Though I try always to win their confidence and to 
impart to them good counsel, many of them I 
never meet again. Quite a quarter of those who 
come to me for assistance and guidance never 
return; I sometimes wonder why. Human nature, 
Rupert," continued the speaker, '' I haye found to 
be complex, in some respects disappointing, and 
there are those who will to-day make the best 
resolutions and utter the most solemn promises who, 
when to-morrow comes, in effect, entirely forget them. 
Since I began this undertaking in 1912 I have at 
various times gathered statistics from the data 
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supplied, relating to the alleged causes of indigence. 
Early in this year I brought my table of statistics 
up to date, and this is what I found. 

" I have dealt with over 30,000 cases, and from 
the people's own statements, supplemented by my 
own careful observations, the causes of their poverty 
are to be found in these proportions :— 

63 per cent, attributed or should have attributed 
their condition to alcohol, 

I o per cent, to utter inability to obtain employment, 
15 per cent, to gambling, and the remaining 
12 per cent, to such causes as accidents, ill health, 

etc." 
" It seems to me, Mr. Thorough," said Rupert, 

" that the analysis you have made ought to be of 
some use to the State. Then, of course, what you 
have been doing for these twenty odd years the 
Church likewise has been doing. I mean, that is, 
in regard to the alleviation of distress. Oh, have 
you collected statistics regarding the religious 
denominations to which these 30,000 people belong ? " 

" Yes," replied Henry Thorough, " I was about 
to mention them. 47 per cent, claimed to belong to 
the Protestant denominations; 43 per cent, to the 
Roman Catholic Church; while the remaining 
10 per cent, professed no religion. Then, of course, 
in this connection, we should remember that, with 
the exception of Ireland, practically every city of 
any size in the British Empire contains many more 
Protestants than Catholics. 

" That the Churches are doing much to remedy 
the social evil of poverty I very much doubt, 
especially when one realizes the great resources at 
their disposal. I feel, in fact," he continued, " that 
far too much wealth has been expended on the 
construction of great churches and lofty cathedrals, 
relatively few of which are ever filled. Doubtless 
the clergy believe that in building such costly 
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edifices they are honouring the founder of that 
religion whose name they bear; while Jesus, as a 
matter of fact, when on earth seemed to care little 
for such things. He, indeed, generally seemed ill 
at ease when within the precincts of a temple. But, 
with all respect to his noble life and enlightened 
teachings, I hope he was in error when he declared 
that we shall always have the poor with us. 

" No, Rupert, our united determination should 
be to destroy the cancer of poverty. It has been 
tolerated too long. If our social system is at fault 
it will have to be remedied. Alcohol, gambling, 
improvidence—these undoubtedly are powerful 
operating factors in the creation of poverty, and 
particularly should we wage incessant war against 
the first of these. I feel so profoundly in regard to 
the liquor evil, that I have always resolutely refused 
to assist any person who comes to me actually under 
its influence. Sobriety is one of the first essentials 
of every self-respecting citizen. 

" The very environment," continued Henry 
Thorough, ' ' of the hotel, the saloon, the bar, is a 
demoralizing one. Yet many men—and alas, many 
women also—will spend their hard-earned wages 
on this soul-destroying drug—for drug it surely is. 
It paralyses the higher faculties—our divine heritage 
—and releases those coarse animal instincts which, in 
view of our lofty spiritual origin and destiny, it is 
our duty to suppress. When a person is under the 
influence of drink, he will often do things which in 
his sane mind he would not even think of doing." 

" Of course, Mr. Thorough," interrupted Rupert, 
" you are referring to those who become intoxicated. 
I presume you have no quarrel with those who 
indulge moderately in the social glass. That, I 
must acknowledge, I myself do occasionally, as do 
my friends." 

" I would deny," replied the other, " no man any 
enjoyment in this life. I believe that it is the will of 
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the Creator that all of us should have joy. Wasn't 
it Robert Browning who wrote:— 

' Where dwells enjoyment, there is He ' ? 

" Y e s ; let us all reap as much enjoyment as 
possible, but let us remember, too, that the only 
true enjoyment is innocent. Do you remember 
Rudyard Kipling's prayer? 

' Teach us delight in simple things; 
In mirth that has no bitter stings.' 

" While we continue as a social custom to frequent 
hotels and to partake of intoxicants, we are en-
couraging the manufacture and sale of that which 
humanity would be better without. Even you 
moderate drinkers—practically, that is, every man 
who drinks at all—are supporting an iniquitous 
system. I often think that we should be astonished 
and appalled if, by some means, we were able to 
discover the amount of evil which is perpetrated, 
directly and indirectly, by people under the de-
moralizing influence of liquor. Alcohol has its 
place, and doubtless a useful place, in the phar-
macopoeia, but let us leave it in the hands of our 
doctors and chemists—to be dispensed exclusively 
by them." 

" You are satisfied, then," said Rupert, " that 
alcohol is THE major cause of poverty—generally? " 

'' Of that I am not certain," replied Henry 
Thorough. " I rather incHne to the belief that the 
primary cause of poverty lies deeper than that, and 
that it is inherent in our social system. Do you 
remember Rousseau's words, that man was born 
free, but that he is everywhere in chains ? That is 
still largely true. And we are responsible for this 
wretched state of affairs. In this year, 1936, we are, 
a few of us, living in a state of super-abundance; 
while the remainder are, many of them, subsisting in 
a state of destitution. Our laws—the very laws which 
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we ourselves make—permit the acquisition of great 
wealth; and to me it is as clear as crystal that, 
generally, the affluence of the few presupposes the 
indigence of the many. 

" Nature, remember, largely because of the dis-
coveries of science, now yields plenty of food for all. 
The world's granaries are filled to overflowing, 
the world's warehouses bulging with manufactured 
articles; yet there are myriads denied access thereto 
because of their poverty. Even in America, which 
is according to several authorities the wealthiest 
country in the world, and which has often been 
designated the working man's paradise, at the 
present time, according to statistics just made 
available by the American Federation of Labour, 
there are nearly ten million people unemployed and 
living upon charity. 

" Young man, I repeat i t : the question of poverty 
is a serious one and it must be faced. Procrastination 
in this regard is fraught with peril." 

" Do you think," asked Rupert, " that in the past 
it has been one of the causes of revolution ? " 

" THE great cause, in several instances," Henry 
Thorough replied. " I t was undoubtedly so in the 
case of the French Revolution. During a succession 
of many decades the rich were becoming richer, the 
poor poorer. The wealthy used their influence so 
as to be relieved of heavy taxation, the ruling 
classes having extravagant habits. The land of 
France was practically divided between the monarchy, 
the nobility, and the clergy. The Church, of course, 
in consequence of many concessions, supported the 
established order. At the beginning of the Re-
volution she owned a third of the arable land of 
Europe and her coffers bulged with gold. Yet the 
poverty of the masses was extreme. At last, goaded 
to desperation, they rose in revolt. It is interesting, 
too, to recall that one of the first evils to be removed 
immediately after the Revolution was that of per-
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secution for heresy and also torture. The Church 
was thus deprived of much of its former power and 
terror. 

" Even in England at that time—as later—a 
wretched state of affairs existed for the poor; still 
exists, in fact. Only a little more than a hundred 
years ago legislation had to be introduced in Eng-
land to limit the working day to twelve hours, and 
to'prohibit children of nine years and under from 
working in factories. One of the greatest figures, 
one of the noblest philanthropists, of that period, 
was Robert Owen. Into the lives of many of the 
poor and ignorant he infused a spirit of hope. But 
It became known that Robert Owen was not a 
supporter of the Church, and as a result of this, 
in consequence largely of his heretical religious 
views, he was successfully discredited." 

"And what of the Russian Revolution?" 
questioned Rupert. 

" I firmly believe," replied the other, " that the 
primary cause of that, too, was the intolerable 
condition of the poor, illiterate masses. The Great 
War may have accelerated that revolution. It did 
not originate it. The Czars, if they ever studied 
the history of the French Revolution, benefited 
little by that study. Slavery, in the form of serfdom, 
together with poverty, was thought by many to have 
been abolished—largely through the influence of 
Leo Tolstoy. But under various disguises it existed 
right up until the revolution. The masses, many 
of them, sought to drown their wretchedness in 
vodka. Many of the priests lived dissolute lives and 
discouraged reforms—both within the Church and 
within the State. When it became known that a 
temperance organization had come into existence 
in Russia it was banished by order of the Czar." 

" I am afraid," interrupted Rupert, " that I 
haven't much admiration for the present regime in 
Russia. What little I have read ot it has caused me 
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to wonder whether the Russian masses are any 
better off than they were before. Moreover, one 
simply cannot condone the frightful excesses com-
mitted by the leaders of the revolution—especially 
at the beginning." 

" Frightful excesses, as you term them," resumed 
Henry Thorough, " are always to be regretted, 
and especially when they are carried out by those 
who are, or who aspire to become, the leaders of 
the State. But remember, young man, that when 
men become goaded into despair and maddened 
through injustice their humane qualities are eclipsed, 
while their animal instincts and passions are given 
free rein. If only those who occupy positions of 
great power would realize their responsibilities to 
every section of the community, there would be no 
revolutions and no such ferocious outbursts. 

" Revolutions are, to those who can read, the 
signs of the times. Like volcanoes, they release, 
often at great cost of life, primitive subterranean 
elements. And I believe that, as far as revolutions 
are concerned, all are not necessarily over. There 
is too much wealth distributed among the few; 
too much poverty distributed among the many. 
Last year, according to recently published statistics, 
there were in Great Britain 330 millionaires—and 
2,000,000 men and women reduced to poverty 
through unemployment. It has been argued that 
many millionaires are philanthropists and use their 
great wealth for worthy objects. 

' ' Andrew Carnegie was one of such. He amassed 
the enormous sum of /^8o,ooo,ooo, all of which he 
sought to disburse wisely. No one admires a true 
philanthropist more than I do, but I submit that it 
should not be possible for any man to amass a vast 
fortune and then to dispose of it as he thinks fit. 

" Not that I advocate extreme socialism, or the 
equal distribution of wealth. No; not equality of 
wealth, but equality of opportunity, is what I favour. 
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I repeat it, this is a matter of urgency, and the rich 
men of England and America would be wise to study 
the lessons of history—to learn, that is, the way in 
which France treated her wealthy citizens, and 
Russia more recently treated hers. Such examples 
should be as a warning to those who have any dis-
cernment, and who possess any desire to avoid the 
recurrence of these historic precedents. 

" History, it has been truly said, repeats itself; 
but, surely, the French and Russian revolutions 
have been sufficiently costly without the plutocrats 
of England and America disregarding their signi-
ficance. As you know," continued Henry Thorough, 
" there are many millions of men—many of them 
splendid fellows—who are, under modern social 
conditions, simply living in poverty because they are 
denied the right, the opportunity to work. They 
seek not mercy but justice. Many governments 
seem to think that they are doing all that can 
reasonably be expected of them in providing these 
men with the dole. Now, no real man likes to take 
anything he hasn't earned. The dole is a gift, and 
for that reason is to be deprecated. 

A similar criticism, let me say, I level at what 
you Christians call the Lord's Prayer—a prayer, 
by the way, which seems to have had its origin in 
Babylon about 4,000 B.C. One of its petitions is, as 
you know,' Give us this day our daily bread.' Now, 
would not a better rendering of such a petition be, 
' Provide us with the opportunity of earning our 
daily bread ' ? Although for a number of years I 
have been helping people in the way I have just 
criticized, I realize that it is only in the form of a 
palliative and not a corrective of the existence of 
poverty. Some other method must be devised 
whereby the demon of poverty can be exorcised. 

With the advent of modern democracy and the 
gift of the franchise to the masses many foresaw the 
speedy extirpation of this evil; but humanity is 
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now discovering that this, like many other social 
anomalies, continues to exist. Enfranchisement 
has not produced emancipation, nor the suppression 
of various social ills. Doubtless, only education and 
universal enUghtenment can accomplish that. In 
the meantime, however, much could be accomplished. 
I, personally, have a scheme which, if given a fair 
trial and on an extensive scale, would at least dispose 
of much poverty. Let me give you a brief outline. 
Later, if you are interested, you may see the scheme 
in operation. 

" You may have noticed," resumed the speaker, 
after a pause, '' that sketch of cottages on the wall 
on your right." 

" Yes," repHed Rupert. " I have looked at it 
more than once. Those houses seem to resemble 
your own." 

'' All were built on the same plan," replied the 
other; "mine, however, being the first. They 
relate to a place formerly known as Bramble Ridge, 
but now called Hopetown. Now remember, at 
the outset, that this scheme of mine is yet a relatively 
small affair, but it can be developed to almost 
infinite proportions. After my house here was 
completed I was faced with the dismissal of the 
workmen; and I do not mind telling you that I 
disliked my task. 

" One of the men was a Scotchman and another 
an Irishman, and more industrious and conscientious 
workmen I have never met. One was a carpenter 
and the other a stonemason. The other men did 
not impress me nearly as much. These two, however, 
were in earnest, and, I learned, desired a little home 
of their own. Now enters Bramble Ridge. It was 
at that time a wild stretch of uncultivated ground, for 
which for grazing purposes I received a small annual 
rental. It was a desolate-looking place; as far 
as a future settlement was concerned, it seemed 
quite hopeless. Mrs. Thorough, however, who is a 
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woman with vision, foresaw in Bramble Ridge a 
transformation. She it was who urged me to employ 
a water diviner, to ascertain if there were any sub-
terranean supplies there. He declared there were. 
Our decision was then made. We decided to 
develop Bramble Ridge. When the two men for 
whom I had grown to entertain such great respect 
called at this office for their final cheque they looked 
utterly dejected. They did not know where to go, 
as work was scarce. 

" I then told them of Bramble Ridge and of my 
determination to develop it into a little settlement. 
For this settlement I should want men, I explained. 
I asked them if they would care to work there. They 
were enamoured at the proposal—and became Hope-
town's first settlers. They began work at once, 
first sinking a well. A good water supply being 
available, I engaged an engineer, under whose 
directions I built a tank about 40 feet high; in-
stalled a windmill, and then connected it with pipes 
running in two directions. I next employed a 
surveyor, dividing the land into blocks. There are 
41 altogether, and each measures about 3 acres. 
The settlers have no ground rent to pay, the men 
desiring the block being supplied with building 
materials, and they themselves supply the labour. 
When—as very rarely happens—a man wishes to 
leave, the place is sold, he keeping half the proceeds, 
while the remainder is placed in an insurance fund 
on behalf of the entire community. 

" I insist upon certain regulations in the settle-
ment, of course. No intoxicants are permitted to 
enter; smoking is strictly prohibited; and the 
purchasing of furniture, etc., on time-payment is 
absolutely forbidden. They who do not observe 
these regulations are requested to leave the place." 

" D o you lose many in that w a y ? " asked 
Rupert. 

" Only two men in twenty years," replied Henry 
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Thorough, proudly. " And every block and every 
house are occupied." 

Again the young man looked at the picture on the 
wall, with its neat cottages, gardens, orchards, and 
even tennis courts. " I should like to see it," he 
added. 

" We can easily arrange a visit," replied the 
other. " Hopetown is only a few miles away." 

Rupert, soon after entering the office, had noticed 
ranged around its walls a number of small paper 
files, from which hung cuttings from newspapers, 
magazines, journals, and so forth. As Henry 
Thorough finished speaking, the window being 
open, a sudden gust of wind blew one of the files on 
to the floor. Rupert at once picked it up and 
replaced it on its hook. On the outside of the 
cuttings he read the word, neatly printed: ROSI-
CRUGIANISM. Noticing a look of curiosity on 
the young man's face, the other remarked: " I 
suppose you are wondering what all those files of 
newspaper cuttings are for? They relate to subjects 
in which I am interested. I purchase of journals, 
newspapers, etc. only those which are reliable, and 
which contain informative articles, happenings, 
news. . . . Those that I desire to keep for reference 
I simply extract from the various papers and put them 
on the wall—in the manner that you see before 
you. 

" I am thus able to refer to any of them at a 
moment's notice. The file that you have just 
replaced on the hook deals with the subject of 
Rosicrucianism. The name is not as attractive as 
its beliefs and teachings. As a philosophy or a 
religion, it has in most places not a large following; 
in America, where it originated, it is, I think, gaining 
ground. 

" Its teachings are in advance of those of orthodox 
creeds, and do not differ greatly from those of 
Theosophy and Spiritualism—clippings in reference 
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to which you will find in those two files on your left. 
Rosicrucianism encourages and embodies a rational 
study of the mysteries of life. It teaches that by 
contact with the Cosmic Mind we can engage in 
mental communication, both with the enlightened 
minds of the earth and with the advanced and 
illumined minds of the cosmic universe. Rosi-
crucianism teaches, and I think rightly, that human 
progress is conditioned by its severance from 
dogmatic religion; in fact, that it is through revealed 
knowledge, together with its proper application, 
that the possibilities of mankind can be realized." 

" But how," interrupted Rupert, ' ' can we get 
into communication with cosmic minds? " 

" Rosicrucianism teaches," replied Henry 
Thorough, ' ' that we are all, potentially at least, in 
communication with cosmic minds, but that only 
the initiated, as it were, the illumined, the en-
lightened, can enjoy conscious mental communion. 
The neo-Platonists, especially Plotinus and his 
disciple Porphyry, like Plato before them, probably 
enjoyed this privilege. All mystics are doubtless 
what we may call Rosicrucians, though they may 
have never heard the name. During weekly 
periods of meditation these Rosicrucians, in various 
parts of the universe, communicate with one 
another—and, they believe, with enlightened minds 
elsewhere. Such are, briefly, the beliefs and teach-
ings of Rosicrucianism. There are, however, some 
of its other beliefs and practices which appear to 
me to be rather fantastic. Still, its basic prmciples 
seem good." 

" The word, I may say," said Rupert, " I have 
never seen, let alone heard pronounced, until 
to-night. I don't know why humanity needs so 
many different religions." 

" Neither do I ," resumed Henry Thorough. 
' ' You remember the Hnes of Ella Wheeler Wilcox, 
do you not ? 
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' So many gods; so many creeds, 
So many paths that wind and wind; 
While just the art of being kind 
Is all the sad world needs.' 

" Theosophy, however, claims to be able to throw 
some light on the matter of multipHcity of rehgions. 
Theosophy—references to which you will find on that 
file yonder—teaches that there are on the earth men 
and women in almost every stage of mental and 
spiritual development. These require appropriate 
nutriment and guidance; some, the majority, 
elementary lessons; others, more advanced lessons, 
and a few, very enlightened teaching. Theosophy 
affirms, in this connection, that we on the earth at 
present have all been previously incarnated, some of 
us once or twice, or but a few times; others many 
times. 

" Those who have had few incarnations are 
generally not as advanced as those who have had 
many. Reincarnation is, in fact, together with the 
Law of Karma—which we may briefly define as the 
principle that what we sow we reap—the chief 
distinguishing feature of Theosophical teaching. 
It does not claim to be a religion, but rather a 
philosophy, and it recognizes in humanity the 
potentiality of a vast universal brotherhood— 
without any social barriers, and without any 
distinction of race, colour, or creed. Theosophy, 
though not in itself a religion, encourages among 
its members a dispassionate study of comparative 
religion, and also of science and philosophy. 

" Like Rosicrucianism, it stimulates investigation 
into the laws of nature, and into the latent powers of 
humanity." 

" I n the course of my reading," ventured Rupert, 
" I have encountered occasional references to re-
incarnation, but I have not given it any thought." 

" Whether it is true or not, I am uncertain," said 
Henry Thorough. " I t does explain, perhaps, some 

D 
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of the mysteries, the tragedies, of existence. Many 
Theosophists, moreover, declare that they can 
remember a former existence on earth. Rein-
carnation, of course, was taught thousands of years 
ago. In the past it has won over as advocates a 
number of brilliant intellects. Pythagoras taught 
it, as did Plato. It was, moreover, a cardinal tenet 
of Gautama Buddha's teachings. It was, in fact, 
in India that Madame Blavatsky, the founder of 
Theosophy, became converted to the doctrine, and 
decided to incorporate it in the teachings of the new 
cult. That great French student of the occult, 
Camille Flammarion, once stated that he thought 
that, taking all the facts into consideration, re-
incarnation, more than any other theory, supplied a 
satisfactory answer. I, however, await additional 
knowledge or evidence before entirely capitulating 
to this belief." 

' ' Then there is Christian Science," remarked 
Rupert. " I happen to have read a little of that. 
I suppose you have studied it too." 

" Yes. That file directly behind you has reference 
to that interesting subject," replied Henry Thorough. 
' ' I t contains many cuttings from the Christian 
Science Monitor—which is, I may say, a very excellent 
literary production, and distinctly educational in 
many respects. 

" Until quite recent years I was rather impressed 
with the merits of Christian Science, although I 
found some of its assertions incomprehensible and, 
notwithstanding its name, even unscientific. But 
latterly, since reflecting much and reading Dr. Carl 
Wickland's Thirty Tears Among the Dead, I have had 
to revise my estimate. 

" In that extraordinary book are published the 
records of several seances, at which the founder of 
Christian Science, Mary Baker Eddy, discarnate, 
manifested, and at which she stated that her teachings 
contained much error. She revealed great distress 
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at these seances because, according to her own 
statements, she wilfully concealed much of the truth. 
A few excerpts from her confessions, as disclosed in 
that book, may interest you," continued the speaker, 
taking the file in question from the wall. " These 
are the statements which she made at a seance on 
the 24th February, 1918; the seance being conducted 
by Dr. Wickland himself, and his wife being the 
psychic:— 

' I feel so sad. . . . I knew about the wonderful 
truth of the life beyond . . . but I shut the door, 
because I wanted a religion of my own. I denied 
matter . . . now I see my mistake, because there 
is matter. And as long as you live on the material 
plane you will have to recognize matter. . . . 
If only I could get my people to recognize matter 
and recognize the life of truth after this! If I 
could only go back to my Church and teach the 
truth, the genuine Truth of God! I wanted money, 
and we concentrated to have the grandest churches 
in the world. My aim was to have churches of 
my own.' 
(C 

cc Other extracts," continued Henry Thorough, 
are these. They relate to a similar seance on the 

16th June of the same year:— 
' My people read and read, and the majority 

come over here without any understanding. . . . 
For them there is no spirit world; it is all infinite. 
I taught them to close the door to the spirit world, 
and I taught them to read only my books. . . . 
If I had used my psychic power I could have 
helped thousands.' 
" Other extracts again," went on Henry Thorough, 

'' are those taken from a seance held on the 2nd 
December, 1919:— 

' We should not deny God's wonderful mani-
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festation of matter. It is real, not imagination. 
You could not live without matter. . . . I denied 
the wonderful manifestation of matter and called 
it only imagination and error.' 

^ " Yet again," resumed the speaker, after a pause, 
'' this is a statement made by the same person at a 
seance on the 23rd August, 1922 : — 

' I thought my body would never die and that I 
would stay on earth for ever . . . but I had to go 
just the same. Now I can see how ridiculous the 
thing was.' " 

" That all sounds very much like Spiritualism," 
remarked Rupert, as his companion ceased reading. 

" I t is certainly one of its important aspects— 
namely, spirit return," replied H e n ^ Thorough, 
taking another file of cuttings in his hand—that 
relating to Spiritualism. 

" I have been reading only recently something of 
this subject," said Rupert, " in a book called The 
Rock of Truth, It deals with a number of religious 
matters, and its references to psychical research and 
Spiritualism are so astounding that I was incapable 
of fully appreciating their significance." 

" With that book I am already familiar," remarked 
Henry Thorough. " It is written by the author of 
On the Edge of the Etheric^ which is one of the most 
informative and convincing books it has ever been 
my privilege to read. Both books, of course, relate 
principally to Spiritualistic research. Well, having 
read The Rock of Truths you already know something 
of value concerning this remarkable subject. Like 
several other cults, it had its origin in America— 
about the middle of last century. Since then its 
history has been simply phenomenal. It involves, 
as you know, the principle of mediumship, which is, 
in effect, both the strength and the weakness of the 
cult. 
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' ' Claiming as it does through mediumistic 
channels to hold converse with discarnate beings, 
the resultant phenomena are necessarily coloured 
by the medium's mental or cultural equipment. 
The problem of mediumship is consequently still 
in its experimental stages. Many thoughtful investi-
gators declare that mediumship will never function 
satisfactorily until more care is taken of the medium; 
until, in fact, all potential mediums are relieved of 
all anxiety in regard to material matters; and other-
wise protected from disturbing mundane influences, 
which so often render their psychical faculties 
inoperative. 

" I t is only," continued the speaker, "when a 
highly evolved medium is placed amid ideal sur-
roundings, and in the presence of a group of earnest 
and intelligent investigators, that the best results 
are obtainable. Then the phenomena are of an 
arresting and impressive nature. Such phenomena 
are usually divided into physical and mental; some 
mediums are used for the first class, others for the 
second. A medium who specializes in materializa-
tions is regarded as a physical medium; while such 
phenomena as trance addresses, clairvoyance, and 
clairaudience are considered mental. 

" Many investigators begin with the physical and, 
after reaching conviction in regard to its genuine 
and supernormal nature, direct their investigations 
upon what is undoubtedly the higher aspect—the 
mental. Like Christianity, Spiritualism had a lowly 
origin; but, unlike Christianity, it has so far succeeded 
in keeping its teachings pure. It is a subject that 
can be treated as a science, a philosophy, or a religion. 
Several of its ablest exponents declare it to be all 
three; others, again, claim it to be primarily a 
religion and a philosophy, and only secondarily a 
science. Others, again, affirm it to be, in so far as 
its phenomena are concerned, the fundamental basis 
of all religions." 
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" What do you mean by that last sentence? " asked 
Rupert. 

" By its being the fundamental basis of all religions 
is meant that the phenomena of modern Spiritualism 
are almost identical with those unusual psychical 
and spiritual happenings which have characterized 
the birth of the religions of antiquity. This is 
especially true of your religion, Rupert—of Christi-
anity—and even some of your own clergy have 
frankly acknowledged that there is scarcely any 
psychical or spiritual occurrence recorded in their 
sacred writings that is not to be witnessed at 
Spiritualistic seances to-day. 

I have even heard Jesus referred to as the 
' Master Medium.' Certain it is that if your New 
Testament has historic value—and some of the 
books of your Bible have little—the recorded ex-
perience of Jesus and his disciples, on the Mount of 
Transfiguration, remarkably resembles a modern 
Spiritualistic materializing seance. Another even 
more astounding seance seems to have been held in 
the so-called ' upper room' at Jerusalem, after the 
death of Jesus. It is related, you will remember, 
that when his disciples were there assembled he 
suddenly appeared in their midst and soon con-
vinced them of his tangibility. Spiritualism refers 
to that, also, as a materializing seance." 

" Really, sir," said Rupert, ' ' you astonish me. I 
have often read of these happenings in the New 
Testament, but I have never thought of associating 
them with anything that now transpires. Spiritual-
ism I have never studied at all. I was, in fact, once 
told that I should not, as it would undermine my 
religious faith." 

" Well," resumed Henry Thorough, " that it 
may do. However, I am not trying to convert you 
to Spiritualism, bu t - -as in the case of Theosophy 
and a few other subjects—I have sought to study it 
impartially, and to familiarize myself with its 
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teachings. With knowledge comes understanding, 
with understanding sympathy, until at last one 
becomes one's self, like Shakespeare's character who 
finds, 

' Tongues in trees, books in the running brooks, 
Sermons in stones, and good in everything.' 

" On the other hand, whenever I see error mas-
querading as truth, and ecclesiasticism usurping the 
place of religion, I feel only an unutterable con-
tempt for such pretentious imposition. ' Love truth, 
but pardon error,' pleaded Voltaire; but I think, 
if I know the man, Voltaire was thinking of those 
who err ignorantly and not of those who, knowing 
the truth, wilfully mislead others who trust them and 
look to them for spiritual guidance. 

" But, adverting to Spiritualism," continued 
Henry Thorough, " I would like to add that it has 
succeeded in winning some big men as advocates. 
In science, literature, law, philosophy, and even in 
religion—though not of the orthodox type—Spirit-
ualism can justly claim its converts. Some of its 
leaders confidently assert that ere long it is going to 
unite religion and science, and become the great 
universal philosophy-religion of the future. That, 
of course, time alone can reveal. It is undoubtedly 
true, however, as I have already stated, that its 
progress has been extraordinary. Oh, yes," he 
added, reaching forward and lifting a file of cuttings 
from its hook on the wall, " this is what Dr. Alfred 
Russel Wallace once wrote of it, in an article in 
Chambers^s Encyclopedia^ this extract having been taken 
from a copy oiLight:— 

" ' Spiritualism has grown and spread continu-
ously till, in spite of ridicule, misrepresentation and 
persecution, it has gained converts in every grade 
of society and in every civilized portion of the 
globe.' 
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" There are other subjects on those other files 
which may interest you, but I think that we had 
better defer a discussion of those for the present. 
Moreover, before you leave you must see my models. 
I meant to have shown them to you early in the 
evening, but my mind became engrossed with other 
matters." 

There is no need to apologize, sir," said Rupert. 
Your conversation has supplied me with much 

food for thought. Following T/ie Rock of Truths 
you have, just as father has long been trying to 
do, indicated other avenues of mental exploration 
which may prove productive. I don't think that I 
have told you that it is the wish of my mother, as it 
was of my grandmother, that I take Holy Orders. 
I have, especially of late, doubted my abiUty to 
fulfil their wishes. Fortunately, I have my certificate 
as an engineer, so that, if I do not conscientiously 
feel that I can associate myself with the Church, 
I shall still be able to devote myself to work I love." 

" If I were to impart to you any counsel," returned 
Henry Thorough, ' ' it would be that you be guided 
primarily by your reason and your conscience. 
These a young man of your intelligence and as-
pirations may trust implicitly. Do not hurry over 
important decisions. Listen also to the arguments, 
for and against, by others interested in your welfare. 
Reflect well, and then decide. Having made your 
decision, pursue it unfalteringly, determinedly. 
And now for the models." 

Henry Thorough handled them gently, as if 
proud of his creations, and placed them, one by 
one, on the office table. The first was a model 
aeroplane; the next, a motor-car, to which he had 
made reference when speaking to Rupert yesterday 
afternoon; and, lastly, the model of a house. The 
young man followed with interest the inventor's 
descriptions of these three models; as, also, the 
demonstrations he gave of their improvements and 
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efficiency. His own training as an engineer at once 
enabled him to see that both the car and the aeroplane 
embodied some of the very latest ideas. Here they 
were before him in practice, in operation. The 
model of the house was quite unique. He was 
intrigued with it because of its flat roof. 

As if reading the young man's thoughts, Henry 
Thorough said: " You are wondering why the house 
has a flat roof, so that an aeroplane can descend 
on it. My house here, in fact, is built exactly to 
that model. The verandah roof is of reinforced 
terra-cotta; so, too, are the posts, railings, and 
even the gutterings. Terra-cotta I have used because 
it is so durable. It does not need paint, nor does it 
suffer through exposure to the weather. My house, 
which was built twenty years ago, looks as fresh 
to-day as it did then." He released a lever of the 
model and up went the door, another lever and still 
another, until each wall had disappeared, leaving 
nothing beneath but floor and columns. 

' ' If you would like me to give you a demon-
stration of the utility of this model, Rupert, together 
with the economy of labour it represents," con-
cluded the inventor, " come along to-morrow morn-
ing at about nine o'clock. You will then see it in 
practice." 



CHAPTER III 

DOMUS FUTURA: THE HOME OF THE 
FUTURE 

" He is happiest, be he king or peasant, who finds peace in 
his home."—GOETHE. 

R U P E R T walked home slowly and thoughtfully. 
It was a quarter past eleven when he said good night 
to Henry Thorough; but, although he had been 
some hours in his new friend's company, he had no 
idea it was so late. 

" Tempus fugit,'' he sohloquized, " when in 
interesting company." 

If the first meeting with that man had impressed 
him, the second had confirmed the impression. He 
was so patently a man who radiated geniality, good-
will, and wisdom. He seemed, moreover, to have 
read widely and to have thought deeply. Whether 
his ideas were all right; whether, if carried into 
effect, they would remedy the many social ills, 
Rupert was uncertain. But he was certain that 
Henry Thorough's ideas and ideals were of a con-
structive nature, and many of them had apparently 
been vindicated when put into practice. Some 
of his views were rather revolutionary, but perhaps 
none the worse for that. Both Socrates and Jesus, 
he recalled, were regarded as revolutionaries, and 
wasn't it Nietzsche who remarked, about fifty years 
ago, that if Jesus had been living at that time and 
had given expression to his views he would have 
been sent to Siberia? 

" If Henry Thorough were sent there," mused 
50 
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Rupert, " I imagine he would soon transform its 
appearance, or at least make a great effort to do so." 

What an interesting experiment was Bramble 
Ridge, or Hopetown, as it was now fittingly desig-
nated ! Why could not numerous schemes of that 
type be launched on a vast scale—schemes whereby 
waste acres could be converted into flourishing 
settlements and waste lives into happy, industrious 
citizens? Under present conditions so many were 
thronging the cities and disregarding even the most 
elementary principles of hy^ene, rendering them 
unhealthy through congestion. In every great 
city there were thousands of men—and women too 
—living in wretchedness. As Henry Thorough 
said, something must be done so that men and women 
might be given a real chance in life. 

In Italy, under the inspiration of Mussolini, every 
waste acre was being utilized for the good of the 
community. But elsewhere much remained to be 
done along these lines. Reflecting in this way over 
his visit to Henry Thorough, Rupert reached home. 
To-morrow morning he would visit this interesting 
person again. 

After a dreamless sleep he awakened later than 
usual, and for the second morning that week had to 
be called by his mother for breakfast. 

" You were late home last night, Rupert," 
remarked his mother at the breakfast-table. 

" He must have enjoyed himself," commented his 
father. 

" Enjoyment doesn't adequately express it, 
father," said Rupert. " I was so interested that I 
never paused to reflect upon my feelings. I only 
dimly realized that I was in the presence of a sage. 
Henry Thorough holds some views with which you 
would agree. Indeed, at times last night it seemed 
as if you were speaking. His thoughts and ideas, 
however, are, paradoxically, more mature and 
more revolutionary, I think, than yours. But then 
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he is much older than you. He is a hundred and 
seven." 

"Nonsense ! " interjected Rupert's mother ; ' ' I 
don' t believe i t . " 

" I think you would, mother, i f you met the man. 
He has invited me to inspect his home this morning, 
and I anticipate that he has something both interest-
ing and novel to disclose. He showed me a model 
of his home last night. But, apart f rom this, he is a 
philanthropist. He has a large settlement of forty 
odd blocks some miles away, and he says that each 
block has a house on i t similar i n design to his own, 
and that every block is well kept and cultivated. 
A n d all the occupants are industrious and happy. 
He has a large sketch of the settlement hanging in 
his office." 

Breakfast being over, the young man was soon on 
his way to ful f i l his appointment. 

Ar r iv ing a l i t t le early, he saw, f rom the distance, 
Henry Thorough and a woman sitting together on 
the front lawn. Henry Thorough was reading a 
newspaper. 

The lawn was spacious and cleanly mowed, whi le 
a border of gorgeous amaranthus completely sur-
rounded i t . Two smaller lawns, one on either side, 
looked equally attractive, each having a border of 
lobelia. Leading f rom the gate to the house was a 
neat gravel path. 

The house was a square russet bui lding, and f rom 
both the street and the inside path i t looked pretty 
and unpretentious. Henry Thorough, hearing the 
gate open, looked up and spoke to his companion. 
They then both moved towards Rupert. 

" Welcome to Domus Futura, " he called out, by 
way of greeting. " A n d meet my wife. Elizabeth, 
this is Rupert Elsmore." 

" Who kept my husband late in his office last 
n ight , " smilingly commented Mrs. Thorough. " He 
has been talking of you this morning, and i n such a 
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manner that I have been looking forward to meeting 
you." 

Rupert did not reply. He was quietly looking at 
Mrs. Thorough. She appeared, he thought, the exact 
feminine complement of her husband. Her age . . . 
Well, she was not young; yet one would not call 
her old. She had a face in which seemed to blend 
joy with understanding and sympathy, and a head 
surrounded by luxuriant grey hair. 

" My wife is ninety-nine years of age," said Henry 
Thorough, " and is proud of the fact, so that she is 
not blushing." 

" Why should I blush? " she retorted. " I am not 
old." 

" You were once, my dear, you remember," he 
remarked, and then, turning to Rupert, continued: 
" My wife was for many years little better than a 
domestic drudge. She had several maids and 
servants, none of whom gave entire satisfaction; so 
that she spent much of her time showing a new maid 
how she wanted the housework done. 

" This used to worry her. She did not like dis-
charging a servant, yet she insisted upon having a 
house thoroughly clean. She was becoming almost 
neurotic because of these domestic worries when I 
decided to remedy matters. That house, Domus 
Futura, is the result. Now, we claim that in that 
place we have solved a great domestic problem, by 
reducing housework to a minimum and at the same 
time retaining a maximum of cleanliness." 

Rupert again looked at the neat, graceful building. 
It was completely surrounded by a verandah and 
had a concrete foundation about three feet high. 

" The columns, balustrades, posts, etc.," said 
Henry Thorough, " are, as in the case of the model 
you saw, of reinforced terra-cotta." 

All of terra-cotta?" inquired the young man. 
This is something new as applied to building 

purposes, is it not? " 
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" Yes," replied the other, " but, as I think I 
mentioned last night, it possesses remarkable dur-
ability, retains its freshness, and requires but little 
attention. Thoroughly glazed terra-cotta tiles, in 
fact, will wear indefinitely. 

" The verandah flooring," he continued, " i s of 
reinforced rubber. You can see from here the out-
side panels of the house. There are others, of 
course, inside. Those panels, both inside and out-
side, will presently be raised, so that you will see 
only the skeleton of a house; but then, as a surgeon 
will tell you, one may learn much from a skeleton. 
And now let us peep within." 

They were soon standing in the hall. " These 
panels," said Henry Thorough, " on each side of 
the hall can be raised. But let us go through the 
rooms. In the main building, in which we are now 
standing, there are four rooms, though, as I have 
already explained, when the panels are raised the 
four become reduced—or rather converted—into 
one. There are two rooms on each side, giving this 
part of the house its square appearance. This," 
he continued, " is the reception room." 

Rupert looked about him and was surprised to see 
so little furniture. A few chairs, a small table, and a 
wireless cabinet were practically all that it con-
tained. Mrs. Thorough explained that usually a 
Persian mat covered the floor, but had already been 
removed and exposed to the sun and air. 

They were now entering the second room. 
'' This," she continued, " is the rest room. My 
husband insists upon our having a siesta each day." 

" Every busy woman," interjected he " (and 
every woman ought to be actively engaged), and 
every busy man too, should have their daily rest— 
preferably after the midday meal. It helps us to 
ieep young. Doesn't it, Elizabeth? " 

" If I may say so," ventured Rupert, " you are not 
fond of furniture." 
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" No," replied Henry Thorough, " we have only 
what we actually need. And why have more? 
Many houses are simply filled with furniture, much 
of which is never used, but all of which has to be kept 
clean. Think of the time, labour, and energy 
expended by women in this way. This room, as 
you see, contains just the two couches and the 
chairs. 

" And this," he added, as he opened another door, 
" is the dining-room." A medium-sized polished 
table, and in addition to the chairs, a traymobile 
comprised the whole of this room's furniture. 

" And this, the last of the rooms in this part of the 
house," said Henry Thorough, as they showed their 
visitor into the fourth room, " is our bedroom." On 
the floor were several pot-plants. The room con-
tained two single beds, the mattresses, blankets, etc., 
of which had, with the mats, already been taken out 
into the sun. By the side of each bed was a book-
rest, supported by a bracket, while the whole of 
the eastern wall of the room itself had been raised, 
revealing to Rupert a bed of exquisite pansies only 
a few feet away. 

" Whenever it is possible," said Henry Thorough, 
" even at night, one of the walls of this room is 
raised, so that while sleeping we may have plenty of 
fresh air. And now," he continued, " we will show 
you how the place is cleaned." 

" Sarah is ready to start now," called Mrs. 
Thorough as she returned from the back of the 
house. Her husband, accompanied by Rupert, 
then moved from room to room. He pressed a 
lever and the furniture was lifted to the ceiling. 
This furniture, like that in the office, was built of 
stained aluminium, which combined the qualities of 
strength and lightness. He pulled a cord here and 
there and up went the panels. Within a few 
seconds the three people were standing in a large 
wall-less room, as it were. It was a bright, sunny 
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morning, and the sunshine at once flooded every 
part of the building. 

" Now/ ' said Henry Thorough, " let us go to the 
front lawn and watch Sarah in her cleaning opera-
tions." Presently a young woman appeared, wearing 
a short loose-fitting blue frock, carrying a watering-
can. 

" She has Cleanol in that can," explained Mrs. 
Thorough. " It is an excellent disinfectant." 

In a few minutes Sarah, having sprinkled the 
floor with Cleanol, began to hose it. " The entire 
cleaning," continued Mrs. Thorough, " occupies 
about fifteen minutes. As for the house, it will 
remain as at present until dusk." 

" All days, of course," remarked her husband, 
" are not bright days, and so the panels are raised 
accordingly. If a strong westerly wind is blowing, the 
panels on the western side remain in position, while 
only those on the east are raised. In brief, we 
manipulate the panels according to the weather. 
There are numerous bright days in the year, and it 
is a very rare occurrence at such times for us not to 
be able to have all the panels raised and the house 
flooded with sunshine and sweetened with fresh 
air. There is something almost divine about 
sunlight," he added. " There is a legend that the 
people of Atlantis actually worshipped the sun, and 
we know for a fact that the ancient Egyptians, as 
well as other peoples of antiquity, did. Even Satan, 
if Milton is to be beheved, paid an almost devout 
homage to the sun. 

" Anyhow, we both simply revel in sunshine and 
fresh air," said Mrs. Thorough, " and we are quite 
convinced that it is largely because we get so much of 
them that we are so well. 

" I often feel sorry for those unfortunate people 
who, dwelling in the slum areas of our big cities, get 
but little of either. Is it any wonder that the 
children of such homes are often so sickly ? Under-
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nourished, in many cases, they must be; but they 
also suffer greatly through being denied the ex-
hilarating rays of the sun and the purifying effects of 
clean, sweet air." 

" That the London County Council," continued 
Henry Thorough, " recently decided to abolish 
many of those slum areas I was glad to note. Already 
many of them have been destroyed and great fiats 
erected where once they stood. These flats are well 
ventilated and admit more sunlight than the hovels 
that preceded them; many, in fact, were little better 
than dingy cellars. But as for ourselves," he added, 
"we prefer the Hopetown scheme; don't we, my 
dear? And now, young man, we will conduct you 
through the rest of the house." They then left the 
lawn, ascending the steps leading into the front 
portion, and walked through the hall to the back. 
Rupert here noticed a division of three feet or so 
between the main building and the compact brick 
building—comprising the rest of the house—at the 
rear. This they now entered. 

" These first two rooms—one on either side," said 
Henry Thorough, " are bath-rooms. Mine, you 
may observe, has a needle-bath. Having a needle-
bath is quite a delightful experience. It affects the 
body like a thousand electric streams." 

Rupert could not but admire this clean-looking 
room. Like every other room he had seen at Domus 
Futura, it was spotlessly clean. 

" It is really my bath-room and dressing-room 
combined," explained Henry Thorough. " Hence 
the dressing-table and wardrobe. Mrs. Thorough's 
bath-room, you will notice, is similar to mine, though 
it is a little smaller and possesses a plunge-bath. 
Still," he added smiling, " I sometimes permit her 
to use my needle-bath. It has been said that 
cleanliness is next to godliness. I disagree. I 
believe that godliness is impossible without clean-
liness. And now we enter the kitchen." 
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" You favour electric appliances/' remarked 
Rupert to Mrs. Thorough as he noticed an electric 
stove facing him in the centre of the room. 

" Yes," she replied. " Many of these inventions 
combine cleanliness and efficiency with economy of 
labour." 

Upon entering the kitchen the young man 
noticed in the near right-hand corner a cabinet 
containing glassware, whilst in the far right-hand 
corner was another cabinet containing crockery. 
Opposite this was the pantry containing, among 
other culinary requirements, a grist-mill. 

' ' What is this for ? " inquired Rupert, never having 
seen one before. 

' ' For grinding grain. We grind all our own 
grain," replied Henry Thorough. " This grist-mill 
enables us to have it coarse or fine, and, what is still 
more important, always fresh." 

At the other end of the kitchen, on the left-hand 
side near the entrance, were some steps. 

" Let us now go below," said Henry Thorough, 
as his wife busied herself in the kitchen. " You 
may as well see the lot. This compartment, you 
will notice," he added, a few moments later, ' ' is 
divided into two sections, laundry and cellar." 

In the laundry was an electric washer, and in the 
cellarette a Frigidaire system and a liberal quantity 
of jam, fruits, cordials, and vegetables, besides milk, 
butter, and eggs. 

" Much of what we eat we grow ourselves," 
remarked Henry Thorough. " Ah," he added a 
little later, " here is an old menu that some one has 
left here. It may interest you." 

Rupert took the menu and read it aloud:— 
BREAKFAST 

Porridge and milk 
Fresh fish 

Bread and butter 
Fruit and nuts 
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DINNER 
Salad (cabbage, lettuce, celery, and potato) 

Bread and butter 
Wholemeal cake 

Fruit juice and soda-water 

TEA 
Eggs 

Dried fish 
Bread and butter 
Nuts and raisins 

(( 

cc 

(( 

(6 

cc 

Honey, I may say," said Henry Thorough, 
and milk are on the table at every meal." 
" That's almost a vegetarian diet," remarked 

Rupert. " Do you ever take liquor with your 
meals? " 

Never," replied Henry Thorough, emphatically. 
And now you must see the ball-alley," he con-

tinued, leading the way up the steps. " That is the 
hot-house yonder, and here is the ball-alley." 

" This is the first I have ever seen," said Rupert as 
they entered the ball-alley—a rather bare-looking 
structure, open at one end and containing two walls 
about 16 feet long and a third at the far end about 
12 feet wide. The third wall contained numerous 
squares, both with and without numbers, and for 
hitting the ball into the wrong squares there were 
certain penalties. 

" Let's play a little game," said Henry Thorough. 
" We take turn about. Here are the bat and ball. 
Now see if you can hit the ball into the square with 
the largest number. And try to hit it in such a way 
that I will have difficulty in hitting the ball when it 
returns." 

The two men commenced playing, Rupert soon 
learning what was required of him. Ere long he 
was able to cause the ball to return in such a way 
that his opponent had to exert himself to reach it. 
Rupert, however, was outclassed; for Henry 
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Thorough revealed agUity, quickness, and pliancy 
of movement that were surprising. Moreover, 
owing to his opponent's clever shots, the exertion 
was much greater to the young man, so that, 
despite the fact that he was enjoying the game, he 
had to call for a rest. 

" You win, sir," he said breathlessly. " You are 
too good for me." 

" All right," repUed the other. " Now this game 
provides us with both exercise and amusement. 
The old as well as the young need exercise. So 
many people, when they reach what is called middle-
age, cease to take exercise. And what happens? 
They frequently suffer from obesity; their muscles 
become atrophied, and their organs generally 
function only imperfectly. Both morning and 
evening Mrs. Thorough and I indulge in this game— 
in the morning before having our bath, and in the 
evening before retiring. It not only exercises the 
limbs, but also the eyes; all, as a matter of fact, 
acting in perfect harmony one with the other. A 
ball-alley, indeed, is a panacea for many human 
ills; the health benefits to be derived from it are so 
real. I even predict," he added enthusiastically, 
" that in years to come practically every home will 
possess one." 

As they left the ball-alley Rupert saw the orchard 
in the distance. " Your orchard looks in good 
condition," he remarked. 

" I t should," replied the other, ' ' fo r I give it 
plenty of attention. Indeed, I try not to neglect 
anything I value; and I think I value plants almost 
as much as I value human beings." 

" O h , what exquisite California poppies!" ex-
claimed Rupert as they passed a bed of them. 
" And what glorious carnations! How do you get 
such large blooms, and with such fragrance? " 

" Briefly," rephed Henry Thorough, " through 
selection and pollination. With these, as Luther 
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Burbank has so remarkably demonstrated, one can 
accomplish wonders. You see that bed of Shasta 
daisies . . 

" I was just going to compliment you on their 
beauty," interrupted Rupert. 

" Don't compliment me, young man, but the 
great naturalist whose name I have just mentioned. 
For to Luther Burbank we are indebted for the 
Shasta daisy and its beauty—or rather to Nature 
and Luther Burbank. For remember, in producing 
anything worth while, even our cleverest men have 
to co-operate with Nature. And what, in the final 
analysis, is Nature but God, or certain aspects of 
God." 

" That's Pantheism," interjected Rupert, suddenly 
recalling what he had once read in a theological 
text-book. 

" Pantheism you may call it," replied Henry 
Thorough, " but I call it mysticism, or, better still, 
Rationalism. God—the true God, that is (the 
Creator of the Universe), as distinguished from the 
revengeful and anthropomorphic Deity of orthodox 
Christianity—has manifested Himself through a 
million channels; and has not, as your Scriptures 
and many of your clergy claim, almost exclusively, 
completely, finally, and eternally revealed Himself 
through what you and they call the Holy Bible— 
a book to the discerning reader upon almost every 
chapter of which are written the words,' The Work of 
Fallible Men.' 

" Nor is the true God—the God of Nature, that 
is—to be found in some distant heaven, far removed 
from His creatures. No, certainly not; for, as your 
own greatest teacher once said to his followers, 
' The kingdom of Heaven is within you.' Then, 
why does the Church not give expression to the 
teachings of its founder? Was it not he who also 
said, ' I and my Father are one ' ? He was right. 
And you and I can quite as truthfully make the same 
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claim. For the Creator has expressed Himself 
through all creation. Pantheism, mysticism, call it 
what you may, but remember that its God, Nature's 
God, is as much or as little like the God of your 
theologians as the majestic meteor is like the puny 
glow-worm. 

" And the enlightened man, consequently, does 
not pray the prayer, ' Our Father which art in 
Heaven.' Rather does he, in the spirit of Tennyson, 
reverently say: 

* What art Thou, then ? I cannot guess, 
But though I seem, in star and flower, 
To feel Thee some diflfusive Power, 
I do not, therefore, love Thee less.' 

" Let us, then, search for the Infinite, not only 
in the pages of a fallible book, however sacred 
theologians and ecclesiastics claim it to be; not only 
within the precincts of a superstitious Church, how-
ever consecrated its priests and preachers regard 
themselves as being; let us rather search for the 
Infinite in the splendour of the dawn, in the laughter 
of little children, in the beauty and the fragrance of 
the rose, and above all in the great heart and mind 
of all humanity. 

"But I fear that I have digressed; your inter-
jection," he added, smiling, " led me into it. 
Luther Burbank, I was going to remark, produced 
this beautiful flower, the Shasta daisy, by selection 
from a wild species which had scarcely any beauty. 
But it was not an easy matter to accomplish. In 
evolving that beautiful flower he grew hundreds of 
long rows of daisies, from each row carefully 
selecting the best blooms; and he was justly proud 
of the result. About his home at Santa Rosa, 
California, he planted specimens of trees, shrubs, and 
flowers from all climes; but his Shasta daisy had the 
place of honour in the beds nearest the house. 
And through selection and pollination I have been 
able to improve several species of my plants." 
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" Is pollination difficult? " asked Rupert. 
' ' In some cases," replied the other. ' ' I use a fine 

brush, removing the pollen cells from the anther of 
one flower, then carefully placing them in the stigma 
of another. This second flower may be of another 
variety, or even of another species. But to Luther 
Burbank I owe much of the knowledge of these things 
which I possess. He is a man I greatly admire; 
for through Nature he gave to the world many new 
creations—not only in flowers, but in grains, fruits, 
and vegetables." 

" What a wonderful man! " exclaimed Rupert. 
" H e used to be called the plant wizard," con-

tinued Henry Thorough, " but he was very modest in 
regard to his achievements, as all truly great men are. 
In his interesting book. The Harvest of the Tears, 
which he wrote some years before his death, he 
states that for much that he knew he was indebted 
to Charles Darwin, and that the greatest of his 
discoveries in Nature merely opened up new avenues 
for his ignorance. 

" And now," continued the speaker, moving to 
another bed, " I want to show you some more 
plants—with which I have been carrying out 
several experiments." Here there were a number of 
plants in frames. Some of them were covered with 
glass of different colours. Each plant had a small 
tab alongside it, containing the date of its being 
planted, its species, record of growth, etc. 

" In these experiments," said Henry Thorough, 
" I am trying to learn something of the influence on 
plants of cosmic radiation, and also of light when 
passing through glass of various colours. Those 
pot-plants which you saw in our bedroom an hour 
ago are also connected with these experiments. I 
am trying to find out what difference exposure to 
the cosmic rays makes in plants. I therefore keep 
some under cover, and from time to time compare 
the growth of each group. Cosmic radiation, I 
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may say, is a fascinating subject to me. I think 
that it may not only influence the growth and health 
of plants, but also that of human beings. It may, 
consequently, have some effect on longevity. It is 
really an intriguing subject, and, apart from my 
modest experiments, I am following with interest 
the researches of our physicists and astronomers— 
of men like Millikan, Rutherford, Jeans, Eddington, 
and Piccard." 

" It is evident," said Rupert, " that you find 
plants another very interesting study." 

" And is it surprising? " retorted Henry Thorough. 
"Jus t think of what plant life means to us. Every 
moment of the day it is absorbing carbonic acid 
gas, the impure air which we breathe out; every 
moment of the day it is discharging into the atmo-
sphere the pure and precious oxygen which we 
breathe in. Plant life furnishes our bodies with food 
and our minds with beauty. Plant life provides us 
with the materials with which we build many of 
our homes; it supplies us with our furniture. 
Wherever we move, and whether by railway, 
motor-car, tram-car, or ship, plant life supplies much 
of our conveyance. Plant life, in brief, gives us 
practically everything we need." 

Everything but meat," corrected Rupert. 
I entirely disagree," replied Henry Thorough, 

for meat we do not need. It is only man's 
depraved appetite which requires meat. There are 
millons of people in the world who never eat meat, 
and who are as strong and as healthy, as active and 
as intelligent, as those who do—perhaps more so. 
Plant life has supplied us with all the food we need— 
the vegetables, the nuts, the fruits, the grains. But 
still voracious man is unsatisfied; and so he wan-
tonly and cruelly slays the innocent beasts of the 
field for their meat—the very beasts the Creator has 
placed upon the earth to enjoy man's protection, 
or at least to be spared his lethal onslaught. 
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' ' I am interested in every form of life/' con-
tinued the speaker, " and I have found, too, that 
plants have almost as many qualities, characteristics, 
and peculiarities, as human beings have." 

" Are you serious, sir? " asked Rupert. 
" Quite," repHed Henry Thorough. " I believe 

that the line of demarcation which is generally 
drawn between plant life and animal life is much too 
definite. Two thousand years ago Aristotle declared 
that in the lowest forms of life it was, in many cases, 
almost impossible to ascertain whether it was 
plant or animal, and our biologists of to-day declare 
that there are some lowly forms of life which are 
neither. They are as much animal as they are 
plant, but they cannot be definitely classified as 
either. I t was not until the nineteenth century 
that our biologists really discovered the intimate 
relationship which exists between plants and 
animals. Until that time, even among scientists, 
it was believed that plants and animals had little, 
if anything, in common. Our twentieth-century 
biologists, on the other hand, find that they possess 
so much in common as to ascribe to them a common 
ancestry. It was believed, for example, that plants 
drew all their nutriment from the soil, whereas it is 
now known that they, like animals, derive an 
enormous amount from the air. Last century's 
discoveries in the biological world revealed, too, an 
identity of structure between plants and animals^ in 
that in both cases the cell was the ultimate unit of 
existence, of life. Protoplasm—the physical basis 
of life, as Professor Huxley called it—was then 
discovered, and soon found to be common to both 
plant and animal life." 

" This is all interesting to me," broke in Rupert, 
" and informative too." 

" Yes," continued Henry Thorough, ' ' i t is 
interesting, for we ourselves, broadly speaking, 
belong to the animal kingdom, and so may in a 
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very real sense claim kinship with the plant creation. 
As one of our biologists of international repute 
recently stated, the fundamental phenomena of life 
are the same in plants and animals. This view is 
now generally held. Only experiments, of course, 
carefully conducted and repeated, and over a pro-
longed period of time, have justified us in reaching 
these conclusions. Some of these experiments have 
been really ingenious. Within recent years, for 
example, at the University of California, a number 
of plants were treated as hospital patients. Sick 
plants were admitted to one of the laboratories, 
and cured by hypodermic injections. That Indian 
sage. Sir Jagadis Chunder Bose, has spent many 
years in similar interesting experiments. With what 
result? Simply this : that he and others have 
demonstrated that plants have a rudimentary ner-
vous system; they become fatigued; they can be 
poisoned; they can be chloroformed. They possess 
the functions of respiration, digestion, and excretion, 
and begin their individual life from a tiny fertihzed 
egg-cell." 

' ' It sounds incredible," exclaimed Rupert. 
" Incredible, yet true," retorted the other. 

' ' Plants, indeed, have in many ways behaved so 
remarkably that Professor J . A. Thomson, one of our 
greatest biologists, only a few years ago stated in all 
seriousness that plants may even possess a rudi-
mentary mind and something akin to memory. So, 
Rupert, you may now get a glimpse of what one of 
Luther Burbank's biographers meant when he wrote 
that he cultivated a friendship with plants; and you 
rnay also understand what the great naturalist 
himself meant when he gave expression to the words, 
' You cannot study plants without learning some-
thing about man.' " 

" Then you mean," said the young man, " that 
experiments with plants may throw some light on 
certain human problems." 
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" That is precisely what I do mean," repHed Henry 
Thorough; " and it appUes to a number of principles 
affecting heredity and environment. Problems 
arising out of these two great human factors are so 
serious that if they are much longer disregarded, or 
neglected—well, I for one tremble at the thought 
of what may happen. Several biologists, in fact, 
have said that more attention is paid to the culture 
of plants and animals than to that of man. And 
they are right. 

" Botanists have demonstrated that if the peerless 
rose is for a few generations placed in an unhealthy 
or uncongenial environment it degenerates into 
something quite destitute of beauty. Yet there are 
millions of our fellow-men living, like their parents 
before them, in a vicious environment; and when 
degeneracy ensues, as in many cases it must, these 
unfortunate creatures become criminals and are 
punished—in most cases punished for what you and 
I would have done if placed in their environment. 
Botanists have also discovered that weeds, generally 
speaking, produce many more seeds than do plants 
of utility and beauty. And, although the same thing 
is in evidence among mankind, nothing is done to 
prevent it. Anthropologists and sociologists, as well 
as statesmen, have frequently drawn our attention 
to the fact that the least desirable of the community 
is reproducing its kind rapidly and the most desirable 
slowly. As Herbert Spencer remarked many years 
ago, the size of the family is generally in inverse 
proportion to the mental and moral excellence of 
the parents. These are grave problems, the solu-
tion of which has not yet been seriously attempted." 

" Do you favour birth control? " Rupert suddenly 
interposed. 

^̂  The birth control I favour is that which is 
effected through voluntary continence. If artificial 
means are employed, I fear in the end a physical or 
moral reaction—possibly both. The sexual instinct 
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has been implanted in us for a specific purpose-
namely, to effect the reproduction or the con-
tinuity of the species. Let that instinct be used for 
that purpose, and when that purpose has been ful-
filled—preferably to the extent of a small family— 
that instinct should be sublimated and its energy 
diverted into other productive channels. Let us 
aim, not at the increase, but only at the improve-
ment, of the race. The world's population should be 
greatly decreased; but by birth control, no. Al-
though it has some sturdy advocates, I do not think 
it is capable of satisfactorily solving any of these 
grave problems. Let us rather improve the environ-
ment, foster the education, and hasten the culture of 
those who are now causing us so much concern. 

" Plato, who has, justly I think, been termed the 
profoundest thinker of antiquity, strongly believed 
that when men are placed in an ideal environment 
they naturally respond to it, and in time become 
ideal citizens. He believed that people sin through 
ignorance and that it is only necessary to enlighten 
them to destroy sin. Let us endeavour to prove 
Plato's claim. I personally believe that Plato was 
right; on a modest scale I have proved it at Hope-
town. Yes, young man, the difference between the 
saint and the sinner is largely one of enlightenment. 
As Maurice Maeterlinck has well expressed it: ' I t 
is possible that to be good is only to be in a little light 
what all men are in darkness.' Let us then dispel 
the darkness of ignorance which surrounds so many 
of our fellows. To aid us in our task let us employ 
healthy surroundings, and homes like Domus 
Futura—homes that are purified each day by Nature. 
But I fear, Rupert," added the speaker, apologetic-
ally, ' ' that I have rather bored you. Great talkers," 
he smiled, ' ' are rarely deep thinkers. Plutarch, 
by the way, tells of how Aristotle was once besieged 
by a loquacious student. When at last the student 
finished talking he said to his teacher: ' I am afraid, 
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sir, that I have wearied you with my idle chatter.' 
' N o t at all/ replied Aristotle; ' I was not 
listening.' " 

" You have given me much food for thought," 
said Rupert simply, ' ' and I feel grateful." 

" Perhaps," resumed Henry Thorough, ' ' I can, 
if you desire, give you a little more food. You have 
been shown my wife's reception room, but you have 
not yet seen my den. Here is something more I 
would like to show you. It is, if I may modestly 
designate it such, a sort of a combination library and 
observatory. In it I spend many happy nights." 

' ' M a y I see it to-night, s i r ? " asked Rupert 
eagerly. " I have often longed to look through a 
telescope." 

" It is undoubtedly an experience worth while," 
repHed the other. " And I think to-night will be 
clear. Very well then; shall we make the appoint-
ment for a quarter to eight? " 

Dinner being over, Rupert had just commenced 
to mow the lawn. 

" Jack wants you," called his mother through the 
window; " he is at the telephone." 

" Another game of tennis, I suppose," mused 
Rupert as he walked into the hall. He was right. 
Jack wanted him to join them again that afternoon 
at five o'clock. 

" The girls are quite anxious for another game," 
continued Jack. " A n d Margaret especially wishes 
to meet you again." 

" Good," replied Rupert. " I am always ready 
for a game of tennis, and I am quite willing to have 
Miss Helen for a partner." 

" I am afraid that I shall have to ask Margaret's 
permission," humorously returned the other. " All 
right, old fellow," he concluded, " we will expect 
you at five." 

Rupert finished the lawn, spent a couple of hours 
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weeding the garden, and then said to his father: 
" It's just half-past four, so I will leave you. I 
have just enough time for a shower before I go to 
Jack's place. We are going to have another set or 
two of tennis." 

' ' Take care, then, not to fall in love with both 
Jack's cousins," said Jeffery Elsmore as his son dis-
appeared into the bath-room. ' ' Our unreasonable 
laws will not permit us to have more than one wife 
at a time." 

Rupert was soon on his way to his appointment. 
' ' I have had an interesting day already," he 

muttered. ' ' Indeed, life is becoming much more 
interesting to me of late. For this I have to thank 
both father and Henry Thorough. Father, I feel, 
has prepared me to some extent for the more 
advanced teaching of the other. I am now begin-
ning to feel that I want to learn to understand some-
thing of the bigger issues of life. I feel that for years 
I have been satisfied with a world both conventional 
and superficial. Such a world can give one con-
tentment, perhaps, but that is of questionable value 
alone. Isn't life, lived as it should be lived, a 
perpetual challenge ? Are we justified in accepting 
passively customs, conventions, and beliefs simply be-
cause society has declared such things to be correct ? " 

Rupert remembered the Reverend Tomkins once 
saying in an address to the members of the Y.M.C.A.: 
" Keep with the crowd and you are safe." But 
the young man distinctly felt that this was just what 
he could not do. Imitation, safety, and mediocrity 
he could no longer accept as guides. What were 
those lines of Matthew Arnold's he had committed 
to memory from that handsomely bound anthology 
of verse his father had given him last Christmas ? 
He then softly recited:— 

" ' And many, many are the souls 
Life's movement fascinates, controls; 
It draws them on; they cannot save 
Their feet from its alluring wave. 
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They cannot leave it; they must go 
With its unconquerable flow. 
But, ah, how few of all that try 
This mighty march do aught but die! ' " 

Rupert was beginning to feel that he must become 
one of the few and not of the many. He felt now 
that he wanted to do something more than merely 
exist, and later die. He felt that there was going 
to be in future some lofty, directive, constructive 
purpose in his life. The young man was neither an 
egotist nor a prig. It was not that he felt himself 
above the masses; it was rather that he reaHzed 
that the many were not fulfilling their true destiny, 
and that he himself, whatever the consequences, 
must certainly do so. He wanted, in fact, to 
exercise some enlightening and elevating influence 
over his fellows. This was what his father was 
doing in his quiet way, '' far from the madding 
crowd's ignoble strife." All who knew him inti-
mately respected him greatly, while the number of 
people who had felt his gentle, awakening influence 
Rupert knew to be large. 

Then Henry Thorough, to an even greater extent 
than his father, was also a guiding star to many. 
Rupert realized that he had only just made that 
man's acquaintance. But he also realized that in 
that brief period no other person had ever influenced 
him to such an extent; no other person had ever 
inspired him with such a desire to justify his existence, 
to reveal to others some of the fine possibilities which 
are latent in all. 

The young man was so absorbed in his medita-
tions that he actually walked right into his friend's 
gate before he realized that he had reached his 
destination. Jack met him half-way along the 
footpath. '' Let's go straight to the court," he said, 

and hang the net. The girls are just changing 
their shoes." 

While the young men were doing this Jack told 
p 
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Rupert a little of his cousins' history. Their father 
had been successful in business; he had three 
children—a boy and two girls. His s6n was now 
virtually directing the business. The girls were 
several years younger, Margaret being twenty-one 
and Helen twenty-three. After finishing their 
education, first the son and then the daughters were 
sent abroad by their father. 

" He once said to me," continued Jack, ' ' that if 
he had to choose between the education one derives 
from books and the education one derives from 
travel he would unhesitatingly choose that which is 
acquired through travel. He used also to say that 
if all those parents who could afford to do so would 
send their children into other countries, to mix' 
with other peoples, before commencing their career, 
an enormous amount of good would be the result. 
' You know. Jack,' he again said to me, * the nation 
we distrust and dislike is the nation we do not 
know.' It was about five years ago—when, you 
remember, I took that three months' tour—that I 
met him. The girls were away even then. He 
was always talking of international affairs. I can 
remember how enthusiastically he supported the 
League of Nations. He was an ardent member of 
the Rotary Club too. ' Let us break down the 
barriers which divide nations,' he said to me on 
another occasion, ' and strengthen the ties which 
unite them.' " 

' ' Good afternoon, Mr. Elsmore," called out 
Margaret, as she and her sister came on to the 
court. " We are so glad you have come again." 

' ' Thank you, ladies," replied the young man. 
" I really found Jack's invitation irresistible. I have 
always been fond of tennis." 

" Oh, Mr. Elsmore," said Margaret, in an injured 
tone, " are you only fond of tennis? I think you 
are a most unchivalrous person. Now there." 

" Congenial company," stammered Rupert, 
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realizing a little late that he had missed an oppor-
tunity, " I have always appreciated." 

" I don't like you the least little bit/' said Margaret, 
' ' and I did at first." 

" Sorry," pleaded Rupert, scarcely knowing what 
to say. " Perhaps, then, Miss Helen will take pity 
on me and be my partner." 

" That I will do with pleasure," replied Helen, 
simply. 

" She doesn't talk much," commented Rupert 
mentally, " but she has a wonderful voice. What 
an undercurrent of sympathy there is in i t ! How 
entirely unaffected she is ! " 

The games were as closely contested as before. 
Four splendid young athletes entered enthusiasti-
cally into the spirit of the sport. What a striking 
group they were! 

Margaret—tall, dark, vivacious, pretty. 
Helen—almost as tall, fair, reserved, beautiful. 
Jack—finely proportioned, masculine, dominating. 
Rupert—strong, thoughtful, manly. 
What a sight these four young athletes would have 

been to Henry Thorough! How he would have 
enjoyed watching them as they actively and grace-
fully moved about the court. Exercise, surely this 
WAS exercise—par excellence ! 

" J a c k has told me that you and your sister have 
travelled," ventured Rupert, as he placed two balls 
on her racquet. ' ' Did you find it interesting? " 

" Very much," she replied. " A t first I used to 
grow home-sick, but Margaret, who is a wonderful 
companion, used to tease me. And after a time I 
grew accustomed to being away from home." 

" Did you go to the East? " asked Rupert a little 
later, during a pause in the game, when Margaret 
was removing some gravel which had got into her 
shoes. " I am rather interested in the East because 
father was there for several years when he was about 
my age." 
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" Yes/' replied Helen. " We spent some time in 
India and also in China and Japan. India I found 
mysterious, China vast, Japan beautiful." 

" Ready again. Three all," called out Jack. 
" This is going to be a tussle." 

" A n d we are going to win. Jack, aren't we? " 
appealed Margaret challengingly. 

' ' Don't be too certain, young lady," returned 
Rupert. " We are going to fight to a finish too." 

" He does play well, Jack," remarked Margaret 
in a low voice, as Rupert went to collect two balls 
Jack had sent over the wire-netting enclosure. ' ' His 
drives are so terrific and accurate; and I don't like 
him any the less because he sends you the worst of 
them." 

" I have never known him take an advantage of 
anyone," returned her partner, with a note of 
admiration in his voice. " I remember, on one 
occasion at College, Rupert and another fellow 
meeting in the single finals. In the first set his 
opponent hurt his ankle slightly, and, although he 
quickly recovered, Rupert refused to continue the 
game." 

" It's just what I should think he would do," 
commented Margaret as the game was resumed. 
" It's a pity he's so quiet. I like a more boisterous 
man. One like you, Jack," she added. 

' ' Thank you, my dear," replied her partner 
during another pause in the game; ' ' but apparently 
temperaments differ, and, as Rupert once remarked 
to me, so long as there is in each the foundation 
of character it really matters little how many 
varied types there are. Monotony tires; diversity 
stimulates." 

" Oh, Jack," retorted Margaret petulantly, ' ' don't 
preach; I hate preaching." 

" I hope I am not attempting that," replied Jack 
apologetically. " Our parson, the Reverend Tom-
kins, to whom you may have the privilege of listening 
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next Sunday, has scared me for ever off preaching— 
and Rupert, too, I think," he added. 

" Five—four," called out Rupert. 
" Do you mean that Mr. Elsmore is inclined to be 

religious? " asked Margaret some time later. 
" Perhaps he was '̂' replied her partner, as 

Rupert called out triumphantly, " Our game and 
set. Now, Miss Margaret," he exulted, " what 
have you to say about that? " 

" Only this, young sir," she laughingly replied, 
" that the best side doesn't always win. Never 
mind. Jack," she added gaily; " w e shall win the 
next." 

" Margaret was always like that," said Helen to 
her partner as they commenced the second set. 
" She will never acknowledge defeat." 

" Which is a fine trait in anyone's character," he 
replied. " I admire that person who refuses to yield 
to defeat." 

" W h a t are you two talking about? " called out 
Margaret in a bantering voice. "Jack and I 
would like to listen-in." 

Helen and Rupert were silent for a while. " Are 
you fond of poetry? " at last she ventured, as Jack, 
in response to his mother's call, hastened to the 
telephone and Margaret joined them. 

" Very much," he repHed. " Indeed, I am fond 
of all literature, though I am afraid I have neg-
lected my opportunities in regard to it. Father 
has been trying to awaken in me a fuller apprecia-
tion of its beauty, and I think he is now beginning to 
succeed." 

"Isn ' t this a beautiful old h o m e ? " interrupted 
Margaret. 



CHAPTER IV 

AN EVENING WITH THE STARS 

" I proceed in my commendation of astronomy . . . for it 
is evident, I imagine, to everyone that this piece of learning 
at least obliges the soul to look to that which is above, and 
from the things here conducts it thither."—PLATO. 

" WELL, Mr. Thorough/' said Rupert, " I do like 
your den." 

The room to which the young man referred was 
built on the rear portion of the house; it was 
sparsely yet cosily furnished; and it was spacious, 
extending, as it did, over the entire kitchen as well 
as the greater part of the two bath-rooms. The 
shelves were lined with books, and at one end of 
the room was a telescope, over which was a sliding 
roof. The young man, impatient to view the 
heavens through a telescope, revealed only a very 
mild interest in the library. He was fairly con-
versant with Hbraries, but he was not famiUar with 
telescopes. He wanted, therefore, to make the 
most of his opportunity. The sliding roof had 
already been drawn back, so that he could see 
quite clearly at least a portion of the heavens in 
their starlit splendour. 

Henry Thorough, with arms folded, stood a few 
feet away, looking as if he were in no hurry to 
gratify the other's eagerness. 

''Astronomy," he began, " i s not one of the 
infant sciences. It is rather one of the oldest. 
Perhaps the science had its birth thousands of years 
ago in Chaldea—possibly in China. It is not sur-

78 • 
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prising that astronomy is of great age, for what 
man, on a clear, starlit night—one such as this— 
can look up at the heavens without pondering upon 
their origin, constitution, significance, and so on? 
We can, in fact, readily imagine, even in the very 
dawn of our earliest civilizations, at least a few 
men here and there meditating upon the wonder 
of the heavens and expressing their thoughts in 
some such words, perhaps, as: 

' Twinkle, twinkle, little star; 
How I wonder what you are! 
Up above the world so high, 
Like a diamond in the sky.' 

" Yes," continued Henry Thorough, speaking 
slowly and meditatively, ' ' the birth of astronomy 
lies concealed beyond the mists of antiquity. More-
over, what those ancient sages discovered regarding 
the planets and stars is really amazing; for, when 
compared with our modern instruments, their equip-
ment was elementary and their range of vision 
fearfully restricted." 

" Telescopes were then, of course, unknown," 
interjected Rupert. 

" Yes," replied the other; " the telescope is quite 
a modern invention—a seventeenth-century achieve-
ment—yet without it the early astronomers accom-
plished wonders. Before the dawn of the Christian 
era the foundations of astronomy were securely laid. 
To this science the ancient Greeks contributed 
much, doubtless receiving some knowledge of 
the subject from other peoples—perhaps from the 
Egyptians. It is well known that several of the 
Greek statesmen, historians, and philosophers visited 
Egypt in pre-Christian times, and that several of 
them were much impressed with the knowledge 
they encountered there—knowledge relating to 
many subjects. 

" Be that as it may, the fact remains that before 
the advent of the Christian era the planets had 
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been distinguished from the stars, several of them 
had been named and given their correct positions 
in relation to the sun; many of the stars had been 
charted, and the heavens divided and grouped into 
constellations. Even the distance of the sun from 
the earth had been roughly ascertained; while a 
few of the most advanced and enlightened men of 
that time—especially among the Greeks—actually 
taught that the earth and the other planets moved 
in orbits around the sun. 

' 'But ," continued the speaker, smiling indul-
gently, ' ' I can guess that you are impatient to see 
the telescope in action; so, after a few introductory 
remarks in regard to its construction, your im-
patience shall be relieved. The structure of the 
luman eye, in so far as the exquisite adaptation of 
the pupil is concerned, presents us with an apt 
illustration of the principles of the telescope. To 
see an object it is necessary that the light from it 
enter the eye. The portal through which the light 
is admitted is the pupil. All this, of course, you 
know. Very well. In daytime, when the light is 
brilliant, the iris decreases the size of the pupil and 
thus prevents too much light from entering. At 
night, however, the pupil often requires all the light 
it can get. The pupil then expands: more and 
more light is admitted—according as the pupil grows. 

" The illumination of the image is thus effectively 
controlled in accordance with the requirements of 
vision. Now, a star transmits to us its feeble rays 
of light, and from these rays the image is formed. 
Even with the most widely-opened pupil, however, 
it may happen that the image is not bright enough 
to excite the sensation of vision. Here the telescope 
comes to our aid—increasing the brightness of all 
stars, and even revealing to us stars of whose exis-
tence we should not otherwise be aware. The 
telescope catches in a beam all the light rays whose 
original dimensions were far too great to allow of 
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their admission through the pupil of the eye. The 
action of the lenses concentrates these rays into a 
stream slender enough to pass through the small 
opening (the pupil), so that we have the brightness 
of the image on the retina intensified. The eye 
thus receives nearly as much light as it would if its 
pupil were as large as the great lenses of the tele-
scope. And now," added the speaker, adjusting 
the instrument in question, " we shall take a peep 
at the heavens. We shall first glance at the objects 
nearest to us, and then at those relatively distant. 
Yes, I think that's all right." 

" So that's the moon," exclaimed Rupert. " What 
an interesting object! And it looks quite near.'^ 

" So it is," replied Henry Thorough. ' ' It is only 
240,000 miles away. And viewed from the astro-
nomical standpoint that distance is quite insig-
nificant." 

' ' I t hasn't a very attractive surface," remarked 
the young man. " It looks devoid of all life." 

' ' Yes," rejoined the other, " it is arid; of course 
you can't see much of it. Someone has remarked," 
he added,' with a twinkle in his eye, " that the moon 
cannot possibly be inhabited because when there is 
a new moon the inhabitants would be so fearfully 
congested. As you doubtless know, the moon's 
parent is the earth, the moon having been born 
when the earth was much more plastic than at 
present, and when its revolutions were much more 
rapid. It has even been suggested that what is 
now known as the Pacific Ocean may have been 
the great cavity which the moon created when it 
broke away from the earth. At one time, conse-
quently, the moon was nearer to us than at present." 

' ' Those are shadows that I can see, are they 
not? " inquired Rupert. 

" Y e s , " answered Henry Thorough; " they are 
shadows caused by the rising sun. It is morning 
there. The surface of the moon," he continued, 
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" consists largely of vast flat deserts, showing, as 
you have remarked, no signs of cultivation, or life 
of any kind. Here and there are to be seen jagged 
peaks and ranges of mountains. Scattered over the 
greater portion of the moon are circular elevations 
which resemble the rims of extinct volcanoes. Many 
of these are huge. You see," he added, " that 
great crater that looks so prominent. That is 
Copernicus. It has a diameter of fifty miles. 

In virtue of its intensely disturbed history, it is 
probable that volcanic ash covers the moon's sur-
face. Our satellite, moreover, will probably remain 
as at present for thousands and thousands of years. 
This is because, there being no atmosphere surround-
ing it, no storms ever affect its surface. Unlike the 
earth, it is subjected to no processes of wear and 
tear." 

" And what," asked the young man, " do you 
think will happen to the moon in the end? " 

" Well," replied Henry Thorough, '' it is thought 
by some astronomers that ultimately the moon will 
be pulled nearer to the earth, and that when it gets 
to a certain distance the effect of the earth's gravita-
tion upon it will be such as to smash it to pieces. 
But if that ever happens you and I will not be 
here to witness the phenomenon. And now," he 
continued, moving the telescope, " let us direct our 
attention to the majestic Jupiter. He is the only 
planet to be seen at present. There he is already— 
awaiting your inspection." 

"Why,"said Rupert, "he looks as big as the moon." 
" Yet," rephed his companion, smiling, " he is 

not only as big, but a little bigger. The moon is 
ever so much smaller than the earth, yet Jupiter is 
large enough to absorb about one thousand four 
hundred planets the size of the earth. Indeed," 
continued the speaker, " if all the other planets of 
the solar system were made into one big ball Jupiter 
would still be bigger." 
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' ' W h a t are those small balls around Jupiter? " 
inquired the young man. 

' ' They are his satellites, or what we may call 
moons," replied Henry Thorough. 

" He has four, then," said Rupert. 
" Actually," answered the other, " he has nine, but 

in small telescopes only the large satellites are visible." 
" Fancy a planet having nine moons," commented 

Rupert. " With so many moons," he continued, 
laughing quietly, ' ' the young lovers on Jupiter 
would surely be at a disadvantage. The nights 
would never be dark enough for them." 

" Well," continued his companion, " the same 
disadvantage would apply to Saturn, for he, too, 
has nine satellites." 

" Have all the planets, then," asked the young 
man, " got moons or satellites? " 

" A l l but Mercury and Venus," answered the other. 
" But that doesn't seem fair," continued Rupert. 

" Why shouldn't they, too, have their bright 
retinue? " 

" Perhaps," replied Henry Thorough, " at least 
in the case of Venus, which is frequently the brightest 
object in the heavens, there is no need of such a 
retinue. Venus, in fact, is at times so bright as 
to be seen with the naked eye in broad daylight." 

" A n d what renders Venus so br ight?" asked 
the young man. 

"Briefly, two considerations," replied the other; 
" the sun and Venus' surface constitution. None 
of the planets, of course, shine by other than reflected 
light. They all owe their luminosity to the sun— 
their common parent." 

" What do you mean by their common parent? " 
questioned Rupert, after taking another look at 
Jupiter and his satellites. 

" W e l l , " replied his companion, "aeons ago all 
the planets, together with the satellites, were one 
with the sun. Then something really momentous 
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happened to that great globe: another such incan-
descent body, though probably much larger, passed 
near enough to our sun to cause a serious disruption. 
A great mass of fiery material was torn from its 
surface by this passing star, and this material 
gradually formed into a group of planets." 

" H o w interesting!" remarked Rupert. "Bu t 
how could one star influence or affect another to 
that extent? Do you mean that they collided? " 

" No," answered the other. " Such a disruption, 
it is believed, could be effected solely through the 
influence of gravitation—through the influence of 
one great body on another—even though the two 
bodies never came into actual contact." 

" Gravitation," said the young man, " evidently 
plays an important role in the scheme of things." 

" Yes," answered his companion, " and it is a 
principle which is ever in operation. Every object, 
however minute, is in virtue of this principle affected 
and attracted by every other object throughout 
the universe. It is to this wonderful principle that 
we owe the stately, beautiful, and orderly move-
ments of the planets in their orbits, and of the stars 
in their courses. This great principle welds the vast 
stellar universe into a great comprehensive unity. 

" But let us," continued the speaker, " advert to 
Jupiter for a little while longer, for this planet is 
intimately linked up with human history. About 
three centuries ago the immortal Galileo, with the 
assistance of another, invented the telescope. At 
that time it was generally believed that the earth 
was the centre of the universe, and that the planets, 
the sun, and the stars revolved around it. In brief, 
the earth was the most important object in the 
universe. As I have already said, this view was 
challenged even in pre-Christian times, but the 
correct view was rigidly suppressed. 

" About the middle of the sixteenth century the 
great Copernicus died, but in his book, which was 
not published until the year of his death, he set 
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forth in a very convincing manner his view that the 
earth was not the centre of the universe. It was 
fortunate for Copernicus that he was no longer 
aUve, for the Church immediately heaped anathemas 
upon his head. His name was execrated, his book 
banned, and his teaching suppressed. A half century 
later the Church was again stirred into violence, 
and the gallant Bruno, because he had dared to 
challenge the orthodox view of the earth's position, 
was sent to the stake. 

" But, although the Church might anathematize 
Copernicus and put Bruno to death, it fortunately 
could not permanently injure truth itself; so that 
only a few years after Bruno's death Galileo, with 
his telescope, in studying Jupiter and discerning his 
satellites, discovered what appeared to be a minia-
ture solar system. Now, said Galileo in effect, the 
earth is not the fixed centre of the universe. Like 
the satellites of Jupiter around that globe, so our 
earth with the other planets revolves around the 
sun. 

" Once again the wrath of the Church was 
aroused; Galileo was imprisoned, and under the 
threat of torture compelled to recant. But the 
heretical view gradually triumphed, until to-day 
the beliefs for which Copernicus, Bruno, and 
Galileo suffered are the orthodox view. The 
position is this, Rupert," continued the speaker; 
" the Church's influence, since the advent of modern 
science, has suffered a steady decline, so that it is 
now impotent to arrest the progress of enlighten-
ment. Its anathemas no longer terrify educated 
people, and even its own followers do not treat it 
as seriously nor as respectfully as their ancestors 
did. And now," he added, " let us concentrate 
our attention on Alpha Centauri, which is the 
nearest star to the earth. Yes, the telescope is 
now ready for you." 

" O h , " said Rupert; ' ' A l p h a Centauri is one of 
the stars of the Southern Cross." 
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"Yes," replied the other; " t h e brighter of the 
two pointers. Alpha Centauri is an interesting star 
for several reasons." 

" But," interrupted the young man, " I can see 
two stars where I thought there was only one." 

" True," answered Henry Thorough. " That is 
what is called a binary system. There are many 
such systems in the universe, two stars being rela-
tively close to each other and each revolving around 
its companion. But I was about to remark that 
Alpha Centauri is also interesting because it is a 
similar star to the sun, being just a little heavier, 
brighter, and bigger. Its companion, on the other 
hand, although fogger still, is not as luminous." 

"How far away is Alpha Centauri? " asked Rupert. 
" That," replied his companion, " is just what I 

was about to mention. The nearest stars are almost 
exactly a million times more distant than the 
nearest planets. Now, the nearest planet to the 
earth is Venus, to which we have already referred, 
but which is not at present visible. Venus is 
approximately twenty-six million miles away; while 
Alpha Centauri, the nearest star, is about twenty-
five million million miles away." 

" What appalling distances! " exclaimed Rupert. 
"Not to astronomers," continued Henry Thorough. 

" But, even so. Alpha Centauri is so far away that 
its light, travelling at the rate of a hundred and 
eighty-six thousand miles per second, takes over 
four years to reach the earth." 

" One-hundred-and-eighty-six-thousand-miles per 
second," repeated Rupert slowly. " I must re-
member that." 

" It will be worth while," commented his com-
panion, " for we know of nothing in the universe 
that travels faster. Alpha Centauri is, as I have 
just said, brighter than the sun, but there are stars 
ever so much brighter still. And I am about to 
direct this instrument to one of such—namely, Beta 
Centauri. Yes," he continued, after a pause, during 
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which Rupert looked through the telescope again, 
" the star you are now gazing at is three thousand 
times as luminous as the sun." 

" That's the other pointer of the Southern Cross," 
commented the young man. 

'' Yes," said Henry Thorough. '' It is much more 
distant than Alpha Centauri, and so to us is rather 
dim by comparison." 

" I s that the brightest star in the heavens?" 
asked Rupert. 

" Not by any means," answered the other. "Just 
wait a few moments. I am now directing the 
telescope towards the constellation of Orion. Rigel 
is the star at which it is now pointing. Rigel is a 
really beautiful star, and is fifteen thousand times 
more luminous than the sun." 

" It is incredible," exclaimed the young man. 
" To you I have no doubt it is," replied Henry 

Thorough; " f o r astronomy, even to our greatest 
sages, discloses facts which simply stagger the 
imagination. And now," he continued, " I am going 
to show you OUR brightest star—namely, Sirius." 

" Yes," said Rupert. " I know Sirius. Father 
once pointed it out to me, and I have never for-
gotten it, because it is so bright." 

" True," continued the other; " yet Sirius is only 
twenty-six times brighter than the sun. It is because 
it is not much farther away than Alpha Centauri 
that it looks so bright." 

" It had never occurred to me," said Rupert, as 
he watched his companion again adjust the tele-
scope, " that there were stars brighter than the sun 
—not to mention stars that are so much brighter." 

" Many people," repHed the other, " like your-
self, have never given much thought to this study; 
but they cannot realize what an intellectual ecstasy 
they are missing. Speaking, however, of bright 
stars, although you have just seen several brighter 
than the sun, you can't at present see a star I 
would like to show you—namely, S Doradus—for 
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this is the brightest star yet discovered. S Doradus 
is approximately three hundred thousand times 
brighter than the sun, and is as much hotter too." 

"Good gracious!" exclaimed the young man; 
" hell must be a cool place by comparison." 

" You would find even the sun hot enough," 
retorted the other, " if you were to visit it, for its 
central temperature is estimated to be forty million 
degrees." 

" And we complain here," said Rupert, " when 
the temperature reaches a mere hundred degrees. 
Why, we don't know when we are well off." 

" No," returned his companion. " You are quite 
right. The earth, even if it is but one of the smaller 
planets, is quite a delightful home; while it also 
contains many objects of surpassing interest. More-
over, the earth has proved an excellent school for 
man; for although it is not more than a million 
years since our most primitive ancestors made 
their advent here; although humanity has fre-
quently abused its privilege of gaining knowledge; 
although even to-day education and enlightenment 
are the possession of only the few; still, progress 
there has been, and when all mankind are pro-
vided with equal opportunities and given the 
desired encouragement it will not be long before 
we shall worthily acquit ourselves as a planet. 
Perhaps Shakespeare's Hamlet had a vision of the 
earth's future—of that future towards which all of 
us should aspire—when he soliloquized thus:— 

" ' What a piece of work is man! How noble 
in reason! How infinite in faculty! In form and 
moving how express and admirable! In action how 
like an angel! In apprehension how like a god! ' 

" But," continued the speaker, again moving the 
telescope, " I want to show you now the largest 
star our astronomers have yet discovered. The 
sun, although a million times greater in volume 
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than the earth, is, when viewed as a star, a rather 
insignificant object. It is true that there are smaller 
stars in existence; but there are also many larger, 
a number of which, in fact, could quite comfortably 
accommodate a million suns in their interior. 
Yes," he added, " there are stars a million times 
larger than the sun, but Antares, at which you 
are now looking, is, according to Sir James Jeans— 
one of the world's greatest astronomers—ninety 
million times larger than our puny luminary." 

" How astounding! " exclaimed Rupert. " And 
I am now actually looking at that enormous star. 
Antares," he added; " I will remember you." 

" The second largest star known to astronomers," 
resumed Henry Thorough, again adjusting the tele-
scope to another object in the heavens, '' is Betel-
geuse. According to Professor Eddington—another 
astronomer of international repute—Betelgeuse is 
nearly fifty million times greater than the sun. 
That is the object at which you are now 
looking." 

" I am overwhelmed with the immensity of it 
all," said the young man simply, as he continued 
gazing at the star in question. 

" It is not surprising," commented his companion, 
" for, as I have just told you, even our greatest 
astronomers experience that sensation." 

'' What surprises me most of all, perhaps," con-
tinued Rupert, " is that our astronomers have been 
able to obtain so many facts, so many figures, so 
much information, in regard to objects so vast and 
at such enormous distances from the earth. I 
wonder if they are all reliable, all true." 

" Astronomers," replied Henry Thorough, " do 
differ, and differ widely, in regard to the inter-
pretation of some phenomena. In the nature of 
the case there is ample scope for such divergence 
of views. But all the important phenomena of 
astronomy are so woven into each other that 
serious flaws in human calculation, in human 

G 
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reasoning, are soon discovered. Moreover, astrono-
mers can give demonstrable proof of so much of 
what they declare to be true. Take the case of 
lunar ecHpses. With complete accuracy astronomers 
predict their occurrence, and such predictions, of 
course, involve a knowledge of a number of inter-
related phenomena. Then the foundations of 
astronomy have been so securely laid—the earliest 
bricks being placed in position, as I have already 
told you, before the Christian era. There was, in 
fact," continued the speaker, " an eclipse of the 
sun in Europe in the year 585 B.G.—the eclipse 
having been predicted by Thales, the father of 
Greek philosophy. Again, six years ago the 
planet Pluto was discovered, but fifteen years 
earlier Dr. Percival Lowell, after careful observa-
tions and calculations, predicted its discovery; and 
he also predicted the position in the heavens in 
which Pluto would be found. Then, again, there 
is the case of comets." 

" Halley's comet," interrupted Rupert; " I know 
of that, because father said that I arrived on it in 
the year 1910. He said that all through the cen-
turies comets had been regarded as omens of 
calamity, but that he had never believed it of 
them until the year 1910, when I, the greatest 
possible calamity, arrived." 

" I am glad," said Henry Thorough, smiUng, 
" that you have mentioned Halley's comet, because 
it is to the English-speaking world the most famous 
comet of all. It returns to the earth every seventy-
five or seventy-six years. Edmund Halley, after 
whom it was later named, was an intimate friend 
of Isaac Newton. Man is impressed with the 
power of foretelling future events; and Edmund 
Halley was able to present to the world a remark-
able prophecy, the fulfilment of which was left to 
future generations to witness. This prediction, so 
accurately fulfilled, rendered him immortal. 

' ' A great comet had appeared in 1682. This 
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astronomer was convinced that it had appeared 
before, and would appear again. He subjected his 
convictions to every possible test, and then made 
the prediction that, allowing for its being deflected 
from its path by the massive Jupiter, the comet in 
question would return to the earth in seventy-five 
or seventy-six years. It did so. It returned again 
in the nineteenth century; and yet again, Rupert, 
in 1910, the year of your birth. Unfortunately, this 
comet is not an enduring monument to the memory 
of Edmund Halley, because it has recently revealed 
signs of disintegration." 

" Will that be attended with serious conse-
quences? " asked the young man. 

" Probably not," replied the other. " It may 
add to the number of meteorites in our museums; 
for astronomers believe that when, owing to its 
passing too close to the sun, a comet is broken into 
fragments its many particles become meteors, 
while a number of them—as shooting stars— 
actually reach the earth's atmosphere and fall on 
its surface. Most meteors, however, are no bigger 
than a walnut. But in 1908 a large meteorite fell 
in Siberia, causing a wind which devastated the 
surrounding forests to the extent of a hundred 
square miles. Again, in Arizona, America, there 
is an enormous hole shaped like the crater of a 
volcano. This is believed to have been formed 
in prehistoric times by the impact of a meteorite 
as huge as a mountain." 

' ' And now," continued the speaker, advancing 
to the" telescope, " I am going to show you the Milky 
Way. You will presently be looking at the richest 
part of that great girdle of stars which completely 
surrounds the earth." 

" H o w wonderful!" exclaimed Rupert a few 
moments later. " Oh, what a host of stars! " 

" Y e s , " answered his companion. " J u s t think 
for a moment of what we owe to the telescope. 
To the naked eye the total number of stars amounts 
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to about six thousand; to the eye, when the heavens 
are viewed through a telescope, miUions of stars 
are visible. But astronomers, since the seventeenth 
century, have not only supplemented the eye with 
the telescope, but the telescope with the photo-
graphic plate. And in consequence an enormous 
number of additional stars have been discovered. 
With the aid of photography and through the 
earth's greatest telescope about one thousand five 
hundred million stars have now been recorded." 

"Phew," softly whistled Rupert; " a n d does 
that comprise the grand total of all the stars in the 
universe? " 

"No , " replied Henry Thorough. " O n the 
contrary, these are all believed to be contained in 
one single section of the universe—in what we call 
the Milky Way. But some eminent astronomers 
believe that the Milky Way—the portion, that is, 
of the universe to which the sun and his family of 
planets belong—contains many more stars than 
that. Dr. Scares estimates the number to be in the 
vicinity of thirty thousand million; Dr. Shapley 
increases it to one hundred thousand million; while 
Professor Eddington has modestly suggested that 
the total number of stars in the Milky Way may 
exceed three hundred thousand million." 

" Well," said Rupert, smiling ; " rather than 
count them myself I am quite willing to accept any 
of those figures as correct. Actually, however," he 
added, " such numbers are to me appalling. What 
a world! " 

"Yes," resumed his companion; "one is not 
only overwhelmed by its beauty, but overawed by 
its immensity. Yet," he continued, his voice re-
vealing just the suggestion of sadness, " in all that 
beauty and grandeur, Rupert, there is something of 
pathos; for that vast universe of incredible bright-
ness and brilliance is wasting away. Every star, 
every constellation, is, so to speak, sending its beauty 
out into the world at the cost of its own life. Our 
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own star—the sun—is wasting away at the rate of 
two hundred and fifty million tons a minute. He 
is, in a very real sense, dying that we might live; 
for, indeed, without his genial rays life on the 
earth would be impossible. But," he continued, 
once again fixing the telescope on to another 
distant object, " the universe we have been looking 
at and talking about is, as I mentioned a few 
minutes ago, but one of many. Now just look at 
that object." 

" What's that? " inquired Rupert, a moment later. 
" That's one of the spiral nebulae," replied the 

other; ' ' one of the nearest to the earth. All these 
nebulae are at great distances from the earth. That 
at which you are now looking is so far away that 
its light, travelling at the rate of one hundred and 
eighty-six thousand miles per second, has taken 
nearly a million years to reach the earth. In other 
words, you are now looking at an object not as it 
is at the present time, but as it was about a million 
years ago. And that object is but one of many, 
scarcely any of which, because of their great dis-
tance, can be seen with the naked eye. Dr. Hubble, 
who has at his disposal the most powerful telescope 
in the world, assures us that there are probably 
at least two million of these nebulae, and it is 
thought that they each contain enough material 
to make two thousand million stars. Many of 
them, of course, reveal already many stars." 

" Then they are the material out of which stars 
are made? " questioned the young man. 

" Yes," answered Henry Thorough. " It is be-
lieved that each of the spiral nebulae will ultimately 
resolve itself into a stellar universe—into a similar 
system, that is, to the Milky Way. But there is 
one other interesting feature about these objects 
which I must now mention. The most distant of 
them is estimated to be one hundred and fifty 
million light-years away." 

" Light-years? " queried Rupert. 
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" Yes," continued the other. " By that is meant 
that if a person dwelling on the most distant nebula 
were to visit the earth this year, and were to travel 
at the speed of light, he would need to leave his 
distant home in space one hundred and fifty million 
years ago." 

" And what an age he would be ! " interjected 
Rupert, chuckling softly. " Old Methuselah would 
be a suckling babe by comparison." 

" Yes," said Henry Thorough. " But I was about 
to mention the curious fact that these spiral nebulae 
are receding from the earth at a terrific rate." 

" Perhaps they don't appreciate our company," 
suggested Rupert. 

" Perhaps you are right," replied his companion, 
" but it has been found that the greater the distance 
from the earth, the faster is the stampede; while 
the most distant of these great objects is believed 
to be receding at the rate of fifteen thousand miles 
per second." 

" What is the cause of this? " inquired the young 
man. 

" Astronomers," answered Henry Thorough, 
" are uncertain. Like ourselves, they are rather 
bewildered at this perplexing phenomenon of rapid 
secession. Astronomers," he continued, after a few 
minutes' silence, " have discovered much, but the 
wisest of them feels a mere babe in knowledge and 
understanding when confronted with the vast 
universe and its impressive phenomena. One recalls 
the words of Sir Isaac Newton, to whom astronomy 
owes so much; of him who, according to Sir Oliver 
Lodge, ' towers head and shoulders over, not only 
his contemporaries, but over every other scientific 
man who has ever lived.' Listen to his words," 
continued the speaker, removing a book from its 
shelf and turning over its pages, 

" ' I do not know what I may appear to the 
world; but to myself I seem to have been only 
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like a boy playing on the seashore and diverting 
myself in now and then finding a smoother 
pebble, or a prettier shell than ordinary, whilst 
the great ocean of truth lay all undiscovered 
before me.' " 

" He has, of course, been dead for centuries," 
remarked Rupert. 

" Yes," replied the other. " But something of 
his greatness and his modesty are to be found in 
many of his successors. Listen to these words," he 
continued, taking another volume from the book-
shelf. They are the words of Sir James Jeans, a 
not by any means unworthy successor of Isaac 
Newton. After referring to the jungles of ignor-
ance, error, and superstition through which our 
wisest men are blazing their way, speaking for such 
men, of whom he himself is one, he modestly adds: 

" ' We are still too much engulfed in the grey-
ness of the morning mists to be able to imagine, 
however vaguely, how this world of ours will 
appear to those who come after us and see it in 
the full light of day.' 

" Such is the impression," added Henry Thorough, 
" created in the minds of our greatest and wisest 
men—of those who, night after night, and year 
after year, are confronted by the sheer glittering, 
scintillating grandeur and immensity of the cosmic 
universe." 

" There is one other question," said Rupert, 
" that I would like to ask you. Are the planets 
inhabited?" 

" That," answered his companion, " i s a very 
interesting question, and one which even our 
astronomers would like to be able to answer with 
certitude. But at present several of the greatest 
of them have simply adopted an attitude of Agnos-
ticism in regard to this immensely important subject. 
Others, again, declare it to be improbable that any 
of the planets of the solar system are inhabited." 
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" How many planets are there? " interrupted the 
young man. ' ' I know there are several." 

' ' Excuse me a moment, if you please," said Henry 
Thorough, once again moving the telescope, " but 
I want to show you Saturn. He has just made his 
appearance above the eastern horizon." 

" H o w very pre t ty!" exclaimed Rupert, with 
his eye to the telescope. 

" Yes," agreed the other. ' ' Sir Robert Hall has 
declared that no other object anywhere can in-
vaHdate the claim of Saturn to be one of the most 
supremely beautiful and interesting objects in the 
heavens. This interest is due to that marvellous 
system of rings by which, you see, Saturn is sur-
rounded—a system wonderful in every way, and, 
as far as our knowledge goes, without a parallel 
throughout the universe." 

' ' I am so glad that I have seen that object," said 
the young man, ' 'but what exactly are those rings?" 

" Astronomers think," continued Henry Thorough, 
' ' that they are the disintegrated fragments of a 
former satellite. This satellite, through injudiciously 
venturing too close to its parents, was smashed to 
pieces, with the result that you see before you. 
But now," added the speaker, " I must answer your 
earlier question as to how many planets there are. 
As far as we know, there are nine, their order, 
according to their distance from the sun, being 
Mercury, Venus, Earth, Mars, Jupiter, Saturn, 
Uranus, Neptune, and Pluto." 

' ' What I have seen and heard to-night," con-
fessed Rupert, " makes me feel that our earth is a 
very insignificant member of the universe." 

' ' Well," said Henry Thorough, smiling, " it is 
scarcely the supremely important object which the 
Driests of mediaeval Christianity would have had us 
relieve. On the other hand, as I think we agreed 
earlier in the evening, the earth is doubtless ful-
filling its purpose in the scheme of things. I will 
tell you a story while you are resting your neck. 
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Two children whose father was interested in 
astronomy were with him early one night gazing 
at the heavens. ' That's my planet/ said one, 
looking and pointing at Jupiter; ' that white one. 
It's the best.' ' No,' said the other, pointing to 
Mars, ' I like that red one. That's my planet. 
It's the best.' After a little argument, the father 
being busy in the observatory, the children decided 
to ask Grandma—who was always so wise in every-
thing—to arbitrate. Racing into her room, where 
she sat knitting, they cried out excitedly, ' Granny, 
Granny, come quickly. We want you to tell us 
which is the best planet.' ' There is no need, my 
dears,' repHed the old lady, continuing her knitting, 
' for I am sitting on it.' Remember the moral, 
Rupert. But," continued the speaker, " I was 
going to mention that some of our astronomers 
think it probable that the sun has more than nine 
children and predictions have been made concerning 
the existence of a tenth planet—beyond Pluto." 

" Pluto, then, is our most distant KNOWN neigh-
bour? " questioned Rupert. 

" Yes," answered the other; ' ' only our relatively 
powerful telescopes have been able to discern him 
at all. Of course, Pluto is quite a small planet in 
any case, and is about forty times farther away 
from the sun than we are. He has, in consequence, 
a very long journey to travel each year. Pluto's 
year, in fact, is two hundred and fifty times longer 
than ours. . . . But," continued the speaker, ' ' we 
were discussing the question—a supremely im-
portant question—as to whether the planets were 
inhabited, when a question of yours caused me to 
digress. Many astronomers of the nineteenth cen-
tury thought it a reasonable hypothesis. Indeed, some 
of them went further, and reasoned that once life had 
come into the universe of matter, it would spread 
rapidly from planet to planet until the entire universe 
teemed with life. Such, I may add, is my view. 

" And both Sir William Herschel and his son, 
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Sir John—each of whom bears an honoured name 
in astronomy—supported the view that the other 
planets were inhabited. . . . Since then M. Camille 
Flammarion has been one of the sturdiest advocates 
of the habitabihty of the other planets. What 
now," asked the speaker, looking as if he were 
trying to recall something, " has Professor Eddington 
to remark on this subject? Oh yes, here is the 
page," he added, taking up another book. These 
are the words: ' The mind is irresistibly drawn 
to play with the thought that somewhere in the 
universe may be other beings, a little lower than 
the angels, whom man may regard as his equals 
or perhaps his superiors.' But neither he nor a 
number of his astronomical peers of the twentieth 
century regard this view of the habitabihty of the 
other planets with much favour. They simply 
regard it as being mere conjecture. They declare 
that it is unlikely that the natural conditions pre-
vailing upon the other planets would permit the 
evolution of man. Yet, I ask, are we justified in 
confining intellectual beings to this one planet, the 
earth? Listen to the remarks of Camille Flam-
marion on this subject," he continued, taking a 
volume from his writing desk. ' ' I was, curiously 
enough, thinking about this subject before you arrived. 
It is so intriguing. This is what he has written:— 

" ' In our solar system this little earth has not 
obtained any special privileges from Nature, and 
it is strange to wish to confine life within the 
circle of terrestrial chemistry.' 

" And again he has written:— 
^ Certain savants object that if the conditions 

are too different from terrestrial conditions life 
cannot exist at all. But we have no right to 
limit the powers of Nature by the narrowness 
of our sphere of observation, or to pretend that 
our planet and our human race are the model for 
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all planets. That is an hypothesis as infantile 
as it is ridiculous.' 

' ' I personally/' added Henry Thorough, ' ' having 
already ventured an opinion in favour of the 
habitability of the planets, think it probable that 
the intelligent beings who dwell there do not 
necessarily, in so far as form, etc., is concerned, 
resemble us. If we were to see a Martian, it is 
possible that we would think him a very strange-
ooking creature—an observation, by the way, he 

would doubtless reciprocate. On the other hand, 
Camille Flammarion has suggested that the in-
habitants of Mars are much more highly evolved 
than we of the earth. And although human vanity 
might resent it, I think it likely that such is the 
case. Before passing from this subject, however, I 
would like to mention Emanuel Swedenborg—in 
some respects one of the most remarkable men of 
recent centuries; a man of great culture and 
accomplishments. It was he who solemnly claimed 
to hold converse with the denizens of other planets 
of the solar system." 

" But how could he do that? " inquired Rupert, 
incredulously. 

" That question, young man," repHed his com-
panion, " opens up another field for discussion— 
that of the occult; upon which, by the way, so 
much derision has been gratuitously and ignorantly 
expended. But," he continued, smihng, ' ' we shall 
reserve that subject for another night. I would, 
however, like to say this, in regard to the occult; 
if such a study discloses facts—facts interesting, 
informative, and elevating—then it surely justifies its 
existence. And that it does this, I personally have 
not the shadow of a doubt." 

" But, do you think, sir," asked Rupert, " that 
we are right in invading, as it were, these mysterious 
regions? " 

" Before the advent of knowledge," replied his 
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companion, " all regions were mysterious and there 
were many who wished them to remain so. Largely 
under the influence of the Church, for many cen-
turies he who dared to explore the unknown was a 
person to be suspected, avoided, often to be im-
prisoned, or even tortured. This, however, is an 
age of inquiry, and you may rest assured that the 
Infinite looks more kindly upon this age than upon 
the age to which I have just alluded. I believe, 
moreover, that everything in existence is a legitimate 
subject for earnest study. Learn a lesson, Rupert," 
he continued, " from the words of James Russell 
Lowell which I committed to memory twenty 
years ago. These are they:— 

' ' ' Is anything of God's contriving endangered 
by inquiry? Was it the system of the universe 
or the monks that trembled at the telescope of 
Galileo? Did the circulation of the firmament 
stop in terror because Newton laid his daring 
finger on its pulse? ' " 
" Your mode of reasoning is very convincing," 

admitted the young man. 
" Very well, then," continued the other, " I was 

going to mention that a friend of mine. Professor 
Hilton, will be visiting me during the week, and 
that I would like you to meet him. I think he will 
be able to give you some interesting and convincing 
demonstrations of what is known as occult power." 

" Thank you," replied Rupert. " Because of 
your recommendation I would like to make the 
gentleman's acquaintance. And I would like to 
thank you, too, Mr. Thorough, for the wonderful 
evening I . . ." 

"That's all right," interrupted the other; "but 
don't stay to thank me now, otherwise you will 
have Venus to light you home." 

" I s it as late as that? " asked Rupert, for the 
first time looking at his watch. " Good heavens! " 
he exclaimed. " It's twenty minutes past two." 



CHAPTER V 

CAN THIS BE TRUTH? 
** We are living in an extraordinary age . . . it is a time 

for the open mind and the open vision in all departments 
of l i fe . "—SIR OLIVER LODGE. 

" J A C K inquired for you last night," said Mrs. 
Elsmore, as Rupert joined his parents at breakfast. 
" He said that his cousins wish to see the ^ Gorge' 
and that he had promised to motor them there at 
five o'clock this afternoon. He wants you to join 
them." 

" Thanks, mother," replied the young man; " I 
will do that with pleasure. I think those girls are 
keeping Jack occupied; that, however, is good for 
him, for you know how preoccupied he so often is 
with his legal work. Moreover, his cousins are really 
delightful girls." 

" Take care, my son," humorously interjected 
Jeffery Elsmore. 

" Rupert can take care of himself. Of that I 
have no fear," rejoined his mother. " I wonder," 
she continued, after a pause, whether they are 
members of the Church. That perhaps you could 
find out, Rupert. I think all young men should 
choose good girls as friends and companions, and 
one meets plenty of them at church." 

" Perhaps you are right, mother," replied Rupert. 
" But whether they are connected with the Church 
or not does not at present concern me. I am afraid 
that association with the Church doesn't carry nearly 
as much weight with me as it used to do. . . . As 
you know," he added, as his father retired to his 

lOI 
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garden, " father is a worthy man, yet he never goes 
to church. Then there is Henry Thorough. . . 

" Your father, Rupert," his mother retorted rather 
sharply, " is a good man. That I readily acknow-
ledge. But he would be a much better man if he 
went to church. As for Mr. Thorough—well, I 
only hope that he will not mislead you with his weird 
beliefs and fantastic schemes." 

' ' Don't you worry over my association with Henry 
Thorough, mother," rejoined Rupert, " for he is in 
every respect the biggest man I have ever met—and 
the sanest. I wish there were to be found in our 
legislatures men of his knowledge, vision, and 
idealism." 

" Do you think you will finish painting the fence 
and verandah to-day?" inquired the young man's 
mother, feeling that, as she was not getting the better 
of the little argument, it were better to change the 
subject. 

" Quite easily," he replied. Rupert, at his father's 
suggestion, was glad to undertake the painting of 
the house. It gave him employment for the time 
being. A little later, therefore, the young man was 
busy at his work. His thoughts, however, were far 
away, and his brain more active than ever. What a 
wonderful night he had had! What a wonderful 
world he had seen! 

" Mr. Thorough wishes to speak to you," called 
out his mother a few moments later, " on the 
telephone." 

" Your mother tells me you are painting, Rupert," 
greeted Henry Thorough. " Well, I will not inter-
rupt you for long. But as Professor Hilton has to-
night free of engagements he is going to spend it with 
me. Could you join us ? " 

" With pleasure," replied the other. 
" Very well, then," rephed Henry Thorough, 

" and bring with you a few articles or objects for my 
friend to psychometrize." 
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Rupert, having finished his day's task and par-
taken of a refreshing shower, was now on his way to 
fulfil his afternoon's engagement. Jack had just 
returned from his office and, having collected his 
cousins, was about to drive across to his friend's 
place. 

'' As it would have been out of your way," ex-
plained the other, " I decided to join you here. We 
can now get an earlier start." 

"Jack has been telling us about the ' Gorge,' " 
said Margaret, " s o we insisted upon his taking us 
there." 

" And we have a delightful afternoon for our httle 
jaunt," remarked Helen. 

" And best of all," added Margaret, " we have 
very nice company." 

" A compliment for which we thank you, young 
lady, and which, by the way, we reciprocate. 
Don't we, old fel low?" 

" Surely," replied Rupert. " I feel quite happy 
and I know that the company is—to some extent 
anyway—responsible for that feeling." 

" Really, Mr. Elsmore," said Margaret, with a 
smile, " you are improving. It must be our 
influence, Helen. Anyhow, we shall claim it as 
such." 

Oh, Margaret," exclaimed Helen suddenly, 
just look at that. How beautiful! " 

That is the ^ Gorge,' " said Jack simply. 
Beautiful and grand," continued Helen. 

" Oh, Jack," joined in Margaret, " you are a 
dear to have brought us here. What a wonderful 

I 55 
view! 

Such exclamations, especially from those who had 
never before seen the " Gorge," were certainly not 
surprising, for the view which now spread itself 
before them was one of sheer magnificence. Jack 
stopped the car and all four of its occupants feasted 
their eyes upon the luxuriant beauty below. Nature 
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had generously endowed this part of her domain. 
The ' Gorge " was noted especially for its unique 
panoramic views. Tourists, indeed, had repeatedly 
stated that such views almost paralleled many of 
those of Switzerland. Immediately below the little 
group in the car was a sheer precipitous drop of a 
thousand feet. 

" Ugh," said Margaret, shrugging her shoulders, 
" to look down there makes me giddy." 

" The distant view is unquestionably the more 
attractive," commented Rupert, as they all of one 
accord raised their eyes. There were the hills, 
tier after tier, their summits crowned with the purple 
air, their peaks rendered resplendent by the western 
sun, extending as far as the eye could reach— 
apparently to infinity. Away to the right stretched 
the blue expanse of ocean. 

" What an artist Nature is! " said Rupert, as they 
all gazed in admiration at the view described. 

" I s it any wonder that so many people find in 
Nature all the satisfaction their mental and spiritual 
being requires?" said Jack after a pause in the 
conversation. " The lowest strata, by the way, of 
that great cliff yonder is estimated to be one thousand, 
five hundred million years of age." 

" Don't be absurd. Jack," said Margaret. " I 
think you must have been mixing your drinks 
to-day, for you are certainly mixing your figures 
now." 

" No, my dear," returned Jack. " Professor 
Cotton and a group of geologists were here recently 
and those are their figures. Actually—so it is 
believed—there are even older deposits than those in 
existence." 

After a few more remarks the four friends drove 
homeward, almost reluctantly; the soft light of the 
setting sun glancing through a myriad trees produced 
shadows of almost every description. Helen and 
Rupert, being together in the back seat, were able to 
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appreciate these to the full. " Were you aware," 
said Rupert presently, ' ' that I am a lover? " 

" If I may be permitted to say so," replied the 
person addressed, " I should have thought you too 
sensible for that." 

" Then you are wrong," continued her 
companion, " for, 

' I am a lover; 
Deep in me lies, 
Deep as the ocean, 
Wide as the skies. 
Love all embracing. 
Steadfast as these; 
I am a lover— 
A lover of trees.' " 

" Good," said Helen, when Rupert had ceased. 
" I am not disappointed in you after all. And I 
think I love trees quite as much as you do—such 
trees as those, in particular. Indeed," she added, 
her voice suddenly betraying a suggestion of the 
mystic, " I sometimes think that everything created 
reveals in a distinct way the Creator; that nothing 
in Nature is as devoid of intelligence as it seems; and 
that each created thing, in its own way, expresses 
its gratitude to God for its existence. Such is my 
conception of Nature and God." 

" And it is," suggested Rupert, " probably the 
right conception." 

' ' I am glad you think so," continued the young 
lady, ' ' for some people think me almost a pagan 
because I hold these views, and prefer the cathedral 
of Nature to the cathedrals of theology. I am sure, 
too, that in the cathedral of Nature I learn more of 
the attributes of God than I would were I to fre-
quent the cathedrals of man. Forgive me," she 
added in almost a pleading voice, " for speaking so 
frankly, but my intuitions tell me that I can trust 
you—I mean, that is, that you will understand. 
These wonderful trees, by the way, remind me of 

H 
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some lines which I have in a book of selected verse. 
They are called the ' Hymn of the Forest Trees.' I 
think that I can remember them. Shall I repeat 
t h e m ? " 

" If you please," said Rupert. 
In a low musical voice Helen then recited the 

following verse:— 
" ' To Thee, O God, we lift our arms in praise, 

Who gave us life and strength and length of days, 
That we might stand erect before weak man. 
And show him something of Thy mighty plan. 
Thy strength. Thy goodness and Thy majesty. 
All manifested—even in a tree.' " 

"Jack and I would like you two to talk a little 
louder, please," called out Margaret teasingly from 
the front seat. 

" I am afraid," said Jack, " that your request is 
just a little belated, for this is Rupert's home." 

Tea being over, Rupert proceeded to select, as 
requested by Henry Thorough, some articles through 
which Professor Hilton could give a demonstration 
of psychometry. Henry Thorough seemed greatly 
impressed with his unusual gifts. " But," com-
mented Rupert to himself, ' ' I think we shall have 
him mystified to-night." With his father's co-opera-
tion, the young man selected the following articles:— 

(i) A portion of the tusk of a dugong. This was 
suggested by his father. 

" What on earth is that? " asked Rupert, as he 
brought it into the room. 

" It belongs to an animal," he explained, " that 
frequents the waters of the north-east coast of 
Australia. It is, according to some zoologists, 
related to the elephant. Perhaps a million years 
ago the two animals were almost indistinguishable, 
both dwelling in the water, but the elephant 
decided to take to the land, leaving his less 
adventurous cousin behind." 
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" Well," said Rupert, confidently, '' that will beat 
Professor Hilton, if nothing else does." 

(2) A piece of coal, which his mother had dropped 
into a bottle of green hat dye, and which was now 
completely discoloured. 

(3) A piece of metal, taken from a railway line 
over which passed almost incessant traffic. 

(4) Another similar piece of metal, but from a 
road in the neighbourhood which was rarely used 
and then only by other than railway traffic. 

(5) A periwinkle, found on the beach, by the 
ocean. 

(6) Another periwinkle, taken from a cave 
where it had probably been lying for a very long 
time. 

(7) A letter of his mother's, from a solicitor, which 
had reference to some property left to her in a will. 
Taking an envelope from her drawer, she inserted the 
letter in it and then, carefully seaUng it, handed it 
to her son. 

(8) A rose, picked by his father in the garden. 

" Now," chuckled Rupert to himself, as he 
presently made his way to Henry Thorough's home, 
" I think. Professor Hilton, that for once you will 
have to acknowledge your limitations as a psycho-
meter." 

'' Welcome again to my den," said Henry 
Thorough, as Rupert entered. Scarcely, however, 
had the two men exchanged greetings when another 
man appeared at the door. 

" Oh, it's you, Mr. McLean," remarked 
Rupert's host. 

" Alec, if you please, Henry," replied the other. 
" I am returning your book, The World Before Adam ; 
and I want, if you don't mind, those two books of 
Thomas Paine's—TA^ Rights of Man and The Age of 
Reason,^^ 

" Certainly," replied Henry Thorough, and then, 
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turning to Rupert, added, " Mr. Elsmore, meet the 
Reverend Alec McLean." The latter, however, 
explaining that he had another engagement, 
remained only a few minutes and then withdrew. 

" That man possesses strength of character," 
commented Rupert. " He reveals it in his face." 

" He is a sterling fellow," agreed the other, " and 
has a rather interesting history. Actually he is no 
longer in charge of a parish. He resigned that 
thirteen years ago. Would you care to know the 
cause of his resignation? " 

" If you think it may interest me," answered the 
young man. 

' ' I should not have suggested it otherwise," 
resumed the other. " Well, this is what happened. 
Two young people of his church wished to be 
married, but Mr. McLean knew the young woman 
to be of such a delicate and sickly constitution as to 
be quite unsuitable for the responsibilities of matri-
mony. He therefore frankly told the young couple 
he would not marry them, clearly stating his reasons. 
Pressure was brought to bear upon him, and he 
was curtly informed that another clergyman would 
perform the marriage ceremony if he would not. 
He, however, stoutly refused to officiate in that 
capacity, and found his conduct throughout church 
circles generally condemned. He believed, too, that 
since the advent of the wireless, through which busy 
Deople, such as hard-worked mothers, in their own 
lomes could listen-in to sermons, churches and 
clergy were less necessary than ever, so he decided 
to resign. 

" And now," continued the speaker, " let me tell 
you what has since transpired. The young woman— 
more sickly than ever, and with the doctor in almost 
constant attendance—became a mother; four 
children in all have since been born, and all of 
them have inherited the physical weaknesses of the 
mother." 
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" What a tragedy! " murmured Rupert. 
" I quite agree/ ' returned the other. " And 

I honour the man who tried to prevent these 
calamities. He and I have since become firm 
friends. Although a rather busy public accountant, 
he co-operates with me in my various social and 
industrial activities, and his practical counsel and 
sympathetic understanding have been greatly appre-
ciated by many. Indeed I sometimes think of the 
words of Robert Burns in his connection. You, of 
course, remember them:— 

' The kindly, friendly, honest man, 
Whatever he be, 

'Tis he fulfils great Nature's plan, 
And none but he.' " 

" I can't help feeling," said Rupert, " that it is 
unfortunate for the Church to lose such a man as he. 
Goodness knows she needs such men. I intended, 
by the way, asking your advice in regard to my future 
relationship with the Church. Mother is very 
anxious for me to become a parson and have a 
church. I, however, have at times thought that 
missionary work would appeal to me more. And I 
have only another year in which to make up my 
mind." 

" An experience of my own may interest you," 
replied the other. 

' 'Were you, then, a missionary at one t ime?" 
inquired the young man. 

" No, not exactly," continued Henry Thorough, 
" but when interested in some tin mines many years 
ago, I engaged a Chinaman, who proved himself a 
really good workman, to do some rough engineering 
for me. Of an evening we used to converse together 
and he then told me that he had first been connected 
with a Catholic mission. He left it to get a better 
job with the Wesleyan mission; and he left that 
because, he said, he was offered a still better job 
with me. 
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" ^ Mission all right/ he once remarked, in his 
broken English, ' when me can't get nothing 
better.' 

" Some time later, when going through the 
Chinese joss-house of that town, I found my late 
employee burning some sandal-wood sticks and with 
two small blocks of wood rapping on a platform, on 
which was seated a wooden image of a rather 
pleasant-looking Chinaman. I immediately began 
to remonstrate with him because of his stupidity in 
burning sticks, etc., in that manner. To my surprise, 
however, he retorted with such language as this: 

" ' W h a t fella you? You fella tink your boss 
God, all three fella God; all same one.' Asj he 
continued in this strain for some time, I soon con-
cluded that his case was probably as good or even 
better than mine and so I decided to cease my 
missionary activities. But," continued Henry 
Thorough, " as you have sought my advice on an 
important matter, I would like us to devote a whole 
evening to the subject. Shall we reserve to-
morrow night for the discussion ? Methinks, though, 
Rupert," added the speaker, with a smile, " that 
your parents will soon begin to suspect that the 
person you are visiting so persistently is some charm-
ing young lady a little more than twenty, rather than 
an adult gentleman who is rather more than a 
century." 

Almost as soon as Henry Thorough finished 
speaking, yet another figure appeared in the door-
way. 

' ' Ah," said he, " Professor Hilton has arrived. 
Did you bring those articles? " he asked as, passing 
Rupert, he moved to the door. Following a formal 
introduction the three men were soon seated. 

" I have read with much pleasure," said Professor 
Hilton, " this book. The Stars in Their Courses,'' as 
he placed it on Henry Thorough's writing-desk. 

' Well," commented his friend, " astronomy is a 
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fascinating study. Even our young friend here 
agrees; eh, Rupert? 

" We are not, however," he continued, " going to 
discuss astronomy this evening. Other interesting 
subjects will, for a while, engage our attention— 
such subjects as palmistry, psychometry, clair-
voyance, etc., if you please. Professor. I understand, 
Rupert, that you are not acquainted with any of 
these studies." 

' ' No," answered the young man. " I am afraid 
that whenever I have thought about them at all, 
I have always regarded them in the light of super-
stitions not worth thinking about or subjects it were 
better to avoid." 

" Yet," said Professor Hilton, twenty-five years 
of careful and continuous observation, investigation, 
and demonstration in these so-called realms of the 
occult have convinced me that such subjects are 
susceptible of even scientific accuracy and certitude. 
Palmistry, of course, has been known all through 
the ages. Indeed, in trying to trace its origin we are 
taken back to the confines of a prehistoric age. The 
most ancient records of palmistry, however, have 
been found among the Hindus. 

' ' Centuries before the Christian era palmistry 
was practised in both India and China, in Tibet, 
as also in Persia and Egypt. It is to the ancient 
Greeks, however, that palmistry owes its present 
rational statements and clear and convincing 
principles. Anaxagoras, the teacher of Socrates, 
away back in the fifth century B.C., both taught and 
practised palmistry. Aristotle treated the subject 
with respect; as did later a number of cultured 
Romans, including Pliny and the Roman Emperor 
Augustus. The Church, however, after its advent 
frowned upon palmistry, treating it, in fact, as rank 
sorcery and witchcraft. The mere circumstance 
that it was a study pursued by the pagans at once 
discredited it and linked it with Satanic origin." 
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" I t is obvious that you have a high regard for 
palmistry," broke in Rupert. 

" Like Mr. Thorough here," replied the other, " I 
respect all knowledge worthy of the name; though 
probably the studies known as occult attract me 
most of all. But adverting to palmistry; one of its 
interesting discoveries is that the thoughts which 
pass through the brain leave their influence and their 
impression upon the hand." 

' 'But of what value is it? " questioned Rupert, 
rather impatiently. 

" That is a practical question," commented the 
person addressed. ' ' I was, in fact, about to remark 
that palmistry justifies itself because through its 
study and application it is not only possible to 
detect the weaknesses of human nature—physical, 
mental, and moral—but it is also possible to indicate 
the way in which those weaknesses may be over-
come. You will probably be surprised at this 
statement," added the speaker; " m a n y doctors 
have assured me, confidentially, that they have at 
times obtained more knowledge from the hands of 
their patients than they would care to acknowledge 
—because, of course, of the prejudice against 
palmistry." 

" That statement does astonish me," admitted 
Rupert. 

"So , too, may this one," resumed the speaker; 
" the markings of no two hands ever examined have 
been found quite alike. Even twins—whose hands, 
by the way, even at birth are deeply marked—each 
have hands whose markings are quite distinct from 
those of the other. And those marks to the palmist 
are what maps are to the geographer. 

" As there are no two natures alike, so there are 
no two hands alike. Such is one of the axioms of 
palmistry. A good palmist, also, can tell by a 
study of the hands to what nationality a person 
belongs." 
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' ' Doesn't the subject support what is known as 
fatalism? " inquired Rupert. 

' ' Not in the sense that it disproves altogether the 
power of choice or the existence of free-will. These 
do exist, but only in a restricted sense. The left hand 
indicates the natural character, or what one owes to 
heredity. The right hand reveals one's acquired 
characteristics, or what one owes to environment. 
Now, let me see your hand," said Professor Hilton to 
Rupert. "When were you born? Oh yes, you 
had a nasty fall when you were twelve months old; 
it left a scar on one of your loins." 

" The scar is right," confessed Rupert, " but I 
don't know when I received it. I must ask mother. 
She may know." 

" Very well," continued the other. " When you 
were thirteen you received a severe kick while 
playing football." 

" You are quite right there, sir. I remember 
that," said the young man. 

' ' Good," resumed Professor Hilton, still looking 
at his hands. ' ' Your health is good. You have 
also a long life before you and you are going to 
travel. Your line of fate is strong; you will later 
develop your psychic faculties. . . . Yes, and you 
will marry." 

" You are astray there," broke in Rupert. 
" No," replied the other. " You will marry a 

young lady whom you have met but three times. I 
will describe her to you." 

Professor Hilton then gave Rupert a remarkably 
accurate description of Helen. 

"Good gracious!" exclaimed the young man. 
" I at all events know the young lady to whom you 
refer." 

" You have a good hand," continued the other, 
and ignoring Rupert's exclamation. " And you are 
a good mechanic." 

" What you have told me surprises me," said 
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Rupert; " b u t if there is as much in palmistry as you 
assert, why is the subject by nearly every person 
consigned to the regions of superstition? " 

" Only because of prejudice and ignorance," 
replied Professor Hilton. ' ' But bear this in mind, 
young man; there are more people interested in 
this subject than you realize. Mr. Thorough," he 
continued, turning from Rupert to the older man, 
' ' would you mind lending me for a few moments 
Cheiro's Language of the Hand'? " 

Henry Thorough at once removed the book in 
question from the shelf and handed it to him. 

" Thank you," he said, as he turned over the pages 
and walked to Rupert's side. ' ' Yes. Here are 
sketches of the hands of just a few of the many 
celebrated persons who have had readings from its 
gifted author. They include, as you see, such 
people as Robert Ingersoll, W. T. Stead, Sir Edwin 
Arnold, Joseph Chamberlain, Lord Balfour, Sir 
Arthur Sullivan, W. E. Gladstone, Dame Melba, 
and Annie Besant." 

" Once again, sir, I must express my surprise," 
acknowledged Rupert. 

" Here are a few articles," interrupted Henry 
Thorough, handing to Professor Hilton those Rupert 
had brought with him. "Jus t tell us what they 
convey to you." 

" This," said the other, taking one of the objects 
from the parcel and leaving the rest, " shows me a 
dugong, a primitive mammal which frequents the 
waters of the north-east coast of Australia. It 
bears an early relationship to the elephant, and its 
tusks, of which this is a portion, are from nine to ten 
inches long." 

" I am astounded," exclaimed Rupert again. 
Taking in his hand the two pieces of blue metal. 

Professor Hilton continued, " This object has been 
taken from a busy railway thoroughfare; while 
this, a similar object, has been taken from a road-
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way over which passes but little traffic.'' He 
similarly differentiated between the two periwinkles, 
associating one with the sea and the other with some 
sandy deposit left by the sea centuries ago. 

" Through this object/ ' he went on, taking from 
the chair the piece of dyed coal, " I first see an 
office, a manager's office, connected with something 
underground. Beyond that I see vast forests 
through which wander great reptiles." 

" H e is getting a glimpse of the carboniferous 
age, during which the coal-beds were formed," said 
Henry Thorough in an undertone to Rupert. 

Without waiting for any audible comments, 
however, and taking the rose in his hand, the speaker 
continued: 

" This rose belongs to the species Etoile 
d'Hollande. It is, young man, your father's favourite 
flower. Upon it he bestows much care. Your 
father is about five feet eight inches in height, has 
fair hair, a clear skin, and a rather wide division 
between his front teeth. When gardening, he wears 
only a pair of trousers and a singlet. He has also 
on his left temple a scar, the result of a stone being 
hurled at him many years ago by an infuriated 
native in the East." 

" I am amazed," said Rupert to Henry Thorough, 
in a low voice. " It is all true." 

Professor Hilton, however, with a far-away look 
in his eyes, was now holding in his hand the envelope 
containing his mother's letter. ' ' This," said he at 
length, " contains a letter sent to your mother. She 
is of medium height, is dark and has wavy hair. 
The letter relates to some property left her in a will. 
Oh yes," he added, ' ' the letter is from her lawyer, 
stating that everything connected with the property 
will be satisfactorily adjusted in^ twelve months' 
time. This envelope also contains a lock of h a i r -
one cherished by your mother—and taken from your 
head when you were only a toddler." 
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" I don't know of any lock of hair, sir," said 
Rupert, as Professor Hilton returned the articles, 

but the rest is right. And I think your demonstra-
tion of psychometry both bewildering and con-
vincing. It is quite beyond my comprehension." 

' ' Well," replied Professor Hilton, " you are an 
intelligent young man, and if I may offer you any 
advice it is this: keep an open mind, a mind recep-
tive to every aspect of knowledge, however unusual 
or unconventional in appearance, for, believe me, 
Truth has many facets, one or more of which she is 
ever ready to disclose to men of courage and vision. 
And now, gentlemen," he concluded, " with your 
leave I will retire. Good night." 

That demonstration in psychometry has greatly 
impressed me," said Rupert, as Professor Hilton's 
footsteps died away in the distance. ' ' By what art 
or gift is he able to obtain such knowledge? " 

" It is probably a form of clairvoyance," replied 
Henry Thorough. " Unlike palmistry, of course, 
psychometry is a modern discovery, but already it 
has arrested the attention of several eminent men. 
Dr. J . R. Buchanan of U.S.A. seems to have been 
one of its earliest pioneers; that was last century. 
The Scottish scientist, Sir David Brewster, also 
investigated the subject. This, by the way, is what 
he said of it," added Henry Thorough, drawing a 
book from the shelf:— 

" ' You cannot enter a room, by night or day, but 
you leave your portrait behind you. The pane of 
glass in the window, the brick in the wall, the 
paving-stone in the street, catch the pictures of all 
passers-by and faithfully preserve them. Not a leaf 
waves, not an insect crawls, not a ripple moves, 
but each motion is recorded by a thousand faithful 
scribes in infallible and indelible sculpture—only 
waiting for a suitable application to reveal them-
selves to the inquiring gaze.' 
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" Professor William Denton—also of America— 
is another," continued Henry Thorough, ' ' who has 
devoted much time to the study of this interesting 
subject. He writes of it primarily from the stand-
point of a geologist, of whom he himself was one. 
This is one of his statements:— 

" ' Psychometry must greatly enlarge the 
boundaries of every science. I have tested its 
value during many years. Hundreds of times I 
have had psychometers describe to me, from various 
specimens entirely unknown to them, scenes in 
the earth's past history in harmony with the 
formation to which the specimens belonged. 
Persons who have not the slightest knowledge can 
see and describe forms known only to geologists, 
and children can solve problems in a few minutes 
that have occupied the attention of professors for 
years.' " 
" It seems all very wonderful," commented 

Rupert. 
" Yes," returned the other. " That, in effect, is 

what Professor Denton has said. These are his 
words:— 

" * Every successful psychometric experiment is a 
revelation of its wondrous powers. I sometimes 
listen with breathless awe to the statements 
of psychometers as they unravel the profoundest 
mysteries of Nature; and I can see that we possess 
powers that we have hitherto considered the 
exclusive property of the gods.' " 
" And you think," said Rupert, " that these gifted 

people accomplish these wonders, or what are to the 
rest of us mysteries, in virtue of their clairvoyant 
powers." 

" I do," replied the other. 
" Well, Mr. Thorough," continued Rupert, " let 

me be quite frank with you. This evening has been 
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to me a very instructive one. Professor Hilton's 
demonstrations of palmistry, psychometry, clair-
voyance—call them what you will—were of a very 
convincing nature. Then again, you yourself have 
supplemented his exhibition by references from other 
scholarly investigators. That YOU believe in such 
things is also to me much in their favour. But if 
this remarkable gift of clairvoyance is what it 
appears to be, it seems to me that it could be used in 
many ways and in important matters. It may, of 
course, be used more than I realize. But do you 
know, sir, that when Professor Hilton was giving his 
demonstration this evening, I was wishing that some 
clever detective might have been present. After all, 
you know, I am neither very wise nor very shrewd, 
and although I am well aware that you would not 
countenance trickery—if you knew of it—still it does 
not require a very clever person to hoodwink me. 
I am open to conviction," he went on, " but the 
religious training of twenty-four years assures me 
that all these so-called occult powers have no founda-
tion other than in superstition, and that they are 
exercised chiefly, if not exclusively, among the 
ignorant and the credulous. 

" Latterly, of course, I have been compelled to 
revise much of my religious teaching, and I readily 
admit that the knowledge which is responsible for 
this is of an arresting and intriguing nature. But, 
as father remarked to me the other day, the teaching 
of a lifetime, however erroneous it may be in many 
respects, is not easily nor quickly ousted. Briefly," 
Rupert concluded, " I await additional evidence 
before capitulating to a belief in clairvoyance and I 
should like to see it in operation among our detec-
tives, where, by the way, it could be demonstrated to 
some advantage." 

Henry Thorough had listened attentively and 
sympathetically to the young man's sceptical 
remarks. He had known Rupert but a very litde 
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while, but he had quickly learned to appreciate the 
sincerity with which he sought the truth, and the 
candour with which he expressed his doubts and 
difficulties in that quest. Henry Thorough knew— 
he knew instinctively—that Rupert would reach 
enlightenment, but he also knew that the pinnacles 
of true attainment are only reached after difficult 
and strenuous ascent. Realization, at its higher 
altitudes, is never experienced by the cowardly or 
the slothful. 

" I have in my drawer, Rupert," said Henry 
Thorough, quietly walking to his writing-desk, 
" exactly, I think, what you require. It is an 
account of how, through a clairvoyant, the notorious 
murderer ' Jack the Ripper ' was tracked to his lair. 
The account was published in the London Daily 
Express of March gth and loth, 1931. And if you 
will make yourself comfortable in your chair, I will 
read it to you. The clairvoyant, in this instance, 
was Robert James Lees, one of whose delightful 
books. Through the Mists^ is to be found on that book-
shelf yonder. Have you any knowledge of this 
case? " asked Henry Thorough. 

" I have heard father refer to a 'Jack the Ripper,' 
a callous murderer who many years ago terrorised 
London," replied Rupert. " That's all I know of 
the case." 

' ' Then," said the other, " I will now read the 
Daily Express account of it: 

" ' A dozen London physicians, who sat as a court 
of medical inquiry, or a commission in lunacy, 
definitely proved that the dreaded Jack the 
Ripper was no less a person than a physician of 
high standing, living in the West End of London. 
When it was absolutely proved that the physician 
in question was the murderer, and his insanity 
was fully established by a commission, all parties 
having a knowledge of the facts were sworn to 
secrecy.' " 
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" Then how came the case to be published in the 
Daily Express ? " interrupted Rupert. 

" The document," repHed Henry Thorough, 
" disclosing the details of the case, was placed in 
the hands of the Daily Express soon after Mr. Lees's 
death, by a friend who had been in his confidence. 
Mr. Lees, who, together with the medical com-
mission, was sworn to secrecy, dictated the document 
in question and issued instructions that its contents 
should not be revealed until after his death. Now I 
will continue the Press account:— 

^ The circumstances which led to the detection 
of this inhuman monster . . . are extraordinary 
and altogether unparalleled in the history of 
crime. It is only right that proper credit be given 
to the man who put the London police on his 
track. He himself has sacredly observed his 
promise not to divulge the identity of the Ripper. 
Robert James Lees . . . is the person entitled 
to the credit of tracking Jack the Ripper. . . . 
In his early years Mr. Lees developed an extra-
ordinary clairvoyant power which enabled him 
to discern, as with the eyes of a seer, things hidden 
from the comprehension of ordinary men born 
without this singular gift. At the age of nineteen 
he was summoned before the Queen (Victoria), 
where he gave evidence of his powers as a clair-
voyant which excited her utmost astonishment. 
At the time of the first three murders . . . Mr. 
Lees was at the height of his clairvoyant powers. 
One day he was writing in his study, when he 
became convinced that the Ripper was about to 
commit another murder. He tried in vain to 
dispel this feehng. As he sat at his table, the 
whole scene rose before him. He seemed to see 
two persons, a man and a woman, walking down 
. . . a mean street. He followed them in his 
mind's eye, and saw them enter a narrow court. 
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He . . . read the name of the court. There was 
a gin palace near this court, ablaze with light. 
Looking through the windows, he saw that the 
hands of the clock in the bar pointed to 12.40— 
the hour at which the public-houses were closed 
for the night. 

' As he looked, he saw the man and the woman 
enter a dark corner of the court. The woman was 
half-drunk; the man was perfectly sober. He 
was dressed in a dark suit of Scotch tweed and 
carried a light overcoat on his arm. . . . The 
woman leaned against the wall, and the man put 
one hand over her mouth. She struggled in a 
feeble manner, as if too much overcome by liquor 
to make any effectual resistance. The man then 
drew a knife and cut the woman's throat. The 
blood streamed over his shirt front. He held his 
hand over the woman's mouth until she fell to the 
ground. 

^ He inflicted sundry gashes on her with his 
long knife. . . . He then deliberately wiped his 
knife upon the clothes of the woman, sheathed it 
and, putting on his light overcoat, buttoned it up 
—so as to hide the shirt front—after which he 
walked calmly away. . . . Such was the extra-
ordinary clairvoyant vision presented to . . . Mr. 
Lees. . . . He at once went to Scotland Yard. 
. . . By way of humouring one whom they con-
sidered a harmless lunatic, the sergeant on duty 
took down the name of the place where Mr. Lees 
said the crime would be committed, and also 
noted that the hands of the clock in the mythical 
public-house had pointed to 12.40 at the moment 
when The Ripper and his victim had entered the 
Court. 

' A t 12.30 on the following night a woman 
entered the public-house near the court in 
question. She was quite under the influence of 
drink and the bar-keeper refused to serve her. . . . 

I 
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She was seen by another witness to enter the court 
again at 12.40, in company with a man dressed in 
a dark suit and carrying a Ught overcoat. . . . 
This was the evidence given before the deputy 
coroner who held an inquest on the body of a 
woman who had been found in the very place 
described by Mr. Lees—with her throat cut . . . 
and horribly mutilated—to quote from the 
coroner's records. Mr. Lees himself was in-
describably shocked when he learnt of the murder 
next day. . . . To use his own language: " M y 
whole nervous system was seriously shaken . . . 
and under the advice of a physician I removed with 
my family to the Continent." While he was 
absent the Ripper added to his list of crimes no 
fewer than four additional murders. It then 
became necessary for Mr. Lees to return to 
London. 

' One day while riding in an omnibus with his 
wife . . . a man entered the vehicle. Mr. Lees 
at once experienced a singular sensation. Looking 
up he perceived that the new passenger . . . was 
dressed in a suit of dark Scotch tweed and a light 
overcoat. Over a year had elapsed since Mr. 
Lees's clairvoyant vision, but the picture of the 
murderer had been indelibly impressed upon his 
mind. Leaning over to his wife, he remarked 
earnestly, " That is Jack the Ripper." 

' The omnibus turning into Oxford Street . . . 
the man in the light overcoat got out. Mr. Lees 
determined to follow him. . . . About half-way 
down the thoroughfare he met a constable to 
whom he pointed out the man . . . informing him 
that he was the dreaded Ripper and asking that 
he be arrested. The constable laughed at him. 
That night Mr. Lees again received premonitions 
that the Ripper was about to commit another 
murder. The scene of this outrage was not so 
distinct as on the former occasion, but the face 
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of the murdered woman was clearly defined. . . . 
A peculiarity of the mutilations was that one ear 
was completely severed from the face and the other 
remained hanging by a mere shred of flesh. As 
soon as he recovered from his trance, Mr. Lees 
hastened to Scotland Yard, where he insisted 
upon having immediate audience with the head 
inspector of police. That functionary listened with 
a smile of incredulity to the first portion of the 
visitor's story. The smile, however, died away at 
once upon Mr. Lees reaching that portion of his 
narrative . . . of the victim's ears being severed 
from her head. 

' With a trembling hand, and a face which 
plainly betokened the effect of Mr. Lees's communi-
cation, the officer drew a postcard from his desk 
and laid it before his visitor. It was an ordinary 
Dostcard, written in red ink. In addition, it 
Dore the marks of two bloody fingers . . . as a 
kind of bloody sign . . . the postcard read as 
follows:— 

" To-morrow night I shall take my revenge, 
claiming, from a class of women who have rnade 
themselves most obnoxious to me, my ninth 
victim. 

J A C K THE RIPPER. 

P.S.—To prove that I am really Jack the 
Ripper I will cut oflf the ears of this ninth 
victim." 

'He (the inspector) had at his command a force 
of nearly 15,000 constables. By dusk of next 
day no fewer than 3,000 of these, in addition 
to 1,500 detectives, were patrolling the courts 
and alleys of Whitechapel. . . . Notwithstanding 
these precautions. Jack the Ripper penetrated 
the cordon, slew his victim, and made his escape. 
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The inspector, when told that this victim had been 
discovered with one ear completely severed and 
the other hanging by a mere shred of flesh, turned 
deathly pale. . . . 

' Mr. Lees was so affected by this last tragedy 
that he at once removed to the Continent. While 
he was thus abroad the Ripper completed his 
sixteenth murder and coolly informed the Scot-
land Yard authorities that he intended to kill 
twenty and then cease. Shortly after this Mr. 
Lees returned to England, where he made the 
acquaintance of Roland B. Shaw . . . and Fred 
C. Beckwith (two Americans) . . . in London. 
These three gentlemen were dining one evening 
in the Criterion, when Mr. Lees turned to his 
companions and exclaimed, " Great God, Jack 
the Ripper has committed another murder." 

' Mr. Shaw looked at his watch and found it 
was eleven minutes to eight. At ten minutes 
past eight a policeman discovered the body of a 
woman in Crown Court, in the Whitechapel 
district, with her throat cut from ear to ear and 
her body bearing all the marks of the Ripper's 
handiwork. Mr. Lees and his companions at 
once went to Scotland Yard. The news of the 
murder had not yet reached the inspector, but 
while Mr. Lees was relating the story, a telegram 
arrived giving full details of the outrage. The 
inspector, taking with him two men in plain 
clothes, at once drove to Crown Court, in com-
pany with Mr. Lees and the two Americans. 
As they entered the Court Mr. Lees exclaimed, 
" Look in the angle of the wall. There is some-
thing written there." The inspector, by this 
time, was in a condition bordering on insanity. 

' It must be borne in mind that this madman 
had for years baffled all the resources of the greatest 
police force in the world, that, rendered desperate 
at last, the authorities had summoned to their 
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assistance the most experienced detectives in 
France, Germany, Holland, Italy, Spain, and 
America. They had lavished immense sums in 
an endeavour to trace the fiend, and there was 
then pending an aggregate reward of {̂̂ 30,000, 
together with a life pension of 5(̂ 1,500 per annum 
—all to go to the man who should first deliver 
to justice the terrible Ripper. The inspector 
seemed to recognize in Mr. Lees an instrument of 
Providence and he determined then and there 
to avail himself of his marvellous though in-
comprehensible powers. 

' After an earnest appeal from the inspector 
Mr. Lees consented to try to track the Ripper. 
There seemed to be some magnetic wave connect-
ing an impalpable sense he possessed with the 
fugitive. All that night Mr. Lees submitted 
himself to this strange magnetic influence and 
traversed swiftly the streets of London. The 
inspector and his aids followed a few feet behind 
him. At last, at four o'clock in the morning, 
with a pale face and bloodshot eyes, the human 
bloodhound halted at the gates of a West End 
mansion, gasping, with cracked and swollen 
lips, as he pointed to an upper chamber, where a 
faint Hght yet gleamed, " There is the murderer 
you are looking for." 

' ' ' I t is impossible," returned the inspector; 
" that is the residence of one of the most celebrated 
Dhysicians in the West End." The inspector had 
3een so strongly impressed with the clairvoyant 

powers of Mr. Lees that he determined to put 
them to the crowning proof " If you will de-
scribe to me," he said, " the interior of the 
doctor's hall, I will arrest him, but I shall do so 
at the risk of losing my position." 

' " The hall has a rough porter's chair of black 
oak, on the right hand, as you enter it; a stained-
glass window at the extreme end; and a large 
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mastiff is, at this moment, asleep at the foot of the 
stairs," replied Mr. Lees without hesitation. 

' They waited, then, until seven o'clock, the 
hour at which the servants begin to stir in a 
fashionable London residence. They then entered 
the house, and learned that the doctor was still in 
bed. They requested to be allowed to see his 
wife. The servant left them standing in the hall, 
and Mr. Lees called the inspector's attention to the 
fact that there was no mastiff visible, as he had 
described, though his description of the hall, in all 
other respects, tallied exactly. Upon questioning 
the servant as to the whereabouts of the dog, she 
informed Mr. Lees that it generally slept at the 
foot of the stairs, and that she let it out into the 
back garden every morning. When the inspector 
heard this, he exclaimed, " Great Heavens, it is 
the hand of G o d ! " 

' In the course of half an hour's searching 
examination the doctor's wife . . . confessed that 
she did not believe that her husband was of sound 
mind. There had been moments when he had 
threatened herself and her children. She had 
noted, with heart-breaking dread, that whenever 
a Whitechapel murder occurred, her husband 
was absent from home. An hour later the in-
spector . . . had summoned to his aid two of the 
greatest experts on insanity in the metropolis. 
When accused, the doctor admitted that his 
mind had been unbalanced for some years, and 
that of late there had been intervals of time during 
which he had no recollection of what he had been 
doing. 

' When told that they beheved that he had been 
guilty of the Whitechapel murders, he expressed 
the greatest repugnance and horror. . . . He told 
the physicians he had, on occasions, found himself 
sitting in his room—as if suddenly aroused from a 
long stupor—and in one instance he had found 
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blood on his shirt front, which he had attributed 
to nose-bleeding. On hearing this, the inspector 
caused a thorough search of the house to be made, 
when ample proofs were found that the doctor 
was the murderer. The detectives brought to 
light the famous Scotch tweed suit . . . together 
with the light overcoat. An exhaustive inquiry 
before a commission in lunacy developed the fact 
that, while in one mind the doctor was a worthy 
man, in another he was a terrible monster. He 
was at once removed to a private asylum . . . 
where he became the most intractable and 
dangerous madman confined in that establish-
ment. 

' In order to account for the disappearance of 
the doctor . . . a sham death and burial were 
gone through and an empty coffin, which now 
reposes in the family vault in a London cemetery, 
was supposed to contain the mortal remains of a 
great West End physician, whose untimely death 
all London mourned. None of the keepers 
knew that the desperate maniac who threw him-
self from side to side in his padded cell, and made 
the long night watches hideous with his piercing 
cries, was the famous Jack the Ripper. To them, 
and to the visiting inspectors, he was simply 
known as ' No. 124.' " 

Without any comment Henry Thorough quietly 
replaced the newspaper cuttings in his drawer. 
Rupert sat in his chair, overcome with horror, 
and speechless with amazement. At last he 
spoke. " Mr. Thorough," he said slowly, " I 
have only to say that what you have read to me 
to-night has absolutely converted me to a belief 
in clairvoyance and its astounding powers and 
possibilities." 

When the young man reached home that night, 
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though the hour was late, owing to his parents 
having had visitors they were only just about to retire. 
" Here is your letter, mother , " said he, as she and 
his father were leaving the supper-room. 

" Professor H i l t on said the envelope contained a 
letter f rom a lawyer i n regard to some property, 
and stating that the matter would be completed in 
twelve months' t ime." 

" He probably guessed that , " said Mrs. Elsmore, 
" and i n addit ion, perhaps, has some knowledge 
of mind-reading." 

" But wait a moment, mother," persisted Rupert, 
as his parents moved towards their bedroom. 
" He also said that the envelope contained a lock 
of my ha i r . " 

" A h , " said Mrs. Elsmore, ' ' I knew he was a 
fraud. These people who claim to possess wonderful 
powers are nearly always frauds. There is no 
lock of hair i n this envelope. I personally sealed 
i t and I . . . " 

" But make sure, mother," interrupted Rupert. 
She then, quite confidently, broke the seal of the 
envelope, took f rom i t a letter, and, as al l three 
looked at the bottom of the envelope, saw there a 
few strands of hair, t ied together w i th a piece of 
blue silk thread. 

" But I d idn ' t know that that was there," said 
Mrs. Elsmore. 

' ' No, but Professor H i l t on did, evidently," 
commented her husband. " As I have often told 
you, my dear, never condemn any subject you have 
not studied." 



CHAPTER VI 

THE CENTRE OF THE MAZE 

" This is the cruellest enemy of the pure worship due to 
the Supreme Being. Let us detest this monster which has 
always torn the bosom of its mother. Those who combat 
it are the benefactors of the human race." 

—VOLTAIRE, On Superstition. 

" I AM glad that you have arrived early," said Henry 
Thorough, as, after he had admitted Rupert, the 
two men settled themselves for an evening's con-
versation. " There are several matters of import-
ance which I would like to discuss with you— 
matters relating, of course, to your future career. 
I think I know what your feelings are at the present 
time. Latterly, through reading and through con-
versation, you have learned so much that is at vari-
ance with your religious convictions that you are now 
wondering just what position you do occupy. 

" Having been obliged to question the desirability 
and justifiability of retaining a number of the 
cherished beliefs and teachings of the Church, 
you now find yourself asking these questions:— 
' Does that which remains unchallenged permit me 
to retain my connection with the Church? Can I, 
in virtue of my renunciation of that which is ration-
ally untenable, regard myself as a fit candidate for 
priestly ordination or for missionary activities? ' " 

" That," interjected Rupert, " is precisely my 
position. Moreover, there is pressure without, 
urging me to disregard my recent disturbing and 
disrupting acquisition of knowledge, and there is 
pressure within, urging me to be guided by my 

129 
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reason and my conscience. Again, however, there 
is this which I must bear in mind: I feel that latterly 
I have received more than I have assimilated, and 
it is possible—as mother has said—that when 
this recent acquisition of knowledge penetrates 
the deeper mental strata of my being, I may find 
that it has not been necessary to discard nearly as 
much as I imagined. 

' ' I have," continued the young man, " decided 
to discuss my spiritual problems with you, because 
your wealth of knowledge, of understanding, and of 
experience has impressed me. My mother's in-
fluence over me has been great; my father's even 
greater, and your influence," he added, " seems likely 
to be the greatest of all. That your views, moreover, 
on so many vital subjects are akin to and a develop-
ment of father's, also assures me that I can safely 
trust you and advantageously seek your counsel." 

" The confidence which you repose in me after 
such a brief acquaintance," replied the other, " I 
fully appreciate, although whether I merit it or 
not remains to be proved, for the oldest and the 
wisest of us, Rupert, are mere babes in knowledge. 
This, I think, I have already indicated in some of 
our former conversations. One recalls, too, in 
this connection the remark of the immortal Socrates, 
when his pupils told him that the oracle of Delphi 
had declared him to be the wisest of men. ' One 
thing only I know,' replied Socrates, ' and that is 
that I know nothing.' 

" In this, the twentieth century, our sages are 
similarly expressing themselves, and with even 
greater justification, for never before in the world's 
history has life, has the universe assumed such 
wonder, such grandeur; and never before has man 
been more conscious of his mental limitations. 
Yet never before has man looked with such con-
fidence into the future. Why? Because not only 
has he, to some extent at least, effected his emanci-
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pation from the unworthy and unsatisfying outlook 
of the preceding centuries—an outlook occasioned, 
encouraged, sustained by a conservative clergy— 
but he has now a surer, truer, nobler guide, namely 
Science. As Dr. R. G. Macintyre, one of the 
Church's leading figures, recently lamented, ' Re-
ligion, which at one time was reckoned as Queen 
of the Sciences, has fallen upon evil days.' While I, 
as a defender of the new outlook, retort in the words 
of F. W. H. Myers,' We look, not backward to fading 
tradition, but onward to dawning experience.' " 

" You are clearly an iconoclast in addition to 
being a reformer," broke in Rupert. 

" Undoubtedly," repHed Henry Thorough, ' ' and 
I revel in the fact. I am a reformer because, as 
Emerson pertinently asks, ' What is a man born for 
but to be a reformer ?' And as for being an iconoclast, 
believe me, Rupert, the iconoclast also is much needed 
these days—especially in the world of religion." 

" But is this attitude, this changed outlook on 
life to which you refer, all for the best? " inquired 
the young man. " It seems to me that not only 
the Church, but also religion, has lost its hold upon 
mankind—and with deplorable consequences. You 
refer in eulogistic language to Science, but I 
fear that Science has, in so far as spiritual values 
are concerned, destroyed more than she has created, 
with the result that the world—especially the 
educated section—has fallen a prey to materialism." 

" Your fears and regrets are needless, if not 
groundless," resumed Henry Thorough. " Science 
has, it is true, in so far as orthodox religion— 
or superstition—is concerned, destroyed much, 
because there has been so much that needed de-
stroying, and because there has been so little worth 
keeping. Religion, in fact, has been so permeated 
with superstition and so exploited by ecclesiasticism, 
that it is difficult to differentiate. Hence the 
relentless onslaught upon this monstrosity. You 
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complain because science, education, enlighten-
ment—in regard to spiritual values—have destroyed 
much and created little, but the reason is that until 
relatively recent decades it has taken all their united 
resources to extirpate the misleading and degrading 
religious teachings of two thousand years. . . 

' ' Yet, Mr. Thorough," corrected Rupert, " those 
who should know declare that, apart from some of 
the ridiculous excrescences which the Church is 
gradually shedding, the religion known as Christi-
anity originated not only in Jesus, but also to some 
extent centuries before his time, and that its funda-
mental teachings have changed but little during two 
millennia. These same authorities declare that an 
unprejudiced study of the Bible reveals this." 

" I am glad that you have mentioned the Bible 
in that connection," returned the other, " for it is 
desirable that we discuss that book for a while this 
evening. Let us, then, concentrate our attention 
up)on the Old Testament. For two thousand years 
this book, throughout the Jewish world and through-
out Christendom, was not only man's supreme 
moral and spiritual guide, but also the infalhble 
oracle on all matters of both science and philosophy. 
Those who questioned any of its statements were in 
danger of losing their lives here, and Heaven here-
after. Until the dawn of enlightenment, which 
came with the nineteenth and still more with the 
twentieth century, practically every religious person 
throughout Jewry and Christendom believed that 
the Biblical account of creation was quite accurate; 
that is, that the creation of man took place about 
six thousand years ago in the Garden of Eden. 

" This belief, of course, has now been rendered 
untenable largely because of what the archaeologist 
and the anthropologist have revealed. British and 
American excavators working in Palestine have 
recently discovered a series of caves on Mount 
Carmel revealing continuous human occupation 
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from approximately a hundred thousand years 
ago until Biblical times. Complete human skeletons 
found in these caves, and estimated to be seventy-
five thousand years of age, are now being cleaned 
and scraped in the Royal College of Surgeons, 
whilst skulls of that period are now on' exhibition 
in the British Museum, London. Many authorities 
indeed—other than Biblical authorities, of course— 
now declare that the birth of the human race extends 
back to nearly a million years. Have you, by the 
way," inquired the speaker, " ever tried to read the 
account of the creation as disclosed in the Book 
of Genesis in the light of modern knowledge? " 

" I cannot say I have," replied the young man. 
" Then you should certainly do so," continued 

Henry Thorough, " for the Genesis account is 
ludicrous in the extreme and also puerile." 

" But is it fair," objected Rupert, '' to compare 
the knowledge which we possess with that which 
Moses possessed? " 

" It is not a question of comparison, but of con-
trast," replied the other, '' and we are justified in 
criticizing such knowledge because Moses was, or 
thought he was, or is represented as being in frequent 
communication with God, the Author of creation, 
from Whom he received a direct account of that 
creation. Our scientists of to-day enjoy no such 
personal intercourse, and in consequence, being 
deprived of that inspiration, are obliged to obtain 
their knowledge by indirect means. 

'' Now if Moses was correctly informed, surely 
one of the most astounding acts of creation ever 
performed was that of j)roducing light and darkness 
Defore there were in existence either the sun or the 
stars. Moreover, according to the Bible, light and 
heat at that period were so miraculously produced 
that God had covered the earth with grass, and 
filled it with plants and fruit before He considered 
it necessary to create the sun, which we now know 
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to be so necessary to sustain plant as well as animal 
life. Probably, however, one of the most astounding 
acts performed by God was that of the creation 
of the sun, the moon, and the stars all on the one 
day. The creation of the stars—those great gleam-
ing orbs, some of which you were looking at recently 
through that instrument yonder—Moses almost 
forgot, apparently, to mention; for he uses five 
words in their creation : ' He made the stars also.' 
Their creation, of course, may have been quite a 
small and easy matter, although some of them are 
millions of times bigger than the sun. 

" And no reference whatever is made to the creation 
of the planets. They, too, were perhaps scarcely 
worth mentioning, even though, as we learned the 
other night, Jupiter, one of their number, is so 
large as to be able to absorb one thousand four 
hundred planets of the size of the earth. Several 
of these planets, as a matter of fact, were in existence 
before the earth. The explanation of this serious 
omission is possibly traceable to the circumstance 
that God forgot to tell His amanuensis that there 
were such things as planets in existence, and that 
therefore Moses regarded them as stars. Yet, 
many centuries before the time of Moses, the Chinese 
knew of the existence of the planets. 

" After a strenuous week's creation, God rested. 
And Moses states, ' And God blessed the seventh 
day and sanctified it.' It is rather unfortunate that 
God did this. It is unfortunate that He did not 
sanctify each of the seven days instead. For the 
inference is that leisure is something more sacred 
than labour—a point which, by the way, millions 
of the world's present unemployed would be quite 
prepared to contest—and that one of the seven days 
IS hallowed, while the others are not. 

" Of all the superstitions of mankind, that of the 
Sabbath being in an exclusive sense a sacred day 
is one of the most absurd and mischievous. For 
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thousands of years this senseless dogma existed and 
flourished; while the penalty for disregarding it 
was, for centuries, extreme. For violating the 
Sabbath the penalty was death; for it was taught 
that nothing less than that could appease the wrath 
of the Almighty—or Jehovah. Is it any wonder 
that the Sabbath day or its later equivalent, Sunday, 
has all through the centuries been the gloomiest 
day of the week for the majority of people—a day 
on which people have been afraid to participate 
in any enjoyment; a day of suppressed laughter, 
of leisure without gaiety, of dullness, of boredom, 
of Church! 

" It must be remembered also, as you are doubt-
less aware, that in Genesis there are two accounts 
of creation and that they are contradictory; for 
in the first account the animals preceded man in 
creation, whilst in the second account man preceded 
the animals. This would be a very serious discrep-
ancy for any ordinary historian to make—one who 
was not inspired. Then what are we to think of it 
when it is made by an historian inspired by God ? 

" But adverting to the animals; it really appears 
from the reading of the second chapter of Genesis 
and the twentieth verse as if God paraded them 
before Adam, thinking that Adam might choose one 
of them as his life's companion. In other words, 
had not Adam been fastidious in regard to the 
selection of a partner, virtually necessitating the 
creation of Eve, the race might have had some 
great ape for one of its first two parents. 

" This story is rendered still more absurd by 
Eve's creation; Adam being put to sleep by God, 
Who removed one of his ribs, out of which He created 
a woman, then presenting her to the man. Now 
I ask you, is it possible for any sane, intelligent person 
to beUeve this story? Yet, it is recorded by an 
inspired writer in God's sacred book; so that we 
are expected to believe it. All this, as you know, 
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happened in the Garden of Eden, from which they 
were ejected through Eve's tempting Adam, and 
both partaking of the forbidden fruit of the tree of 
knowledge. But why should God object to that 
fruit being eaten by man? " 

" It is probably allegorical/' suggested Rupert. 
" That being so," went on Henry Thorough, 

' ' what truth, or what lesson does it teach? Why 
did God plant the tree in the midst of the Garden 
when He could have planted it outside ? If He wished 
to keep man and this tree apart, why did He put them 
together? So that man might be tempted, some 
have declared. And this reminds me of that mis-
leading petition of the so-called Lord's Prayer, 
' Lead us not into temptation.' As if the Great 
Creative Intelligence—the Embodiment of wisdom 
and love—would lead His children into temptation! 
Or was it that God desired to keep man steeped in 
ignorance, and to prevent him from acquiring 
knowledge? Certainly his priests have done this, 
and until recent times have largely succeeded. But, 
in any case, of what use is this fantastic story ? If it 
is not fact, but only fiction, or tradition, or allegory, 
why should it be represented as otherwise ? And why 
should it be incorporated in ' God's Holy Word ' ? 

" Moreover, this Biblical account of creation, 
however it may be interpreted, does not impress 
any intelligent person with either God's innate 
goodness or with man's ultimate happiness, for 
according to this story mankind lost an earthly 
paradise, and are not even informed of how they may 
find a heavenly one. But, I ask, is it true that our 
earliest ancestors were at first absolutely sinless 
and innocent, and that they, with us, became de-
generate through disobedience ? No. The truth is, as 
the history of humanity clearly reveals, that mankind 
has, despite occasional lapses, advanced and con-
tinues to advance—mentally, morally, and spiritually. 

" Yes, Rupert," continued Henry Thorough, 
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" although it is not entirely true, it is certainly 
largely true, that the ages of force and fear, of 
cruelty and wrong, are behind us, while the real 
Eden is on before. Tennyson was more truly 
inspired than Moses—even though he never claimed 
to walk and talk with God—when he wrote: 

' I doubt not through the ages one increasing purpose runs, 
And the thoughts of men are widened with the process of the 

suns.' 

And ever remember this: if the desire for 
knowledge lost us the Eden of the past, it is also the 
desire for knowledge that is going to win us the 
Eden of the future." 

Then you do not believe," broke in Rupert, 
that the fall of man, occasioned by eating forbidden 

fruit, has any foundation in fact? " 
" I do not," replied the other. " The stories of 

the Garden of Eden, the temptation, the Fall, were 
all mythical, and under various forms were common 
to several of the nations or peoples of antiquity. 
The Greek poet Hesiod, of the eighth century E.G., 
has related the Greek form of the myth—namely, 
the Islands of the Blessed, where grew a tree bearing 
golden apples that gave man immortality. The 
Hindu Vedas, which comprise some of the oldest 
writings in existence, tell of how the god Siva 
dropped a fig tree from heaven and instigated woman 
to tempt man with it, as conferring immortality. 
Man ate the fruit and was, like Adam, cursed by the 
god, and doomed to misery and toil. 

" And here is yet another rendering of the same 
myth," continued the speaker, taking a book from 
the shelf. " In the Chi King, one of the sacred books 
of the ancient Chinese, is to be found this passage: 
'All things were at first subject to man, but a woman 
threw us into slavery by an ambitious desire for 
knowledge. Our misery comes, not from Heaven, 
but from woman. She lost the human race.' " 

K 
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' ' Well, that account of the myth," remarked 
Rupert, " at least exonerates the Almighty, though 
I must confess not in a very chivalrous manner. 
But does the Church now pay much attention to 
such stories? ' ' 

" Unfortunately it does," replied Henry Thorough. 
Only a few months ago the Roman Catholic 

Archbishop of Sydney, Dr. Kelly, in a sermon in 
St. Mary's Cathedral, stated that by a woman 
Satan succeeded in robbing mankind of its super-
natural dignity. Then, of course," the speaker 
went on, " to return to the Old Testament—the 
Flood came. Mankind became increasingly wicked 
and at last, driven to desperation, God regretted 
having created man and determined to destroy or 
almost destroy him. What an experiment!" What 
an acknowledgment of failure! What a monstrous 
act of revenge for the Almighty! 

' ' Yet the Creator must have known that His 
creative work would prove a failure. He must 
have known that humanity would become so utterly 
depraved as to merit almost complete extinction. 
Then why did He permit the world to produce and 
reproduce so many of His creatures, knowing that 
He would have to destroy them? It is a curious 
fact also that when God determined to destroy 
and then to reform the antediluvian world. He 
uttered no warning about hell. Yet, if orthodox 
Christianity is true, all these people went to h e l l -
where all the wicked go—without ever having 
heard that such a place existed; for hell was not 
invented by the priests and theologians until many 
centuries later. So that these unfortunate ante-
diluvians were merely threatened with water, 
when they were in fact doomed to eternal fire. 
And in view of the circumstance that Moses was 
in direct and personal touch with God, is it not 
remarkable that the deity said nothing to Adam 
and Eve about the future state? Is it not extra-
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ordinary that He did not disclose to them—apart 
from the fear of hell—the hope of heaven? For 
the Old Testament—even in its latest books—lays 
no clear claim to a future life. 

" Neither did God enlighten these people in 
regard to the Trinity, no mention having been 
made by His amanuensis of the other two persons 
of the Godhead, And again, if, according to this 
early sacred historian, God decided to destroy 
humanity, why were the animals similarly punished ? 
What had they done to incur the anger of the 
Almighty? Then," continued Henry Thorough, 
" there is the story of Noah and the ark—even more 
incredible than those which precede i t ; for nothing 
short of a series of miracles could have put Noah's 
scheme into effect. How were Noah and his 
associates to gather animals from all over the earth— 
in the limited time at their disposal ? 

" And how were they to find accommodation 
in the small vessel ? And, in view of the fact that 
they were confined in the ark for more than a year, 
just think of the quantity of food these antediluvian 
monsters would consume; and where would it, 
in addition to the animals, be stored ? There were, 
moreover, only eight people in the ark. How could 
such a small number feed such a large number of 
animals, care for them, clean their stalls, etc. ? " 

" It is all too impossible," remarked Rupert. 
" Yes," resumed Henry Thorough, " all too 

wonderful; but then among ignorant people you 
will always encounter most wonders. As a matter 
of fact, several of the nations of antiquity—some 
of them being in existence centuries before Moses— 
have preserved accounts of a deluge in which all 
but a few people were destroyed. One of these 
was current in Babylonia. According to this 
account, Tamzi built a ship at the command of the 
god Hea, and put in it his family and the beasts 
of the field. Heavy rain then descended and 
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destroyed all other living creatures upon the earth, 
but Tamzi and his relatives were saved. 

" In India, too, a fable existed in regard to a 
great flood. A fish warned Manu that a flood was 
coming. Manu then built a vessel and the fish 
towed it to a mountain, so that all aboard were 
saved. Ancient Greece had a similar story. No, 
Rupert; the idea of a universal flood being produced 
by God, to destroy all His creatures because of their 
sinfulness, is absolutely absurd. Is it any wonder 
that John Stuart Mill averred that God, as disclosed 
in parts of the Bible, was such a barbarous deity 
as to be more appropriately designated a devil. 
' If,' said he, ' such a being can sentence me to 
hell for not calling Him good, to hell I will go.' 
Consider, too, the pact which God entered into with 
Abraham. If the Biblical account of their relation-
ship is correct, God and Abraham were intimately 
acquainted and conversed frequently upon a great 
variety of subjects. Abraham and his followers 
practised polygamy—a debasing custom—and were 
virtually the only people in the world in whom 
God manifested any interest. You will recall that 
God on one occasion informed Abraham that he 
was to become the father of a great nation—a 
promise, by the way, which still awaits fulfilment— 
and that the people who blessed him would be blessed 
by God, while those who cursed him would be 
cursed by God. Now, can you, or any other in-
telligent, enlightened man, conceive of God cursing 
anyone? We would rightly condemn the action 
of an earthly father cursing his son—however 
sinful he may have been—yet according to the Holy 
Bible, our Heavenly Father can curse His children 
with impunity. 

" In the course of time," continued the speaker, 
"as you know, the Jews were held in slavery in 
Egypt. Moses was then appointed by God to make 
representations to Pharaoh regarding their release. 
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God, however, also warned Moses that Pharaoh 
would not listen to him, because He Himself would 
harden his heart. Once more I ask you, what 
intelligent person can believe that insensate story? 
Here are the circumstances: God professed to desire 
the liberation of the Jews. He appointed Moses 
to approach Pharaoh for that purpose. He also 
induced Pharaoh not to grant Moses' request, 
the ultimate consequences being that Pharaoh and 
his army were destroyed in the Red Sea. Prior to 
this, of course, Egypt was afflicted with plagues. 
To what more puerile conduct could the god of a 
tribe of ignorant savages resort? Then the Ten 
Commandments duly arrived. These, on tablets 
of stone, were given to Moses by God Himself. 
For thousands of years these were regarded as the 
foundation of all ideas of justice and law. Instructed, 
influenced by the Church, even eminent jurists 
made statements in their writings to the effect that 
the Mosaic Laws were the fundamental origin of 
all ideas of right and wrong. 

" Actually, however, centuries before Moses the 
Egyptians possessed a code of laws, and a dis-
passionate study of the two codes shows that the 
Egyptian code was much superior. A still older 
Babylonian code reveals the same thing. More-
over, the Mosaic code revealed the inconsistency of 
even God Himself, for the command ' Thou shalt 
not ki l l ' was evidently not meant to be enforced." 

" ' Thou shalt not ki l l ' was perhaps not meant to 
prohibit war," interjected Rupert. 

" Perhaps not," retorted Henry Thorough; 
although war to an enlightened humanity is re-

garded as being to the Creator almost tantamount 
to wholesale murder. But, as you know, God 
or Jehovah repeatedly either commanded or 
sanctioned wholesale slaughter. His generals were 
directed to slay not only all prisoners—an act for 
which Napoleon incurred enduring infamy—but also, 
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what is a thousand times more diabolical, they were 
directed to slay all children who were males and all 
prospective mothers. 

" And this reminds me," continued the speaker, 
" that woman has little to thank the Old Testament 
for, its God Himself encouraging this unworthy 
estimate. It was He who grouped wives and mothers 
with cattle and real estate in the last of the command-
ments which He handed to Moses. Yes; in the Old 
Testament woman is regarded as a misfortune. 
Among the ancient Jews no candles were lit when a 
daughter was born, while the mother who gave 
birth to a girl had to undergo a double purification. 
The boy, however, repeated regularly the prayer, 
' I thank Thee, God, that Thou has not made me a 
Gentile, nor a woman! 

'' Another severe criticism of the Bible," went on 
the speaker, " which I want to mention, is that it 
sanctifies slavery. This is notably true of the Old 
Testament. If you desire proof of this, read the 
twenty-fifth chapter of Leviticus. Is it any wonder 
that when in the nineteenth century America was, 
at the cost of much bloodshed, striving to extirpate 
slavery, relatively little active support was given 
by the Churches ? Decades earlier, too, when 
England, under the inspiration of the great Wilber-
force, was strenuously endeavouring to terminate 
slavery throughout Great Britain, towards the end 
of his noble career, in a letter to one of his sons— 
three of whom had entered the Church—this same 
man, William Wilberforce, deplored the apathy 
of the clergy in regard to emancipation. This 
was, however, really not surprising, because, as I 
have stated, the Bible expressly sanctioned slavery. 
Naturally so, for in numerous passages the heathen 
are scarcely considered human beings. They are, 
therefore, to be either slaughtered or enslaved. 

" You remember, of course, the account of 
Joshua; how, to enable his soldiers to continue 
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the slaughtering of their enemies without interrup-
tion, he commanded and caused the sun to remam 
motionless in the heavens and thus to defer its setting. 
Even intelligent schoolchildren, with only the merest 
rudimentary knowledge of astronomy, could tell 
you how impossible such a thing is. Yet, because 
it is in the Bible, we are asked to believe it. If the 
Bible is true; if, that is, it is God's Holy Word, as 
myriads of priests and people declare it to be, God 
directed His chosen people to destroy those of other 
nationalities for the sole crime of defending their 
homes and country against wanton attack. In the 
thirty-first chapter of Numbers there is an account 
of an invasion by the Jews of one of the neighbour-
ing states. And what happened? Joshua—God's 
earthly ambassador—instructed the generals to kill 
the men and women, the fathers, sons and brothers, 
and to spare only the maidens. 

" A n d why were the maidens spared? Because 
they were to become, according to the Biblical 
statement, the property of the soldiers and the 
priests. You recall too, of course, the command-
ment embodied in the twenty-second chapter of 
Exodus, ' Thou shalt not suffer a witch to live.' 
It is impossible for human beings to estimate the 
suffering and the cruelty this inhuman, fiendish 
verse has occasioned, sanctioned, and encouraged. It 
has been authoritatively estimated that during 
the Dark Ages approximately three million people 
were burnt at the stake simply because they were 
or were believed to be witches." 

" Do you believe in witches? " inquired Rupert. 
" Do you? " asked Henry Thorough. " Of course 

you do." 
" Why do you say that ? " protested the young man. 
" Because," replied the other, " you presumably 

accept as authentic that account in the Book of 
Samuel in which Saul interviews the witch of 
Endor and through her communicates with the 
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deceased Samuel, from whom, by the way, Saul is 
informed of his impending doom; at that interview, 
that is, a spirit utters a grave prophecy, which is 
quickly fulfilled." 

I know the passage well," said Rupert. 
Then I was about to say," continued the other, 

that we have witches with us in these times, but 
we call them mediums." 

" B u t you surely don't believe in mediums?" 
questioned the young fellow. 

" Well," retorted Henry Thorough, " had you 
been a Christian of the early centuries you, too, 
would have believed in mediums. For until the 
fourth century they actually occupied an important 
position in the Church." 

" And what happened? " asked Rupert. 
" As the influence of the priests increased," 

replied his companion, ' ' that of the mediums 
waned; until, ere long, mediums were entirely 
suppressed. I have, I may say, just been reading 
Alexander Webster's Burns and the Kirk. Here is 
the book. Now listen to this passage:— 

" ' It is the shame of Calvinism in this country 
that it was the cause of the burning of thousands 
of innocent and highly virtuous persons as witches. 
Under its favour witch-hunting became a trade, 
and we read of one Hopkins who, along with a 
male and female assistant, went up and down the 
country discovering witches. His usual price 
was twenty shilHngs a town, and for that sum he 
and his assistants undertook to hunt down all 
the witches in it. His principal mode of discovery 
was to strip the accused persons naked and 
thrust pins into various parts of their body, 
to discover the witch's mark. If this failed he tied 
the great toes and thumbs of his victim together, 
wrapped her in a sheet, and dragged her through a 
pond or river. If she floated, she was a witch 
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and was put to death. He also kept the persons 
put into his power awake till they were made 
mad, or he dragged them about till, by extreme 
weariness and the pain of blistered feet, they were 
glad to confess having the power of witchery. 
We need not wonder that poor, infirm, sensitive 
women, stripped naked and tortured, declared 
that they were actually in possession of powers 
which they did not understand. . . . Admissions 
of the kind were extorted over and over again from 
the hapless creatures who fell under the persecution 
of the C h u r c h ! " 
cc 
cc 

Shocking," muttered Rupert. 
And this happened in our glorious country in 

the sixteenth century and later," added Henry 
Thorough. " And the attitude of the Church 
even to-day, in regard to mediums, is still one of 
distrust and denunciation. Yet, in reality, these 
unfortunates should be our most valued possessions." 

" Have you ever attended any seances? " inquired 
the young man abruptly. 

'' Yes," answered the other. " Many." 
" Then tell me something of them." 
" You do well to inquire," resumed Henry 

Thorough. " Because at some seances fools rush 
in where angels fear to tread. Mediums, of course, 
respond to finer vibrations than we do. And 
through mediumship it is our privilege to converse 
with higher, nobler, wiser beings than we ourselves. 
But many investigators, in attending seances, are 
actuated by curiosity. Others fail to reaUze the 
true nature of the privilege by asking spirits trivial 
questions. One such woman, after asking several 
such—of her deceased husband—continued, ' Are 
you happy, John? ' ' Yes,' he repHed. ' Are you 
very happy? ' ' Yes,' came the answer. ' As happy 
as you were with me? ' she persisted. ' Oh, yes,' 
he replied. ' Tell me, then, what Heaven is like.' 
' I am in Hades,' said John. 
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" I have known, too/ ' continued Henry Thorough, 
" of people asking questions regarding the winner 
of a horse-race. All this is regrettable. Still, 
when the subject of spirit intercourse is approached 
in the right attitude, great benefits accrue. For in 
this way there is constantly being demonstrated, 
not only the continuity of life after death, but also 
the nature of the spiritual world. 

" As a matter of fact, Rupert," went on Henry 
Thorough impressively, " a knowledge of psychic 
subjects and a training in psychic development 
should be given to all. And mediums should 
be respected, for their present social status is 
deplorable and unworthy of our civilization. But 
to return to the Old Testament. If it is true, 
religious persecution is a duty. In it no instructions 
are issued by Jehovah, by Moses, or by any of the 
other leaders of God's chosen people to reason with 
heretics, not to mention pagans, so called. In such 
cases force should be employed for the purpose. 
With such examples, such precedents, such sanctions 
as these to guide them, is it to be wondered at that 
the Church and the ecclesiastics—especially of 
the Middle Ages—decided to administer to heretics 
and infidels some of this effective medicine? You 
and I, Rupert, like every intelligent and humane 
person of to-day, justly condemn the shocking 
excesses committed under the agis of mediaeval 
Christianity. Yet it is well to remember that the 
Church—not without some justification—in several 
instances beheved its diabolical actions to be 
sanctioned by the Bible. I even go so far as to suggest 
that were the Bible the book it is claimed to be, 
were it the lofty moral and spiritual guide it ought 
to be, the infamous Inquisition would never have 
come into existence, nor would the bloody Crusades 
have taken place." 

" Then what do you think should be done with 
the Bible? " inquired Rupert. 
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" It should be subjected to very drastic treatment/' 
replied the other. " All foolish statements, every 
immodest line, should be expunged from it. Only 
the good should be retained—every splendid thought, 
every wise and prudent maxim, every just law, every 
elevated idea. And the world should have the 
courage to throw the rest into the incinerator." 

" Is such drastic treatment really necessary? " 
pursued the young man. 

" Nothing less than that would serve the purpose. 
I would appoint a group of recognized authorities, 
of men possessing an intimate knowledge of the 
sacred books of every religion. They would, of 
necessity, be free of prejudice and untainted by 
superstition. They would be men of culture and 
enlightenment. The priests and parsons of orthodox 
Christianity would be rigorously excluded from any 
participation in this work. And this commission 
would eliminate from the Bible all that which is 
misleading or degrading." 

" But," interrupted Rupert, " that may seriously 
affect the historical value of the Bible—or at least 
of the Old Testament." 

" The historical value of the Old Testament," 
returned Henry Thorough, " has been greatly 
exaggerated. There are, indeed, some critics who 
declare that it has scarcely any historical value at 
all. Superstitions, legends, myths, traditions, errors, 
have been so interwoven into many of the historical 
narratives that it is in a large number of cases 
almost impossible to distinguish fact from fiction, 
the true from the false. As I have already stated 
this evening, excavations have revealed Babylonian 
versions of both the Creation story and the^ Flood 
story. The Jewish captivity in Babylon in the 
sixth century B.C., which lasted fifty years, brought 
the Jews into contact with Babylonian civiUzation. 
And many competent critics believe that a number 
of the early chapters of the Bible were simply 
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myths and traditions acquired from Babylonian 
sources during that captivity. 

" The story, as related in the Bible, of the settle-
ment and slavery of the Jews in Egypt—famine 
having driven them there—is a questionable one. 
There is an Egyptian record of such a settlement, 
stating that famine caused their immigration, but 
of the life and career of Moses there is no Egyptian 
record at all. Neither is there any account of any 
plagues in Egypt, or of any Pharaoh and his army 
who were drowned in the Red Sea. Yet Egyptian 
records of all important events were at that time 
carefully kept. There is, indeed, much of the 
entire story of Moses that has a decidedly mythical 
flavour; and one of the most remarkable incidents 
in it—his concealment by his mother in an ark of 
bulrushes—has also been found in a much more 
ancient Sumerian inscription. Scholarly critics also 
think that much, if not all, of the story of Samson is 
equally fictitious." 

'' In other words," said Rupert, " one needs the 
wisdom of a Solomon to determine accurately 
what parts of it are authentic and what are not. 
Solonion, however, I have just inadvertendy 
mentioned," he continued; " you will surely agree 
that at least that story is authentic. And he seems, 
with all his knowledge, wisdom, wealth, and power, 
to have been an almost exemplary ruler. Then, of 
course, his father, David, wrote the Psalms, which 
have always been noted for their literary and de-
votional beauty. Probably the father's influence 
over the son was a very good one." 

'' I am afraid the higher critics will not agree with 
you, Rupert," resumed Henry Thorough. '' As a 
matter of fact, David's career as a ruler—with its 
assassinations and executions—reads more like the 
history of some savage chieftain than that of a 
civiHzed monarch. And the Psalms are in many 
cases in the nature of a lament because of his having 
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made so many enemies, or of a request that such 
enemies be drastically dealt with. The keynote 
of many of the Psalms is that the fear of the Lord is 
the beginning of wisdom. Yet is there anything 
more demoralizing than fear? Do you think that 
that is the attitude the Supreme Intelligence wishes 
us to entertain towards Him? 

" I remember, too, reading only yesterday, in 
the fifty-first Psalm, the words, ' Behold, I was 
shapen in iniquity; and in sin did my mother 
conceive me.' Now, imagine, if you can, the 
beautiful and innocent babe in its mother's arms 
being, in reality, a chunk of iniquity! The word 
sin, by the way, with the words devil and evil, 
comprise a trinity which all through the centuries 
the Church has wielded to a very powerful and 
frightful extent. But those cultured pagans, the 
Greeks, had another trinity, that of goodness, truth, 
and beauty, which an enlightened world will 
gradually prefer and adopt. Yes, even the devil 
himself is doomed. The boy who asked his Sunday 
School teacher why God did not kill the devil has 
not yet been answered by the Church. There is, 
of course, as you know, no devil, unless it is the 
devil of ignorance, which can be so easily exploited. 

" But, referring to the Psalms, it is uncertain as 
to whether David WAS their author, many of the books 
of the Old Testament being of unknown authorship, 
as well as doubtful authenticity. As for Solomon," 
continued the speaker, " the opening of his reign 
was as sanguinary as that of his father David. 
In the last recorded speech of David arrangements 
are made for the murder of one who might become 
a troublesome aspirant for the throne. This 
murder, after David's death, Solomon dutifully 
proceeds to carry into effect." 

'' But did he not later become a wise ruler—a 
farsighted statesman? " questioned Rupert. 

" Solomon," replied Henry Thorough, ' ' i t is 
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true, has been represented as the personification 
of wisdom, but the facts are that he lived the life 
of a typical Eastern despot, committed extrayagances 
which were only sustained by heavy taxation, and 
through oppression and tyranny alienated the respect 
of his subjects. There is evidence also that the 
original narrative of Solomon's rule, and of the 
extravagances which finally disrupted his kingdom, 
have been subjected to extensive interpolations and 
expansions by a later writer—by one anxious to 
exaggerate his prosperity and glorify his wisdom. 
However, what is clear is this: through abusing 
his power and wasting his wealth he ruined his 
kingdom." 

'' He rendered Jerusalem—the Holy City as it is 
called—very beautiful. At least so I understand," 
interjected Rupert. 

" Then it's more than it was when I visited it 
a few years ago," said Henry Thorough. " I re-
member contrasting the Jerusalem church-people 
sing about with the Jerusalem I saw. Like so 
many other hymns, that, too, is entirely misleading, 
and not in accord with facts. 

" * Jerusalem the golden, with milk and honey blessed.' 

" It should be rendered: 

' Jerusalem the modern, with filth and dirt is dressed.' " 

" And what of Solomon's domestic relationships? " 
questioned the young man. 

" King Solomon's domestic establishment," re-
plied Henry Thorough, with a smile, '' was un-
doubtedly on an abnormally large scale; seven 
hundred wives indicated, on the part of the pro-
prietor, an extremely large capacity for receiving 
and reciprocating conjugal affection. No, Rupert," 
he continued, growing serious again, " many of the 
characters of the Bible, when examined carefully, 
do not by any means reveal that mental, moral, 
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and spiritual excellence which, in view of their 
being God's chosen people, we should expect. The 
characters of the Old Testament, like its teachings, 
leave much to be desired. 

" When Miss Anne Sullivan—that incomparable 
teacher of the deaf, dumb, and blind—many years 
ago undertook the education of that wonderful 
child, Helen Keller, she later stated that she had 
not permitted her young pupil to read the Bible, 
because she felt and feared that it would give her 
a misleading conception of the Infinite. Years 
later, however. Miss Keller read the Bible through 
and in her autobiography states that, notwithstand-
ing the beauty which she found in its pages, nothing 
could ever compensate her for the many odious 
features she found there. 

" At the beginning of the Bible we read that God 
created man in His own image. Actually, however, 
the converse is the case. Man created God in his 
own image. As Sir Arthur Conan Doyle has well 
expressed it: 

( ( c Man says that He is jealous; 
Man says that He is wise; 
Man says that He is watching 
From His throne beyond the skies. 
But, perchance, the arch above us 
Is one great mirror's span, 
And the figure seen so dimly 
Is a vast reflected man.' " 

cc 
( C 

You have," said Rupert, as the other paused, 
subjected the Bible to a relentless criticism; yet 

it is well to remember that it is still the best seller." 
"Yes ," retorted the other; ' ' for the clergy 

everywhere continue to extol its merits, and recom-
mend its being in every home. I notice, by the 
way, that the recently appointed Anglican Arch-
bishop of Sydney, Dr. Mowll, in one of his first 
important addresses before the people of Sydney, 
told his audience to read their Bibles. And I could 
not help thinking of the great opportunity he had 
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missed of saying something worth while. He 
did not urge the people of Sydney to seek greater 
unity by renouncmg their religious divisions. He 
did not ask them to put into practice the principles 
of brotherhood. No. The people should simply 
read their Bible, although they could never und^er-
stand it and although intimacy with it would doubtless 
lessen their respect for it. Yes, a best seller the 
Bible may be, but how many of those who possess a 
copy read it? Let me tell you a true story. A 
solicitor, a friend of mine, whose client was ill in 
bed and from whom he wanted an affidavit, told 
the client that he would need a Bible for the purpose. 
His client immediately said that there was not one 
in the house. He felt sure, however, that one 
could be obtained next door. Inquiries were 
accordingly made. ' Yes,' replied the neighbour, 
' I have one.' In a few minutes, however, she re-
turned, saying that although she had searched 
everywhere, she could not find it. The next house 
was then visited. ' Yes,' said its occupant, after 
learning what was wanted. ' We have a Bible.* 
She then went to get it, searched for it everywhere, 
and, when about to relinquish the search in despair, 
found that it had been used to put under a flower-
pot by the window. 

" It was my intention," added Henry Thorough, 
" to devote some time to a discussion of the New 
Testament and also the Church, which claims that, 
although the Old Testament is an integral, important, 
and inspired part of the Bible, it is rather upon the 
New Testament that it bases its claims, formulates 
its teaching and justifies its existence; but as the 
hour is late, perhaps we had better postpone that 
discussion for another night—to-morrow night, if 
you like, and are free." 

" Thank you," said Rupert. I feel that we 
have discussed quite enough for one night—at all 
events quite enough for me to reflect upon; and so 
I shall be glad to adopt your suggestion." 



CHAPTER VII 

RUPERT'S AMBITIONS 
" By slow degrees man has emancipated himself from 

priestly control, and he now . . . looks fearlessly into the 
face of that which has long been used to frighten him; 
and the bogy is found to have lost its power. Religion 
to him means something more than anything that any 
system, however venerable, any church, however infallible, 
any creed, by whatever penalties it is . . . enforced, can 
furnish him with."—REV. W . STAINTON MOSES. 

" I HAVE brought you here, ladies, because Jack 
suggested that you would Uke a peep at our prettiest 
beach before you return to your home." It was 
Rupert who had spoken. As the girls were not 
staying long and Jack wished to render their visit 
as pleasant as possible, he had driven his car to his 
friend's place immediately after lunch, and, as he 
himself had to return to his office, had asked Rupert 
if he would take them for a drive along the coast. 
His friend had readily consented. 

" I am glad that this place was suggested," said 
Margaret, " for I always find the coast fascinating." 

" I am afraid that it appeals to me ever so much 
more in the summer than in the winter," remarked 
Rupert. "Jack and I were surfing here on Sunday, 
and it was delightful." 

" That reminds me of something I read the other 
day," joined in Helen; "that if a pebble is 
dropped into the ocean, it causes ripples that 
ultimately reach the most distant shores." 

" What next will our scientists ask us to believe? " 
said Margaret. 

L 153 
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" It certainly does seem a remarkable statement," 
assented Rupert, ' ' but our scientists seem to take a 
delight in occasionally surprising us with their 
assertions. That reminds me of what I read in a 
book of astronomy recently lent me by Henry 
Thorough. The author is Sir James Jeans, and he 
states that every time a child throws its rattle out of 
its baby carriage, it disturbs the motion of every 
star in the universe." 

" Now that sounds positively absurd," exclaimed 
Margaret. 

" A n d you are interested in astronomy?" ques-
tioned Helen. 

" Only since I met Henry Thorough," explained 
Rupert. 

" Is it his hobby? " inquired Margaret. 
' ' It is one of the subjects in which he is interested. 

Religion is another and . . . " 
"Jack told me," interposed Margaret, " that you, 

too, have studied religion. Seriously? " 
" Yes," replied Rupert. " To be frank, I am—or 

was—destined for the Church. But at present I am 
afraid I am between the devil and the deep blue 
sea." 

"Thank you," retorted Margaret quickly; " a s 
the deep blue sea is on your right side and I am on 
your left, I suppose I must regard myself as His 
Royal Highness—perhaps in disguise." 

" No, Miss Margaret," said Rupert reassuringly, 
" you are much too pretty for any devil I am ever 
likely to encounter." 

" But," broke in Helen, " to be serious; may we 
know what is your difficulty in regard to the 
Church? " 

" Well," repHed Rupert, " I am not sure now that 
I can accept the teachings of the Church; and 
I am even beginning to question the inspiration of 
the Bible." 

" That sounds very encouraging, if I may say so," 
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commented Helen. " You may think me dreadful/ ' 
she added, " but largely through father's influence, 
supplemented, of course, by reading and by our own 
reason, both Margaret and I have entirely dis-
sociated ourselves from the Church." 

" As for the Bible," joined in Margaret, ' ' we think 
it, in parts at any rate, a tissue of contradictions and 
what not. Yet thousands of Church people fatu-
ously believe every word it contains. I remember 
father telling us of the churchman who, in his own 
home one Sunday evening, was holding the usual 
little family service. He had on several successive 
occasions been reading passages from Paul's Epistle 
to the Corinthians. During the preceding week, 
however, in this instance his son—something of a 
wag—cleverly scratched out from the word ' changed' 
the letter c. Unconscious of what had been done, 
the father read on and presently came to the words, 
' We shall not all sleep, but we shall all be hanged.' 
His wife immediately corrected him, ' Not hanged, 
dear, but changed.' With a frown upon his face 
her husband looked at her over his glasses and said, 
* Who is reading the Bible ? You or me ? ' And 
then slowly and deliberately read again the words, 
* We shall not all sleep, but we shall all be hanged.' 
' And,' he added, ' I can quite see the sense of it, 
for pride is the besetting sin of the human heart and 
nothing takes the pride out of a man like hanging.' 
The mere fact that the words were in the Bible was 
quite sufiicient for that man," commented Margaret. 
" Reason in such a case was an impertinence." 

" Yet," said Rupert, " the clergy are gradually 
breaking away from the too rigid observance of 
many of the teachings and practices of the past. 
And perhaps . . . " 

" That is one reason," broke in Margaret, " why 
they are losing their hold upon their people. Owing 
to enlightenment reaching them through secular 
channels, the principle of fear, for example, which 
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was once such a formidable weapon in the hands of 
the Church, no longer terrifies. Do you know of the 
Scotch parson's lament as confided to a fellow 
parson? ' It's a sorry business now, man, this 
preaching business, since they knocked hell out of 
the Bible. At one time you could frighten them 
into religion, and to kirk, but now they take Httle 
notice of you.' " 

" Yes," admitted Rupert, " I think hell has gone 
for ever." 

" Or perhaps," suggested Margaret, " it will be 
given a revised setting. I recall reading of Sandy's 
remark, Sandy having been visiting his brother, 
a clergyman, who had just conducted a little service 
in a church in the north of Scotland. As they 
walked home together through the snow, Sandy 
asked his brother if he had not made a mistake in 
telling his congregation that hell was a bitterly cold 
place. 

" ' Ah, man,' replied the other, ' I darena tell 
them it was hot, for they would all want to go 
there.' " 

" Mr. Elsmore," said Helen, " will think that we 
are dreadful persons, Margaret; but actually we 
both love all that is beautiful and good and true. 
Don't we, Margaret ? But we feel that true religion 
does not need the fantastic doctrines, the absurd 
dogmas, the expensive churches, the ornate ritual, 
the elaborate ceremonial, and a veritable army of 
parsons and priests to protect its interests and 
advance its claims. Religion, as we view it, is 
merely the quest for reality, for truth. Then why 
should it not be defined and presented to us simply 
as such? I think," added the young lady, ' ' that 
Euripides was right—even if he were one of the 
pagans—when he wrote the words, ' The language 
of truth is simple.' Then why, I ask, does Christ-
ianity conceal it in so many words and distort and 
disguise it in so much mystery and superstition? " 
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" You young ladies certainly express yourselves 
very freely," remarked Rupert, '' but I am not going 
to scold you on that account. Indeed, it is a 
pleasure to meet such attractive, such delightful, 
such mentally stimulating creatures as you two. 
There are too few of your kind in the world. And," 
he added, with a smile, " if ever I want a wife, I 
will choose one from among such girls as you. 
But," he concluded, growing serious again, " I am 
still undecided as to my career. I may even yet 
become a missionary." 

" How unutterably dull! " said Margaret. " Such 
a life would be much too boring for either of us; eh, 
Helen? No, thank you, Mr. Elsmore," she con-
tinued, " we like you ever so much, but we do not, 
either of us, aspire to become the wife of a parson 
or a missionary." 

While these conversations had been going on, the 
three young people had been alternately walking 
along the beach in bare feet, or sitting on the sand, 
watching the ocean. And now, having already 
partaken of some refreshments prepared by the two 
girls before leaving home, the happy trio drove 
slowly homeward. 

" Will you join us at a game of bridge to-night? " 
asked Jack, as Rupert, after disposing of the girls, 
left the car at his office. 

" I have another appointment with Henry 
Thorough," said Rupert. 

" You evidently find him a very interesting 
person," commented Jack. 

" I do," repHed his friend, simply, as the young 
men parted company. 

Two hours had passed away, and on yet another 
of several successive evenings Rupert had sought the 
companionship of Henry Thorough. The older 
man was talking. 

'' Yes," he was saying, speaking slowly, " that 
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book of Dr. Angus's, Faith and Tradition^ together 
with other statements made by its author, has 
created quite a furore in the Church—almost 
throughout the length and breadth of AustraHa. 
As you know, although Dr. Angus happens to be a 
professor in a Sydney theological college, he is 
much more than that, being a scholar of inter-
national distinction. He is one of the few Church 
theologians—if I may refer to him as such—who 
possess both enlightenment and courage." 

" I am reading his latest book," said Rupert, and 
its teachings, whether right or wrongs are certainly 
subversive of those of the Church, and even of 
Christianity itself. He not only rejects the Deity of 
Jesus, but also the Trinity and the Resurrection. He 
challenges, indeed, those doctrines which the Church 
in all its branches has always regarded as the very 
foundations of its faith. I, personally, am not 
surprised that such prelates as Dr. Rumble of the 
Roman Catholic Church and others of the Protestant 
Church have declared that if Dr. Angus is right, the 
Church is wrong, and has been wrong for nearly two 
thousand years. I listened to you last night," 
continued Rupert, as you exposed the fallacies and 
revealed the errors of the Old Testament; and I felt 
that at least the books and teachings of the New 
Testament would not be susceptible of such dia-
metrically opposite interpretations as have been 
disclosed in the Dr. Angus controversy." 

' ' Scores of thousands of people," replied Henry 
Thorough, " have virtually wasted their lives 
studying the Bible—the New Testament, as well as 
the Old—endeavouring to harmonize its contra-
dictions, trying to explain its absurdities, and 
desiring to present to their respective groups of 
followers God's scheme of salvation. Think of the 
many fragments into which the Christian Church has 
split, each differing from every other section in some 
way or another, each finding in the Bible the justifica-
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tion for its own particular beliefs, and each claiming 
to have found the Truth par excellence. It has been 
well said that the Bible will support almost anything 
in the way of superstition or error, theology or 
religion, the reason being that it is the work of 
fallible and ignorant men, each of whom claimed to 
be or was believed to be inspired." 

" But, surely," said Rupert, " the New Testament 
is not as full of errors and contradictions as the Old." 

" It is not," answered Henry Thorough, ' ' but 
both parts of the Bible have enjoyed a moral and 
spiritual elevation far beyond their merits. What I 
mean is this: generally speaking, when people have 
opened the Bible, they have closed their reason, 
and with the most regrettable consequences. There 
is, actually," continued the speaker, " as you 
possibly know, little historical evidence that Jesus 
ever lived. But I do not think, on that account, 
that we need doubt his historicity. I believe, too, 
that one may obtain from the Gospels of Matthew, 
Mark, and Luke, imperfect records of his life 
though they are, and containing, as they do, absurd 
statements of his virgin birth, a fairly reliable idea 
of what his teachings were. In these Gospels one 
finds no justification for those doctrines and dogmas 
which his Church, in one or other of its branches, 
regards as necessary to salvation. In these Gospels 
Jesus is represented to us as a good man, whose 
basic teachings were that all those who sought to be 
loyal to their highest ideals, expressing them in their 
daily life and conduct, need have no fear regarding 
their salvation. Humility, kindness, forgiveness, 
purity, philanthropy, and love were the lessons he 
appears to have taught. 

" You will remember, too," went on Henry 
Thorough, " that in the Gospel of Matthew a man 
approached him and said, ' Good Master, what good 
thing shall I do that I may have eternal life ? ' 
And after reproving the man for calling him good. 
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after clearly and emphatically indicating that he 
was not God, what was Jesus's reply? Not that he 
should worship him as God, not that he must believe 
in the Trinity, not that he must be baptized, not 
that he must believe in the Bible as the inspired 
Word of God. No. Jesus simply told him to observe 
certain wise injunctions, namely, to refrain from 
murder, adultery, theft, duplicity, to honour his 
Darents and to love humanity. He did not even tell 
lis inquirer that he must go to church. 

" I want you to notice especially," emphasized 
the speaker, taking a Bible in his hand, "Jesus's 
definite statement that he was not God. His words 
were, as given in the nineteenth chapter of Matthew, 
who was, we are told, one of Christ's disciples, ' Why 
callest thou me good? There is none good save 
one, even God.' Yet, during the Dr. Angus con-
troversy a few months ago in Sydney, in St. Mary's 
Cathedral, Dr. Ryan stated on behalf of the Roman 
Catholic Church, that Jesus Christ was God in 
the same sense that the Supreme Being was God— 
a statement, by the way, which has recently been 
made in some form from many pulpits of both the 
Roman and Protestant churches. This, indeed, is 
the belief of official Christianity—of the Christian 
Church—throughout the world. And, like Dr. 
Angus, I believe it to be utterly false and con-
tradictory to the teachings of Jesus." 

' ' Yet," said Rupert, thinking of his possible 
future relationship to the Church, ' 'Jesus evidently 
meant to found a Church—to disseminate his 
teachings?" 

" Even that is very doubtful," retorted Henry 
Thorough, " for although the words, ' Thou art 
Peter, and upon this rock I will found my Church,' 
are included in Mark's Gospel, they are declared, by 
competent critics, to be an interpolation. This, in 
fact, is but one of scores of interpolations with which 
the New Testament is riddled. Such interpolations 
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have been discovered because of their entire absence 
from earlier versions. It is, however," continued 
the speaker, " in John's Gospel that we first en-
counter any statement alleged to have been made by-
Jesus in which he seems to claim a special and 
exclusive relationship to God; in which, that is, 
he claims to be other than a mere man. The words 
are, as you will recollect, ' For God so loved the 
world that He gave His only begotten Son . . .'that 
humanity may obtain salvation. 

" Now, as these are words embodying a claim of 
supreme importance, is it not surprising that they 
are omitted from the three preceding Gospels ? 
What is the explanation ? Probably that the words 
are not authentic. The Gospel of John was written 
later than the three preceding Gospels, and Biblical 
critics regard it as of distinctly inferior historical 
value. This," added Henry Thorough, taking up 
another book, " is what Professor F. C. Burkitt of 
Cambridge—one of our foremost religious scholars— 
has written of John's Gospel: ' The contents of the 
Gospel of John do not seem . . . historical at all.' 
And he continues, ' I greatly doubt whether 
we can distinguish often in that Gospel what is 
derived from tradition and what is derived from 
imagination.' " 

" What a severe criticism! " exclaimed Rupert. 
" Especially when it emanates from a professor of 

divinity in one of the world's greatest universities," 
said the other. " Yes," he continued, " those who 
are competent to express an opinion declare that the 
first three Gospels probably represent the teachings 
of Jesus more accurately than either John's Gospel 
or the Epistles." 

'' What of the Pauline Epistles? " asked Rupert. 
'' It is well to remember," replied Henry 

Thorough, '' that the position in regard to Paul's 
contributions to the New Testament is very unsatis-
factory, because the epistles attributed to him, being 
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unsigned, are entirely destitute of historical value, 
The other epistles of the New Testament are also 
unreliable for the same reason. Indeed/' added 
the speaker, " there is nowhere in existence a 
single original manuscript of any book of the New 
Testament, the oldest manuscripts being only copies 
of the originals. Paul, of course," he went on, 
" was a theologian as well as a missionary, and it is 
largely from his contributions to the New Testament 
that the Church has drawn its materials for its 
doctrines, dogmas, creeds, and so forth. Yet in 
view of the fact that Paul was not personally ac-
quainted with Jesus and never listened to any of his 
conversations or discourses, it is only reasonable to 
discount the value of his writings in so far as the 
teachings of Jesus are concerned. Yet Paul's 
epistles have so profoundly influenced, affected, and 
even distorted the teachings of Jesus, that a number 
of critics have seriously suggested that Paul, and not 
Jesus, was the founder of Christianity and of the 
Church." 

" A r e you not rather severe on P a u l ? " asked 
Rupert. 

' I have already stated," replied Henry Thorough, 
" that practically every book of the New Testament 
is of doubtful authenticity; but if Paul were the 
author of the epistles which bear his name, a dis-
passionate study of them reveals much that is alien 
to the teachings of Jesus. Even Church theologians 
now admit this. These are the words of Professor 
Angus," continued the speaker after a pause, reading 
from another book: ' ' ' It is increasingly recognized 
that Paul's Christian speculations are not to be 
discovered, even in germinal form, in Jesus's teach-
ings, and for not one of them does Paul cite Jesus 
as authentication.' " 

" Then why," questioned Rupert, " have his 
teachings been given such preference—preference 
apparendy even to those of Jesus—by the Church? " 
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" Largely because they contain so much mystery," 
answered Henry Thorough, " a n d were in such 
accord with the superstitious behefs and practices 
of the Old Testament and of other religions then 
extant." 

" But," protested Rupert, '' surely the religion of 
the Old Testament was entirely superseded by the 
religion of Jesus." 

" Yes, but not by his Church," said Henry 
Thorough. " As a matter of fact, largely through 
Paul's influence, Judaism bequeathed to Christianity 
its priesthood, its bloody sacrifices, its ritual and the 
intercessory functions of its priests, whilst Jesus, who 
had nothing in common with priests, was designated 
the ' Great High Priest.' All this you will find 
either expressed or implied in the New Testament 
writings." 

" Are you sure of that? " asked Rupert. 
" We are sure of nothing in the Bible," returned 

the other, " but I think we can reasonably believe 
that some at least of the simple and beautiful teach-
ings of one Jesus are to be found in the first three 
Gospels. The rest of the New Testament, with all 
its confusing and misleading statements, has been 
more a bane than a blessing to the world. Of 
course, all this jumble of error, superstition, theology, 
found in the Bible, was a serious matter; and so men 
trained to explain these discrepancies and to inter-
pret these mysteries were needed; thus arose the 
clergy, the priesthood." 

" But do you not think that priests are necessary? " 
asked Rupert. 

'' I think that teachers are necessary, but not 
preachers," returned Henry Thorough, " and I do 
not think that the clergy are, generally speaking, 
other than preachers—or priests. Priests, indeed, 
are the bane of every religion, and always have been. 
Jesus himself doubtless realized this. Ah," added 
the speaker, again opening the book in his hands, 
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" this is what Dr. Angus has written: ' The 
Divine Master recognized among his followers, 
disciples and teachers . . . but no priests, and the 
priest, in the course of Christian history, has taken 
an ample revenge for having been so slighted.' " 

" I notice that Dr. Angus there refers to Jesus as 
the ' Divine Master,' " interjected Rupert. 

" So has Plotinus referred to Plato as the ' Divine 
Plato,' " retorted Henry Thorough. " Actually, we 
are all the children of divinity, and thus inherit our 
Parent's attributes, characteristics, etc. When this 
is generally realized—when, that is, we are taught 
by our teachers that human beings are not depraved 
mortals, but rather potential angels—then humanity 
will react accordingly, and the teacher will be 
enthroned in the place of the preacher. The sage 
will then have superseded the priest, and the gist of 
the new teaching will be: 

C ( ( Know this, O man, sole root of sin in thee 
Is not to know thine own divinity.' " 

" That is very advanced teaching," commented 
Rupert. 

" I t is only enlightened teaching," said Henry 
Thorough. " Briefly," he added,'' all that humanity 
needs to be taught is to be guided in conduct by a 
few great principles such as the Fatherhood of God, 
the Brotherhood of Man, and Survival after Death. 
As Mr. H. G. Wells has truly said, the necessary 
elements of religion could be written on a postcard. 
And all the superstitious rubbish which is to be 
found in such doctrines as the Immaculate Con-
ception, the Virgin Birth, the Trinity, and the Atone-
ment should be thrown into the incinerator. In 
any case," continued the speaker, '' every one of 
these doctrines was, in one form or other, in existence 
long before the advent of Christianity. Even St. 
Augustine—one of the most renowned pioneers of 
the Church—fifteen hundred years ago acknowledged 
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this. These are his words," continued the speaker, 
taking up yet another book, and opening i t : " ' For 
the thing itself, which is now called the Christian 
religion, was known to the ancients and was not 
wanting at any time from the beginning of the 
human race until the time that Christ came in the 
flesh, from whence the true religion that had 
previously existed began to be called Christian.' " 

" I find it difficult to believe," said Rupert. 
" Yet it is true," remarked the other. " Take, 

for example, the Church's great fundamental 
doctrine of the Atonement. According to this 
doctrine, an utterly depraved humanity only escaped 
the consequences of eternal damnation or Divine 
disfavour by the voluntary yet necessary suffering 
and sacrifice of God's only son, Jesus Christ, through 
whose death was effected the redemption of 
humanity and a reconciliation between an outraged 
Deity in the one case, and an incorrigibly sinful 
race in the other." 

" Dr. Angus, in his Faith and Tradition, severely 
criticizes that doctrine," broke in Rupert. '' I 
have taken some notes from that book," he went on, 
drawing a slip of paper from his pocket. " This is 
what he says: ' The very thought that God would 
require the violent death of Jesus as a sin offering 
before forgiveness could be granted would have 
been repulsive to the mind of Jesus, as it is to our 
minds to-day.' " 

" Dr. Angus is right," said Henry Thorough. 
" But, as a matter of fact, many religions of the ancient 
world were permeated with the belief that the 
suffering and deaths of gods and saviours were 
beneficial to mankind. In addition to Mithra, at 
the time of the advent of Christianity deities such 
as Adonis, Attis, Herakles, Osiris, Dionysus, and 
Prometheus were all treated as saviours, their deaths 
being regarded as sacrifices made on behalf of 
mankind. Krishna, too, the second person of the 
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Hindu trinity, centuries before Jesus, became 
incarnate and redeemed the world. Gods who 
became men were common in early religions. Then 
again," continued Henry Thorough, " there is the 
great Christian doctrine called the Trinity— 
the mysterious union of three distinct Divine 
Personalities." 

' ' I remember Dr. Angus's reference to the Trinity 
in the book we have already quoted, Faith and 
Tradition^'' interjected Rupert. " It is so striking 
that I committed it to memory. These are his 
words: ' Jesus was utterly unconscious of the belief 
that it required three Persons, equal in power and 
in glory, to manage the affairs of the universe, or 
that he himself was a member of such a Three-
Person Unity.' " 

" Excellent," commented Henry Thorough. ' ' But 
I was about to say that, apart from the Hindu 
trinity, the ancient Egyptians, whose influence on 
early religious thought was considerable, usually 
arranged their deities into trinities—the most 
popular trinity comprising Osiris, Isis, and Horus: 
the divine father, the divine mother, and the divine 
child." 

" But I thought that it was Mithraism which chiefly 
influenced Christianity," interrupted Rupert. 

" I was about to mention Mithraism," replied the 
other, " for Mithraism had its trinity also, Mithra 
being the Son. In Mithraism, it is interesting to 
know, Sunday was called the Lord's Day, and its 
chief festivals were what are now known as 
Christmas—when Mithra was believed to have been 
born—and Easter—when he was believed to have 
died." 

" It seems incredible," exclaimed Rupert. 
" Take, then," continued Henry Thorough, 

ignoring Rupert's remark, " the doctrine of the 
Virgin Birth—that is, the birth by a maiden of a 
divine child whose father was a god. This 
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was another borrowed myth, for the ancient world 
teemed with legends of the births of gods through 
the union of a deity with a mortal maiden. The 
Egyptian Pharaohs were, in some cases, believed to 
be the children of the union of the god Amon with 
their mothers. According to another tradition, 
Julius Gassar, who was deified after his assassination, 
was miraculously conceived by the deity Apollo 
visiting his mother. Diogenes Laertius states that 
even the father of Plato was warned in a dream of 
the child's coming birth, his wife, who was still a 
virgin, having been divinely fertilized. 

" A n d Apollonius of Tyana, the psychically 
endowed contemporary of Jesus, was declared to 
have been born of the union of a god with his mother, 
to whom the impending birth was announced. 
Gautama Buddha too, in the ancient legends of the 
East, was represented as having been miraculously 
conceived and born of a virgin." 

'' It really does seem as if at least some of the 
doctrines of the Ghurch are partially of alien origin," 
said Rupert, slowly. " Y e t even the Gospels, 
apparently—though not all of them—teach the 
Virgin Birth as regards Jesus." 

" That is not at all surprising," commented 
Henry Thorough. " As you may know, the theo-
logians of the early centuries selected the four Gospels 
now in the New Testament from among many 
others; and it is exceedingly probable that those 
we have now were selected because they contained 
more of the miraculous than the others." 

" What you have been telling me this evening," 
said Rupert, " is something of a very serious nature 
to me. You are really affirming that what we now 
call Ghristianity is in effect merely paganism under 
another name. I think, sir, that you are too de-
structive in your criticism of Christianity." 

" No, Rupert," replied the other; " I have merely 
studied the subject carefully and impartially, and 
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have been forced to the conclusions stated. And if 
you desire more light upon the matter—fearing that I 
am overstating the case against Christianity—let me 
recommend to you that monumental work called 
Christianity in the Light of Modern Knowledge. Its 
authors are mostly men of scholarly attainments and 
of broad religious outlook. Let me read to you 
just one extract from the contribution made to that 
work by—just wait a moment; oh, yes, here it is," 
added Henry Thorough, having reseated himself 
with still another book in his hands—" by the 
Reverend J . H. Baxter, Professor of Ecclesiastical 
History at St. Andrews University. Dealing with 
the supersession and destruction of paganism by 
Christianity, he writes: ' If Paganism had been 
destroyed, it was less through annihilation than 
through absorption. Almost all that was pagan 
was carried over to survive under a Christian name. 
Pagan festivals were adopted and renamed; and 
Christmas Day, the ancient festival of the sun, was 
transformed into the birthday of Jesus.' I hope you 
will observe," concluded Henry Thorough, ' ' that 
this evening I have, in deference to your unspoken 
wish, quoted mostly from writers who are to be 
found—for the time being, anyhow—within the 
Church. That they are much bigger than their 
creed is obvious; and if the Church continues, hke 
the ostrich, to bury its sanity, reason, and intelligence 
in the sands of error and superstition, it will continue 
to eject from its ranks thinkers and teachers of the 
type of Dr. Angus." 

" We still have Jesus, however," interposed 
Rupert, " and if the Church will be guided by the 
life and teachings of Jesus, in so far as they can be 
ascertained, and by those only, it seems to me that 
she may still fill a great mission in the world." 

' ' I disagree with you, young man," replied the 
other. " We should not be guided by the life and 
teachings of Jesus, and those only, but by the lives 
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of all the wise and noble men and women who have 
ever lived. Many of these are, in the sight of the 
Church, heathens or idolaters, but in the sight of 
God they are probably saints and sages. They are 
of all nationalities, of all ages, and of all religions, 
and many of them, by their lives and conduct, would 
put to shame a number of the saints of mediaeval 
Christianity whose chief virtue, in many cases, 
was to be found in a bigoted intolerance towards 
every religion but their own. 

" The lives and teachings of such men as Akhnaton 
of Egypt, Gautama Buddha and Asoka of India, 
Confucius of China, Socrates of Greece, Seneca, 
Epictetus and Marcus Aurelius of Rome, are all 
worthy of the closest study and of the greatest 
admiration. Yet, by a strange irony, the Church 
fatuously clings to the Bible. And Sunday after 
Sunday, from thousands of pulpits throughout 
Christendom, this one book is read from and dis-
coursed upon, and treated by the clergy as the only 
really inspired work in existence, as (that is) THE 
Word of God." 

" I readily concede the desirability of not devoting 
all one's attention to one book," said Rupert, " but 
it is well to remember that at least some of the 
clergy, when not in their pulpits, study the writings 
of the wise and the noble of other religions." 

"All too few do so," said Henry Thorough; 
" otherwise the errors, the myths, and the superstitions 
which abound in both the Bible and the Church 
would speedily be discarded. And, as I have 
already suggested, the Bible, although it is according 
to the Church the inspired Word of God, must first 
be dealt with relentlessly. At the outset everything 
miraculous in regard to the life of Jesus must be 
eliminated from it; for nearly all those miraculous 
incidents are either the product of ancient mythology 
or of credulous imagination. It was related of 
Buddha that, as in the case of Jesus, at his birth the 

M 
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celestial choir sang, the subject of their anthem being 
that he was to bring good to the earth, to dispel the 
darkness of ignorance, and to give joy and peace to 
the world. Again, many of the reported teachings 
of Buddha and Jesus were similar in character—such 
teachings as the stories of the prodigal son, the loaves 
and fishes, as also that of Peter walking on the sea, 
and the woman at the well. As that Oriental scholar, 
Professor Max Miiller, has remarked, several of the 
Buddhist legends and parables read as if they were 
taken from the New Testament, though, as a matter 
of fact, they were in existence before the birth of Jesus. 

'' The legends surrounding the birth and life of 
Krishna, also, are in some respects similar to those 
related of Jesus in the Bible. And the same applies 
to Mithra, the popular predecessor of Jesus in the 
Roman Empire. It was related of Mithra that not 
only was his mother a virgin, but that shepherds 
came to adore him and offer him gifts; that after 
his death, his body could not be found; while he 
himself, after passing into Hades, rose again from 
the dead. His followers also believed that on the 
last day a general resurrection of the dead would 
take place, when Mithra would act as the judge of 
all. As Sir James Frazer—^probably the greatest 
living authority on comparative religion—has stated, 
it is clearly evident that Christianity borrowed 
freely from Mithraism, making a number of that 
religion's doctrines its own." 

" Then why are these things not generally 
taught? " asked Rupert, impatiently. 

" Because such knowledge would unquestionably 
further undermine the waning influence of the 
Church," replied Henry Thorough. '' But I was 
about to say that, according to ancient legends, the 
earth shook at the death of Prometheus, Nature 
became convulsed, the rocks were rent, the graves 
opened and the dead appeared." 

" That again sounds like one of our Christian 
stories," said Rupert. 
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" Or rather," suggested Henry Thorough, " is it 
not an old pagan myth in a Christian dress? Not 
many years ago," continued the speaker, " there 
was discovered in Babylonia a tablet relating to the 
Babylonian god Bel. Archaeologists believe the 
tablet to be centuries older than Christianity. And 
it is evident from its contents that the Babylonians 
believed their god Bel to have had similar experiences 
to those that were later ascribed to Jesus. The 
Babylonian legend relates that Bel was taken 
prisoner, together with two malefactors, one of whom 
was released, was tried in the Hall of Justice, 
smitten, led away to the Mount, was mourned by a 
weeping woman at the gate of burial, and was then 
brought back to life." 

" What remarkable coincidences! " exclaimed 
Rupert. 

" Coincidences," returned Henry Thorough, 
which, taken with other similar coincidences 

relating to other gods, suggest, as some authorities 
aver, that at least much of the Christian story re-
lating to the closing days of Jesus on earth was not 
in strict accord with facts and did not originate in 
Palestine—and that notwithstanding the statements 
of the Bible. The Talmud, too, containing the 
traditional laws of the Jews, and dating back to the 
second century, discloses a very different story about 
Jesus from that contained in the Gospels." 

" Yet," said Rupert, " if I have correctly under-
stood you, you are not one of those who believes 
that Jesus, like other so-called gods of antiquity, was 
only a mythical figure." 

" No," repHed the other. " For, as I have already 
indicated, although there is scant historical evidence 
to justify one's belief in the existence of Jesus Christ, 
all reliable statements which reach us through 
occult channels—an almost untapped reservoir of 
great knowledge—are unanimous concerning his 
historicity. But we may safely discard the Gospel 
and other New Testament legends, permeated, as 
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they are, with marvellous and miraculous occur-
rences, which no contemporary of Jesus evidently 
thought worthy of being recorded." 

" Then you accept the statement that Jesus did 
actually live," said Rupert, betraying something of 
relief in his voice. 

" I do," repUed the other. ' ' But he was only 
one of many teachers who, during the history of the 
human race, have been sent into the world with a 
mission—with a message, that is, to the peoples 
among whom they were born. Mahomet was 
undoubtedly right when, as stated in the Koran, he 
said, ' God has given to every people a prophet in 
its own tongue.' But it is a gross distortion of 
fact and a mischievous error to assert, as do the 
Bible and the Church, that only Jesus came into 
the world to redeem humanity. 

" Humanity required no redemption, but only 
enlightenment, and had it not been for the opposi-
tion of the priests—which all through the ages has 
been on the side of superstition and intolerance— 
Jesus would have accomplished ever so much more 
than he did. As it was, after being born in a 
natural manner, after living a natural life, after 
attaining a high degree of nobility of character and 
spiritual enlightenment, he died prematurely—as a 
martyr—for his convictions. As for the miraculous 
incidents in the Christian story, let us leave them 
to orthodox Christianity, and let us have the courage 
to relegate them to their rightful place amongst the 
mythologies surrounding the lives of other gods." 

' 'Do you believe that Jesus healed the sick?" 
inquired Rupert. 

' ' I feel sure he did," replied Henry Thorough; 
'' but there is nothing miraculous in that. Many, 
both before and since Jesus, have in the same manner 
healed the sick. I recall reading of one of these 
men quite recently," added the speaker, going again 
to the book-shelves. " The account, which is, as 
far as I can ascertain, quite reliable, is intensely 
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interesting, and I would like to read it to you. The 
account, by the way, is furnished by a Mr. R. B. 
Span, a Hterary gentleman of Denver, Colorado, 
U.S.A., and it relates to one Francis Schlatter, who 
vanished in 1909. This healer treated as many as six 
hundred people in a day, and crowds of two thousand 
people and more used to assemble together, awaiting 
treatment. This is the writer's account, verbatim:— 

" ^ Considerable excitement was caused in Denver 
by the remarkable cures, by psychic or spiritual 
Dower, of a man named Francis Schlatter. He 
lad drifted into the city from the deserts of New 
Mexico, where he had led a nomadic life and 
wrought many miracles among the Indians, who 
regarded him as a god. Schlatter wandered first 
on foot through the Western States . . . causing a 
sensation wherever he went by his wonderful 
cures and strange, almost superhuman, per-
sonaUty. In Denver he was at one time the chief 
topic of conversation, and naturally met with 
great opposition and persecution. . . . Even the 
preachers in some of the churches thundered 
anathemas at him. The doctors discussed and 
pooh-poohed his cures. All sorts of lying stories 
were circulated about him and an attempt was 
made to have him imprisoned as a vagabond and 
rogue. Schlatter took no notice of these things, 
but went his way, calm and serene, spending his 
time in doing good. . . . Many people camped 
out all night near by, so as to be the first to be 
treated. There were rows and rows of vehicles 
and ^ horses—of all kinds—drawn up along the 
hillside. . . . The Healer stood bareheaded all 
day and every day, in all sorts of weather, taking 
the hands of the thousands who continually passed 
in a never-ceasing stream. One can judge of his 
superhuman endurance. . . . His only susten-
ance was a small bowl of bread and milk once a 
day. 
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' As each person passed, the Healer would take 
one of their hands in a firm grasp, and hold it for 
a few seconds. . . . Many people declared that 
they felt an electric shock pass through them 
during the contact. . . . Directly I touched 
Schlatter's hand, I experienced a distant shock. 
. . . Some invalids were cured of their ailments 
instantly; others experienced no benefit until a 
day or two afterwards. Then, again, there were 
many on whom the Healer had no effect what-
ever. . . . One photo was taken from the crowd 
from some distance away and in this the Healer 
appeared. This photo was reproduced in the 
Wide World Magazine and the Occult Review. 
Hundreds of invalids were unable to leave the 
. . . vehicles in which they were brought, and 
so Schlatter would occasionally leave his platform 
and go the rounds of the carriages—a stately, 
dignified figure, with calm, deliberate mien and 
movement and serene spiritual face—before whom 
the crowds fell back with respectful deference, not 
unmixed with awe. . . . Infinite patience lay in 
his frank, open countenance and eternal kindness 
in his eyes. . . . Reports went abroad that the 
Healer claimed to be an incarnation of Jesus of 
Nazareth, but that was not true. Schlatter made 
no claims or pretensions of any kind. He merely 
said he was a son of God and the Spirit of God 
operated through him. 

' One peculiarity about this man was that he 
would not touch any money, nor would he accept 
Dresents of any kind. Large sums of money, 
louses, lands, and other gifts had been offered 
him, but he persistently refused to take anything. 
Schlatter disappeared suddenly one night, without 
giving any information to anyone that he intended 
to leave Denver. As he had not risen at his usual 
hour, Mr. Fox—his host—went to his room and 
found it empty. The bed had not been slept in, 
and on the pillow was pinned a paper, with the 
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words, " The Father has called me. I must go. 
Good-bye." He was never seen again. . J 55 

" That account has greatly impressed me," said 
Rupert, as Henry Thorough ceased reading. '' Such 
an account might well have been written around the 
life and cures of Jesus of Nazareth." 

" Yet," replied the other, " you would surely not 
consider such cures miracles, nor would you regard 
as a god him who eflFected them. Actually, there 
has never been a miracle, for everything that 
happens is, when understood, found to be in perfect 
agreement with certain of Nature's laws. . . . And 
viewed broadly, the world is no different now from 
what it was in Christ's time. Take as an illustration 
the comparative age of the earth. At twelve o'clock 
noon its creation took place. Three minutes to 
twelve at night represents the Biblical creation, and 
one minute to twelve the Christ advent." 

" Then, what is your view of missionary work? " 
inquired Rupert, surmising what the reply would be. 

" I think it altogether wrong in principle," 
answered Henry Thorough. " I have, I may say, 
during my travels, in many cases discussed missionary 
work with Europeans who were able to speak from 
experience. And, without exception, their opinion 
has been of a derogatory nature. They have told 
me, too, that in engaging a native it was always 
better to get one whom the missionaries had not edu-
cated or converted, for they were invariably reliable 
and trustworthy. Missionary natives, on the other 
hand, were tricky, untruthful, and generally unreliable. 

'' That singularly enlightened man. Sir Arthur 
Conan Doyle, whose extensive travels and shrewd 
observations always command respect, in that 
interesting book of his. Our African Winter^ refers to 
this very matter. Ah," continued the speaker, 
opening yet another book, ' 'here is the reference: 
' Nothing has surprised or depressed me more in 
this country than to find the almost universal lay 
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opinion that the Missions of every sort have done 
more harm than good, and that the heathen natives 
are far more rehable and are on the higher scale of 
morahty.' " 

" I find it difficult to believe," commented Rupert. 
" But it is evidently true, and it is also evident that 
missionary work does not appeal to you." 

" Not in the slightest," repHed Henry Thorough. 
" Leave the peoples of other cultures and religions 
to live their own lives. And, where they are already 
under the administration of European countries, 
let them be governed, as far as possible, in strict 
accordance with their own ideas of right and wrong. 
If any interference is necessary at any time, 
let it be by State officials, supported by experienced 
anthropologists, rather than by Church missionaries. 
Do you know," he went on, " that statistics disclose 
the fact that only thirteen per cent, of the people 
of England, and ten per cent, of the people of 
Australia, support the Church? And, I ask, is the 
Church justified, with such meagre support from 
the peoples of its own lands, in sending its mission-
aries to other peoples and countries? What kind 
of a mandate is that? Anyhow, the influence of 
the Church, generally, is waning. People know it, 
and the Church is driven to desperate expedients 
to meet the situation. Only recently I read—in the 
Sydney Morning Herald—that a number of the clergy 
of the Church of England in New South Wales 
had decided to impose Church discipline upon its 
indifferent members. Such people are to be denied 
the privileges of the Church. 

" N o w , what are these privileges? They are 
given as baptism, marriage, and burial. Consider 
baptism for a moment. Of what conceivable 
advantage can baptism be to a baby—usually but 
a few days or weeks old? Apart from the fact that 
if there were any mental, moral, or spiritual signifi-
cance in baptism, the child is too young to realize it, 
of what value to the infant—or to anyone else, for 
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that matter—is the sprinkling of water on its head ? 
The practice is absurd and ought to be discontinued. 
Yet another section of the Church, the Roman 
Cathohc, adopts an even more ridiculous view of 
baptism. This, as just given by one of its leading 
exponents, is as follows: If two infants die, only 
one of which is baptized, the baptized one goes 
straight to heaven, while the other is denied that 
privilege. What a stupendous farce! One wonders, 
too, what would happen if by some oversight or 
accident the labels on the babies got mixed! As for 
the privilege of being married, people can be 
married just as truly in a State registry office as in 
a church. So that privilege is of little conse-
quence. Then there is the privilege of burial, the 
Church service of which is so contrary to what are 
now the clearly ascertained facts. The language 
used, the service read on such occasions is entirely 
misleading. If the Church would study the con-
clusions of psychical research, the stupidity of the 
burial service, which concludes with some such 
expression as. We consign our brother (or sister) to 
the tomb, until the resurrection morn when body and 
soul will be united, would be at once apparent. 
For, as Sir Oliver Lodge has reminded the Church, 
we ourselves never enter the tomb—only our bodies 
do—while the moment of death is the moment of 
resurrection, and not aeons hence. 

" I s it any wonder that even the Church's own 
followers are revealing but little concern about the 
possible loss of these and other so-called privileges 
of the Church. I think," added the speaker, after 
a pause, " that as you read and reflect, and above all, 
travel, you will reach my conclusions or convictions." 

" I thank you, sir, for your opinions and con-
victions," said Rupert; ' ' and if I cannot accept and 
adopt them all—without some doubts and reserva-
tions—I intend at least trying to prove your state-
ments. You have recommended travel, and it is 
what I am going to do." 



CHAPTER VIII 

A VISIT T O HOPETOWN 

" Work is the grand cure of all the maladies and miseries that 
ever beset mankind."—GARLYLE. 

To Rupert the week-end had proved quite un-
eventful. Two or three sets of tennis with Jack 
and his cousins, together with a game of bridge 
on Saturday evening, had been pleasant enough; 
but these were followed by a Sunday evening when, 
in deference to his mother's wishes, he had accom-
panied her to church. 

" You will be leaving us next Saturday, Rupert," 
said Mrs. Elsmore," and you will be away for some 
months. During your travels, as I have already 
told you, you will be able to see and hear and learn 
what great work the Church is doing in its missionary 
centres. I have told Mr. Tomkins that you are 
going, and he wants you to attend service this 
evenmg, after which he would like a little talk with 
you." 

The subject of the preacher's discourse was 
Paul's missionary journeys. 

" Consider for a few moments," said he, " what 
the Church owes to this gallant pioneer. He carried 
the Gospel message into many lands. He invaded 
the very citadel of paganism itself. He lectured 
in the intellectual city of Athens and there con-
founded the deepest thinkers of that historic city, 
for the great Christian dogmas bewildered them. 
. . . Paul would rightly permit no rival to Jesus; 
for was not He the promised Messiah or Redeemer? 
Had not erring, sinful, depraved humanity waited 
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for His advent since the Fall of Adam and Eve? 
And had not Jesus, during His ministry, uttered 
the Divine command, ' Go ye into all the world and 
preach the Gospel' ? 

"Just think," continued the preacher, " of what 
this world would have been without Christianity 
and without its evangelizing activities. Christianity 
has been accused of bigotry and intolerance, but I 
submit that when, as in the case of Christianity, 
it is the only true reUgion, the only religion ever 
founded by the Son of God, such intolerance is 
justified. The Church has never tolerated any 
other religion and, I believe, never will; for all 
these pagan religions are driving their followers into 
perdition. 

'' When in the fourth century—after Christianity 
became the religion of the Roman Empire— 
Christian bishops applauded their followers because 
of their destruction of pagan temples, they were to 
be commended. And the spoils of those temples— 
the old strongholds of Satan, as they were—went to 
Christianity. Why should they not? And later, 
when Christianity was carried into Germany, its 
missionaries taught the heathen people there that 
the German gods were demons and that to worship 
them was a damnable sin, for which their ancestors 
were suffering eternal torments. Those missionaries 
were—they naturally believed—telling the people 
the truth. Is it any wonder that the Germans soon 
became converted to Christianity? 

" Can you imagine," went on the speaker, " the 
depths of degradation into which these German 
heathens had fallen? Just think of it. They did 
not have any consecrated churches, had but few 
priests, and the woods were often their only temples. 
Can you conceive of any fitting worship being 
accorded the Infinite other than in hallowed 
churches? Is it any wonder when, early in the 
fourth century, after dealing firmly with the pagan 
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temples, triumphant Christianity closed the great 
pagan centres of learning, that the Christianity 
of the Middle Ages followed? That period when, 
although most of the people lived in poverty and 
ignorance and dwelt in hovels, under the influence 
of their spiritual guides they enabled the Church 
to build its magnificent temples, and its clergy 
to concentrate upon the formation of a system of the-
ology which even to-day among all truly enlightened 
people is the wonder of the ages, and in consequence 
is worthy of enduring respect and reverence. 

" Even Mohammedanism itself—of all pagan 
religions Christianity's most relentless enemy— 
during the Middle Ages exercised tolerance towards 
Christianity. In one of its most cultured centres, 
Spain, Christianity was mostly tolerated, and 
Christians held high offices. Why? Because the 
Moslems—heathens though they were—were obliged 
to acknowledge the infinite superiority of Christi-
anity to their own religion. And Christianity, I 
believe, will never tolerate other religions; for it 
and it alone is THE religion directly inspired and 
instituted by God. Hence the Divine command 
in our Holy Book, ' Go ye into all the world and 
oreach the Gospel' And the Christian Church 
las received this commission; for its clergy, and 
none other, are God's earthly ambassadors and the 
custodians of Heaven and spiritual immortahty. . . 

It was to statements such as these that Rupert 
had to listen on that last Sunday evening in the 
church. At the conclusion of the service the 
Reverend Tomkins spoke to Rupert and his mother, 
assured the young man of sympathy with his de-
termination to visit the East, where were to be 
found the Church's missionary centres, and volun-
teered his spiritual counsel, if at any time while 
at these foreign places—where sin and ignorance 
and superstition, apart from the missionary centres, 
abounded—he felt the need of it. 
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" What a fine sermon! " commented Mrs. Elsmore, 
as they walked homewards. " It's a pity there was 
such a small congregation. And how kind of Mr. 
Tomkins to speak to you as he did! " 

" I am afraid, mother," replied Rupert, " that 
the clergy's conception of religion is appealing to 
me less and less. Only because you wished it did I 
go to church this evening, and it has done me no 
good at all. The Church does not preach a man's 
religion. With Mr. Tomkins' defence of the conduct 
of the clergy in the early centuries I am compelled 
to disagree, for I regard such conduct as scandalous. 
Gibbon, I remember, in his Decline and Fall of the 
Roman Empire^ states that from the very earliest 
centuries the Christians were unpopular because 
they were intolerant, aggressive, and abusive. 
And from the Reverend Tomkins' address to-night 
I can well believe it. Gibbon mentions that the 
Church had to acknowledge that the pagans, 
with the aid of their religion, could perform the 
same miracles as they themselves. Vet instead 
of admitting that they obviously drew their power 
from the same source as the Christians did, they 
promptly retorted that the pagans' were the miracles 
of devils, while their own were performed through 
angels." 

' ' Perhaps persecution made the Christians like 
that," said Mrs. Elsmore. ' ' You must remember 
that for almost two centuries they were hunted 
like rabbits, and that probably scores of thousands 
suffered at the stake as martyrs." 

" That is, of course, the excuse adopted by the 
Church historians; but that view is being increasingly 
challenged by competent critics. Gibbon, if I may 
quote him again, states that less than two thousand 
Christians were sent to the stake, while Origen— 
Derhaps the most cultured of the Church Fathers— 
las declared tha t ' those who have died for their faith, 
at different times, are few, and may easily be 
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counted.' But the fact seems to be that from the 
very beginning the Church comprised largely 
ignorant, intolerant, and spiteful men. Even Pro-
fessor Gilbert Murray in his Five Stages of Greek 
Religion, which, thanks to Henry Thorough, I am 
now reading, says in reference to the Christians 
that their misrepresentation of pagan rites and 
beliefs was both vulgar and malicious. 

" These are strong words, especially for one of 
the kindliest critics and most enlightened men in 
the English-speaking world. Is it any wonder that 
the early Christians were persecuted ? But, to 
return to present-day realities, did you notice 
how few men were present at the service this 
evening? " 

" I did," answered Mrs. Elsmore, " but, Rupert, 
you must know that women are naturally more 
religious than men. That's why they so attend 
church." 

Rupert did not reply immediately. He was 
thinking of Helen, whom he was beginning to love— 
much against his will—and of the sheer beauty of 
her character. Religious, however, Helen certainly 
was not—at least not in the eyes of the Church. 

" Perhaps you are right, mother," he answered, 
presently, " but this I must say, with all due respect 
to your sex: God help the Church which continues 
to rely upon women for its support and existence. 
And if," he added, " it is true that religion appeals 
scarcely at all to men, I incline to the belief that 
there is something fundamentally wrong with 
religion, as well as fundamentally wrong with men. 
Despite the so-called emancipation of women, 
this is essentially a man's age, and any institution 
or organization—whether religious or secular— 
which does not practically recognize this cannot 
endure." 

" The Church, Rupert," interjected his mother, 
has already endured—for two thousand years." 
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" I know that," replied the young man, but in 
the history of the race two thousand years is not a 
long period. Humanity, says Henry Thorough, 
has been on the earth possibly a million years. 
Civilization after civilization has already crashed, 
and unless religion has more staying, more satisfying 
power than ours has, I fear that in time it, too, 
may be a thing of the past." 

" I sometimes fear for you, Rupert," said Mrs. 
Elsmore. 

" There is no need, mother," reassured the young 
man. ' ' I want to carry out your wishes in regard 
to the Church, but my position is becoming in-
creasingly difficult. And rather than renounce my 
manhood, I will renounce my faith—such as it is. 
It has already received some severe shocks," he 
continued, " and it is, as you know, because I want 
to feel that my feet are on terra jirma in regard to my 
future career, that I am going to travel and investi-
gate for myself." 

" I t would grieve me greatly if you severed your 
connection with the Church," persisted Mrs. Els-
more, " for it is the biggest thing in the world, and 
I would be a proud mother if my son became one 
of its priests. The Church is such a respectable 
calling." 

" Well, we shall await developments," continued 
Rupert. " At present I am a pilgrim in quest of 
the truth, and, as Shakespeare says, a true devoted 
pilgrim is never too weary to measure kingdoms 
with his feeble steps. And so long as I reach my 
destination—satisfy, that is, the requirements of my 
higher nature—there is no need to worry. But," 
added the young man, opening the gate for his 
mother, " here we are, home again." 

" Henry Thorough telephoned for you an hour 
ago," said Jeffery Elsmore to Rupert, as he and his 
mother entered the sitting-room. " He said he is 
going to Hopetown to-morrow afternoon at two 
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o'clock, and would be glad if you were to accompany 
him." 

" Henry Thorough again! " remarked Mrs. 
Elsmore wearily. 

" Thank you, father," replied Rupert. " I shall 
certainly go." 

At 2.15 on the following afternoon Henry 
Thorough, in his new model car, with Rupert, 
might have been seen driving towards Hopetown. 
After traversing some uninviting country—desolate, 
neglected, forsaken—the car entered a pretty avenue 
of flowering gum trees. 

" This is something in the nature of an oasis," 
said Rupert. To the right of the avenue were to 
be seen what was obviously a dairy farm, with cows 
grazing contentedly here and there. 

" That's the Hopetown dairy," explained Henry 
Thorough, as he slowed down his car. " It supplies 
the Hopetown community with milk, butter, and 
butter-milk; for it has always been my deter-
mination to render Hopetown practically a self-
supporting community—a determination in which, 
as you will presently see, I have largely succeeded. 
The milk is supplied to each home at the price of 
eightpence per gallon, and each family generally 
consumes half a gallon a day. Twice a week the 
dairy also supphes the homes with butter-milk, 
for Hopetown has an old-fashioned dairy, without 
separators, at which the butter is churned. You 
are probably aware," continued Henry Thorough, 
" that after standing some little time the butter-
milk develops beneficial bacteria. Sufficient butter 
is made at the dairy to satisfy the requirements of 
all the Hopetown residents, its price being a 
shilling per pound all the year." 

' ' What a commendable scheme! " exclaimed 
Rupert, as the two men turned their eyes to the left, 
where were to be seen a succession of attractive 
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cottages; and, as it was a day of glorious sunshine, 
the panels of each were raised, as Rupert had seen 
them at Domus Futura. 

" Domus Futura^'' commented Rupert, with a 
smile, " has extended to Hopetown." 

" Yes," agreed his companion; " for wherever 
one lives, pure air and golden sunshine are a 
necessity." 

" Why are the panels in those two cottages not 
raised? " asked Rupert, as they passed them. 

" Because their occupants are at the beach," 
explained Henry Thorough. " I have for many 
years rented a beach ten miles away, and built 
by it a little shack. Now the Hopetown families— 
two at a time—take it in turns in going there for 
a little change. They remain there a fortnight and 
indulge in boating, surfing and fishing. Then, 
after eating what they require of what they catch, 
they dry and smoke what fish they need for their 
family larder, while the residue is converted into 
fertilizer and distributed among the settlers at 
Hopetown for their gardens, etc." 

" What are the means of conveyance for these 
people? " inquired Rupert. 

' ' Hopetown has two lorries, one of which con-
veys settlers to and from the beach; while the 
other takes produce to the market; the driver of 
this second lorry, being kept busily going backwards 
and forwards, receives a shilling per week per 
resident. His wife, who teaches in the Hopetown 
school, receives similar compensation. Each home 
here," continued the speaker, " has, as I believe I 
have already told you, three acres of land with it." 
On each block were to be seen men busily at work 
either in their gardens or in their orchards. 

The two men had now left the car and were 
walking along the avenue, on the left side of which 
were seats set at intervals. Rupert was admiring 
the gardens, each of which was a riot of colour and 

N 
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beauty. Roses perhaps predominated, but there 
were also to be seen in rich profusion pelargoniums, 
gladioli, salpiglossis, antirrhinums, delphiniums, and 
begonias; while many beds were bordered with 
pansies of every conceivable variety and hue. 
Each garden was well kept and free of weeds; 
and it was soon apparent to Rupert that the spirit 
of friendly rivalry was, to some extent at least, 
responsible for this. The standard of excellence, 
in so far as the gardens were concerned, was high; 
and it would have been a difficult matter even for a 
horticultural expert to have conferred distinction 
on any particular one. The fragrance of the 
flowers, wafted on the gentle afternoon zephyr, 
conveyed to Rupert a sensation exquisite and 
exhilarating. 

" Hopetown, sir, has exceeded my expectations." 
" And has also solved the problem of unemploy-

ment and the dole," continued the other. 
At the extreme rear of each allotment were to be 

seen a double row of trees. What trees are they? " 
inquired Rupert. 

" Tung oil trees," explained Henry Thorough. 
" They act as a break-wind for the orchards. The 
oil, too, is rather a valuable product—especially 
in Eastern countries. China, in fact, exports 
large quantities of this oil—notably to America, 
where it is used in the manufacture of leather and 
linoleum." 

"How healthy, too, the orchards look!" re-
marked Rupert. 

" Yes," repUed the other; ' ' because of the fruit 
they yield, it would be folly to neglect them. Each 
block contains about one and a quarter acres of 
orchard; and besides the fruit trees, there are others 
such as almonds and walnuts. Every block, too, 
has peanuts growing; Hke almonds, they are 
nutritious. Then, as you see, in each place there 
are other plots in which vegetables are grown, 
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potatoes, in particular, being a very popular food 
at Hopetown." 

" Some of the cottages, I notice, have a glass-
house attached to them." 

" Only three," replied Henry Thorough. " In 
these are grown a number of varieties of early and 
late tomatoes. Every cottage, however, has poultry, 
and also bees. A few settlers keep Angora rabbits— 
there is always a ready sale for their fur—while 
others again speciaHze in poultry. Each settler, 
too, has a compost pit connected with his garden, 
and into this he throws his grass cuttings, vegetable 
peelings, leaves, etc. These in time resolve themselves 
into humus, which makes excellent fertilizer." 

" The settlers believe in letting the fowls run 
through their orchards, evidently," remarked 
Rupert, noticing a few scratching the soil under 
some fruit trees. 

" Yes," replied Henry Thorough; " for the fowls 
keep down the pests. They eat many of the grubs 
and other insects; and also, incidentally, manure 
the soil. That cultivator which you see at work 
yonder is a power cultivator. Together with a 
power lawn-mower, it belongs to the community. 
Power, I may say," he added, "is laid on to every 
cottage, so that each home has its electric light and 
a small electric cooker. A grist-mill, too, such as 
you saw at Dorms Futura, is to be found in every 
cottage." 

By this time the two men had reached the centre 
of the settlement, where was a rather pretentious 
building, surrounded by recreation grounds, on 
which were played—so Rupert was informed— 
cricket, tennis, and football. The driver of the 
lorry which made periodic trips to the beach kept 
these grounds in order. Extending from this 
central building were forty three-acre blocks— 
twenty on each side—together with their forty 
cottages. This area, which had been reserved for 
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recreation, etc., really occupied the space of two 
blocks. 

" The building before us," said Henry Thorough, 
"serves a dual purpose, in that it is both for 
recreation and education. Here is the main portion 
—the hall," continued the speaker, as he opened the 
door leading into the recreation room. 

" You have the wireless, too," said Rupert, as he 
noticed a wireless cabinet on the neat Uttle platform 
at the back of the hall. 

" Yes," answered the other. " A dance is held 
in this hall once a week during the greater part 
of the year. In hot weather less strenuous forms 
of amusement are substituted. This," he con-
tinued, leading Rupert to the rear of the building, 
" is the biUiard-room; ping-pong and bobs are 
also played here; and over yonder is a ball-alley. 
And this," he added, quietly opening another door, 
" is the school-room." Several rows of desks, 
each filled with healthy and intelligent-looking 
children at their lessons, were to be seen there. 

" Then," said Henry Thorough, leading the way 
into another room, " there is also this, the library 
and reading-room." Here were to be seen many 
well-filled shelves, and on the reading table a 
number of the best magazines and daily and weekly 
newspapers. On the walls of the library were 
hung three poems—Kipling's " I f , " Longfellow's 
" Psalm of Life," and another, " Lemuria " (Pacific 
Ocean), by W. B. H. With the two former Rupert 
was already acquainted. Not so, however, with 
the third; and having in the course of his reading 
encountered an occasional reference to an ancient 
continent by that name—one which was subsequently 
buried beneath the ocean—the young man, rather 
intrigued, repeated aloud this poem:— 
" Monarch of all the oceans, greatest of thy kind, 

What is the story of thy birth in the distant night of time ? 
And what are the isles upon thy crest? By their history 

what is meant ? 
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Are they disused caves of the coral slaves, or the peaks of a 
continent ? 

A fire mist was loosened from its source, the parent sun. 
And joined the other planets, and as earth took up the run 
And counted out the days and years, when in the cooling 

plan, 
Gave birth to what we designate as air and sea and land. 
And change and change and ever change upon this earth is 

wrought. 
So that mountain peaks and ocean depths are counted but as 

naught. 
And where proud Himalaya stands was once an ocean bed, 
And underneath the Pacific waves a continent lies dead. 
Oh, dwellers on this earthly sphere—you think so great and 

grand— 
Weighed in the universal scales is as a grain of sand; 
And what we are, and what shall be, when our thoughts are 

lightning shod; 
We'll know the scheme behind the screen and our oneness 

then in God." W. B. H. 

" If ail WERE known about that vast mysterious 
continent," said Rupert, '' probably we would 
realize that it was a fitting subject for a great poem." 

'' Yes, young man," answered Henry Thorough, 
"IF we only knew! What continents of ignorance, 
despite all our pretensions, are behind us, beneath 
us, above us, within us! If we only knew! How 
often one feels, even one who has lived on the 
earth a century and more, that man's knowledge, 
when contrasted with his ignorance, is infinitesimal. 
Shakespeare's character was right, for the proudest 
boast that man can, as yet, justly indulge in is:— 

" ' In Nature's infinite book of secrecy 
A little I can read.' " 

" I suppose," said Rupert a few moments later, 
" that you find it necessary to be at Hopetown 
rather often, to protect your interests." 

" No," repUed Henry Thorough. " I rarely 
visit Hopetown more than once a week—and that 
principally for fish. That, as a matter of fact, is 
the primary reason for my coming here to-day, 
though I was also desirous of taking you over the 
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setdement before you sailed. Actually," continued 
the speaker, " the community of Hopetown, through 
a committee, meets once a month, and I usually 
attend these meetings about twice a year. There is, 
of course, a hall banking account. Indeed," added 
Henry Thorough, perhaps a little proudly, " practic-
ally every man in Hopetown has a banking account. 
And now, if you will excuse me for half an hour, I 
have other matters to attend to." 

Henry Thorough had been absent only a few 
minutes when an old man entered the library. 
Seeing Rupert alone, he seemed surprised. " Ex-
cuse me, mister," he explained, " but I saw Henry 
Thorough with you half an hour ago, and I thought 
he was still here. I want him." 

" You are one of Hopetown's residents, I presume,'* 
said Rupert. " Anyhow, Mr. Thorough will be 
back in half an hour." 

"Thanks, mister," returned the other; "then 
I'll wait. Yes, I live at Hopetown. They call me 
Joe, or Old Joe. . . . I say," he went on, " do you 
know Henry Thorough real well? " 

" Fairly well, I think, but I have not known him 
long," replied Rupert. 

" He's a fine man," said Joe, " and every inch a 
gentleman. If all the aristocrats was gents like 
him, there would be no quarrels between workers 
and capitalists. He's real wealthy; he must be. 
But when any of us meets him, he is just like one of 
ourselves. And all the fellows here speaks just as 
highly of him as me." 

That is not surprising," commented Rupert, 
for, I understand, he is the founder of Hopetown." 
" We don't call him by that name here, mister," 

returned Joe. " No one says he is the founder of Hope-

i6 

would like it also, if he knew of it. He is the father 
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and you are his children, as it were. Are you quite 
sure that he merits such a title? " 

" Dead certain," continued Joe, lowering his 
voice, and becoming confidential. " He helped 
my boy Tom to be a man again. Tom was a good 
lad and the missus was proud of him. And he 
was a scholar, too. When he left school he went 
into a bank, and got quick promotion. He courted 
our neighbour's girl, Mary Powell, and then married 
her. You never seen such a handsome couple. 
Everybody liked Tom. 

" He could sing a good song; and he once promised 
to sing at a church concert. He never drank, 
gambled, or smoked; but, during the interval at 
that concert, as everybody else seemed to be smoking, 
Tom was pressed to join in. That was his first 
cigarette, and he felt a real man, like the rest. 
On his way home he bought a packet of cigarettes 
at the tobacconist's and there met one of his old 
school-mates, who said that he could put him on to a 
winner. It was a cert," explained Joe, " and it 
won. He then went in big, after backing it for 
five bob, and backed horses for large sums, but they 
didn't win. The other fellows knew too much 
for my Tom, and they was always talking of dead 
certs. At last Tom took some money from the bank 
to bet with; but the horse never won, and Tom 
couldn't repay the amount. 

'' He was smart, though, and fixed his books 
somehow; but the auditors found out later what 
he had done. He was charged with embezzlin' 
money," went on Joe in a broken voice, " and me 
and the missus and Mary—he hadn't been married 
long—was very upset. They found him guilty 
and he was sent to gaol for five years. Mary and 
the missus said they could never hold up their heads 
again. And Mary went back to her parents." 

" It must have been a great trial to you all," 
said Rupert, sympathetically. 
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" It was," continued Joe, " and when Tom came 
out, no one would give him a job. He was genuine 
sorry for what he had done; and he said to me and 
the missus that he'd make good—redeem the family 
name, I think, was the language he used, because 
Tom was always a scholar. But no one would 
trust him, and we was all hard up for cash. Then 
the missus somehow heard of Henry Thorough, 
and, without saying a word to me, went to his 
office and told him about Tom. He was real sorry, 
he said, and would give Tom another chance. 
And do you know what he did, mister? " 

" Sent him to Hopetown, I suppose," suggested 
Rupert. # 

Yes," said Joe, '' and Tom became a man again. 
Mary returned to him—that's near ten years ago 
now—and as the missus died and I was lonely, 
and getting up in years, Tom said I must come to 
Hopetown and live here with them. Yes," said Joe 
again; " Tom's made good. He's redeemed the 
family name, as he said he would. And last year 
he had the best potatoes and the best tomatoes 
on the settlement. And Mary's a wonderful cook, 
and makes and bottles all kinds of jams and fruits. 
And Henry Thorough," finished Joe; " it was him 
what brought about all this happiness." 

" I can quite understand your esteem for that 
man now," said Rupert, " and I am glad that your 
son and daughter-in-law are doing so well." 

" Living's so cheap here, mister," explained the 
loquacious Joe. " We buys nothing but a bit of 
sugar and flour. Practically everything we needs 
we grows, or gets from our fowls and bees. I help 
Tom with his garden, and Tom and some of the 
other fellows here sells flowers, as well as produce. 
Henry Thorough's our doctor too," went on Joe, 
without a pause; " the rheumatics gets me bad 
sometimes, and the Thoroughcure always fixes 
me. All the fellows here and their missuses think 
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it wonderful. I want another jar of i t ; that's why 
I am here. Here he comes," added Joe joyfully, 
as Henry Thorough appeared at the outer door. 

" W e l l , Joe," greeted his benefactor; " w h a t is 
your trouble to-day? More Thoroughcure, eh? " 

" Yes, Mr. Thorough, I would like another jar 
of it, please," answered the other. 

Henry Thorough took out his wallet, and drew 
from it a label which, after initialling, he handed to 
Joe. While opening the wallet, however, a gust of 
wind blew Irom it some newspaper cuttings. 
Rupert went after them, picked them up, and 
was about to return them, when Henry Thorough 
said, " You may read those cuttings." 

One had reference to an address delivered 
recently in London by a dignitary of the Anglican 
Church, in which he said that the clergyman who 
preaches Christian dogmas and doctrines to-day 
must be either a saint or a humbug. 

" Perhaps it is as well that a prelate made a 
statement of such a nature," remarked Henry 
Thorough, " but really, in the light of modern 
science, education, enlightenment, no man of any 
degree of intelligence can possibly believe in the 
doctrines of the Church. That there are so many 
clergymen in the world preaching them merely 
justifies and proves the statement that you have just 
read. Now insincerity, especially in high places, 
is to be greatly deplored because of its misleading 
consequences. The clergy, instead of wilfully and 
culpably preaching and perpetuating erroneous 
beliefs, if they really desire the spiritual welfare 
of the people, should adopt Rousseau's motto, 
Vitum impendere vero—Let us consecrate our lives 
to truth. Though, of course, one need not be a 
parson to do this. But read the others." 

" This is not a newspaper cutting," remarked 
Rupert. " It is a typewritten statement by a 
clergyman." 
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" Yes, by a well-known Anglican clergyman in 
Sydney," said Henry Thorough. " Still, you can 
read it." Rupert then read the following state-
ment:—" The Rock of Truth is the most wonderful 
book I have had the pleasure of reading for years. 
I T SHOULD BE IN E V E R Y T H I N K E R ' S H O M E . We must 
all work to eradicate the awful, false teaching of 
orthodoxy. This book is an enlightenment; more, 
it is an inspiration. I enjoyed every word of it.' " 

" I have only this comment to make on that 
statement," said Henry Thorough; " i f anything 
can save the Church from the course of destruction 
for which she is heading, it is the few men of that 
type who will effect the rescue. What is that 
other newspaper cutting you have in your hand? 
I think I remember it." 

" It relates to an utterance of Dr. Ingram, Bishop 
of London, in which he states that a man is the same 
five minutes after death as he was five minutes 
before it." 

" He knows," said Henry Thorough, what 
every enlightened man of to-day knows, that there 
is no resurrection of the body. Yet, in coundess 
churches throughout Christendom every Sunday 
is to be heard recited ad nauseam the words, * I 
believe in the resurrection of the body.' What a 
travesty of truth is enshrined in these words! Is 
it any wonder that the Church is no longer taken 
seriously by any really educated or cultured person? " 

" Have you forgotten the fact that the Church 
of Rome is evidently an exception? " interrupted 
Rupert. " Signor Mussolini and the Pope, as you 
are, of course, aware, have not only signed a con-
cordaty but the Vatican has now been transformed 
into a sovereign State." 

' ' Signor Mussolini," remarked Henry Thorough, 
' ' is not only a great statesman, but also an astute 
diplomatist. The son of a blacksmith, and at one 
time a socialist, he is now the most powerful die-
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tator in the world. But even if he has renounced 
socialism, he probably retains enough of it still to 
distrust the Church. For, as you know, the only 
religion socialism acknowledges is the religion of 
humanity. 

" But Signor Mussolini, after attaining supreme 
power, found that the Treasury was empty. Now 
the Roman Catholic Church in Italy is worth a gold 
mine to the State, largely because of the enormous 
number of pilgrims—many of them wealthy—who 
visit the Vatican every year. Hence Signor Mussolini 
subordinated his principles to diplomacy—to lucre, if 
you will." 

" You are rather bitter, Mr. Thorough,'' said 
Rupert. 

If I am, it is only because I have been a student 
of religion for many years, and because I have 
encountered in it so much that disgusts me. More-
over, in reading the history of the Church— 
especially the Church of Rome—one is amazed 
and appalled at the conduct of many of the Popes 
and priests. They were prepared to go to any 
lengths to extend their empire or to further its 
interests. And how, in the first instance, did that 
Church obtain an empire? Let Gibbon answer 
the question. These are his words: * The Church 
of Rome defended by violence the empire which she 
had acquired by fraud.' And how she abused her 
power when she got it! No pity was extended 
to any who did not rigidly observe her practices. 
' I have just heard,' wrote Erasmus in one of his 
letters, ' that two poor creatures are to be murdered 
in France because they have eaten meat in Lent.' " 

" While we are discussing religious matters," 
said Rupert, " what, may I ask, is your view of 
prayer? I have just been reading that in certain 
drought-stricken areas in America and Australia 
the churches have been offering up prayers for 
ram." 
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" I doubt their efficacy entirely," replied Henry 
Thorough. " I do not believe that prayers can 
change the course of Nature. The laws of Nature 
are irrevocable—fortunately so! Prayer has been 
defined as the soul's sincere desire, uttered or 
unexpressed; prayers of that nature are, doubtless, 
helpful. But many prayers—especially those 
gabbled through in church—can accomplish nothing. 
I personally favour the Tibetan idea of prayer, 
the Tibetans having prayer-wheels upon which are 
written prayers. These prayer-wheels are scattered 
all over the country, and whenever the wind causes 
them to revolve, the Tibetans believe that a prayer 
ascends to heaven. I commend, too, the attitude 
of the Yankee who had his prayers printed and 
hung on the wall over his bed. Pointing to the 
card he would say, ' Those are my sentiments.' 
No, Rupert, my conception of prayer is not the 
orthodox conception. I prefer Coleridge's con-
ception :— 

" * He prayeth best who loveth best 
All things both great and small.* 

" To me Hope town is a prayer, in the sense that 
it is a soul's sincere desire—realized. Nor did I 
petition the Infinite to interfere with the laws of 
Nature so that my prayer might come to fruition." 

" What of the Lord's Prayer? " inquired Rupert. 
" As I think I have already stated, that, too, is 

susceptible of criticism—despite its hallowed associa-
tions. Consider the opening words of it, ' Our 
Father which art in heaven.' Isn't that a misleading 
conception of the Infinite? This would suggest 
that the Infinite is confined to heaven, wherever 
that may be. But surely if you localize God you 
limit God. The Infinite is limitless, boundless, 
everywhere. Let me rather commend to you 
Pope's idea of God, of the Infinite, as expressed 
in these lines:— 
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" * We are but parts of one stupendous whole, 
Whose body nature is, and God the soul. 
That, changed through all, and yet in all the same. 
Great in the earth, as in the ethereal frame, 
Warms in the sun, refreshes in the breeze. 
Glows in the stars and blossoms in the trees. 
Lives through all life, extends through all extent. 
Spreads undivided, operates unspent. . . . 
To Him no high, no low, no great, no small; 
He fills, He bounds, connects and equals all.' 

" Thank you, sir," called out Joe again, suddenly 
returning, after a little talk with the caretaker of the 
recreation grounds, and handling with great care 
the label he had been given, having on his face a look 
of infinite satisfaction. 

"Joe," remarked Rupert, as his footsteps were 
heard receding in the distance, " has great faith 
in this Thoroughcure. Of what is it composed, 
may I ask? " 

" Of powdered Epsom salts, essence of juniper 
and cascara," smilingly replied the other. " Still," 
he added, looking serious again, " simple remedies 
are often the most effective; and this combination 
or composition is unquestionably most efficacious 
in nearly every case at Hopetown. I always 
carry with me at Hopetown a few labels, such as I 
have given to old Joe. When anyone comes to me 
for medicine, I simply sign one of these and the man 
takes it to the chemist—between him and me there 
is, of course, an understanding—and a jar of the 
popular Thoroughcure is then given to the patient." 

" Then it's not exactly a patent medicine," 
remarked Rupert. 

'' Not by any means," replied his companion. 
" In fact I have a sheer detestation of all patent 
medicines. In many cases, as you know, they are 
claimed to be cure-alls, while they are really money-
making concoctions, and have, I believe, but little 
value. Now, this Thoroughcure is, unquestionably, 
of proven ingredients. It is inexpensive, and has 
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an unpleasant taste. This is important, for the 
vast majority of simple-minded people suspect 
medicine which is pleasant to take, and i t thus loses 
much of its psychological value. 

" O f course," continued Henry Thorough, 
"serious complaints are almost unknown here; 
for, l iv ing amid such ideal conditions, pursuing 
such healthy occupations, and observing such 
habits as abstinence from alcohol, tobacco, and meat, 
disease receives but l i t t le encouragement, while 
serious illness is practically unknown." 

" I think you have already told me," said Rupert, 
" that both liquor and tobacco are strictly pro-
hibited at Hopetown." 

" And rightly so," retorted the other, " for, 
apart from the vicious effects upon one's health 
which indulgence in them causes, consider, for a 
moment, the expensiveness of such habits as drinking 
and smoking. From statistics published from time 
to time, we are justified in saying that the people 
of England and Australia spend, on an average, 
two shillings and sixpence a week on alcohol, and 
the same amount on tobacco. I may say," con-
tinued the speaker, " that I have made a con-
servative estimate that through the prohibitions 
referred to, the people of Hopetown benefit to the 
extent of a thousand pounds per year." 

The two men were now walking leisurely by the 
cottages on the far side of the wall, and the panels 
still being raised, were able to look inside. " The 
furniture seems quite good," remarked the young 
man. 

" W h y should i t not b e ? " asked the other; 
" wi th that annual saving of a thousand pounds 
the Hopetown settlers can afford to buy good 
furniture." 

" The time-payment system of purchasing 
furniture," said Rupert, " I think you told me you 
discourage." 
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" No," replied Henry Thorough. " I prohibit it 
entirely. Philosophers aver that true happiness 
is to be found in anticipation rather than in realiza-
tion—in the pursuit of the prize rather than in its 
attainment. So many people who obtain im-
mediate delivery of their furniture—on the time-
payment principle—tire of it long before they 
make the final payment. And they are also robbed 
of the joy of expectancy. Moreover, the discipline 
of patience, which they are perforce obliged to 
undergo in saving a little, week by week, to enable 
them to satisfy their needs or gratify their desires, 
is in itself excellent. That which we acquire 
readily and with ease is never valued as much as 
that which is acquired through sustained and 
strenuous effort." 

As Henry Thorough finished speaking, two men 
in clerical attire were seen approaching. The 
elder of them stepped forward and said, '' Excuse 
me, but can you direct me to Mr. Henry Thorough ? " 

" I am he," replied the man in question. The 
clergyman then explained that the sum of a hundred 
thousand pounds had been left by one of his wealthy 
church members, to be expended by the Church 
on the construction of cottages for the unemployed 
and destitute. Learning that you have had some 
valuable experience in this work at Hopetown," 
added the speaker, " I decided to come to you 
for details of your scheme." 

Qjaietly taking a card from his wallet, H e n ^ 
Thorough handed it to the clergyman and said 
briefly, " If you present this card at No. 2 cottage, 
you may receive the information you desire. I 
wonder how Mac will receive him! " added Henry 
Thorough, with a smile, as the clergyman departed. 

" Then you have no divines here," remarked 
Rupert. 

No. Only humans here," replied his com-
panion. " Parsons and priests at Hopetown are 
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treated as trespassers, and trespassers are usually 
prosecuted. But, actually," he continued, " such 
schemes as this at Hopetown might well inspire 
the clergy to do more for the hopeless, the helpless, 
the destitute. If they spent less money on elaborate 
churches and expensive cathedrals, reduced the 
salaries of their bishops and archbishops, and 
wasted less on missionary activities, those who 
so urgently need help might receive it." 

" But large sums of money would be required for 
such settlements as this," remarked Rupert. 

' ' The expense is not nearly as great as you would 
think," replied the other. " The land originally 
possessed but little value, resembling, as it did, 
that barren-looking country through which we 
passed this afternoon. I supply all building 
materials, of course, but pay no wages. The work 
itself is done entirely by the men—though under the 
expert supervision of my first two Hopetown 
pioneers. I have, however, given to the community 
two tents, which are used by new-comers until their 
homes are ready for occupation." 

" Anyhow," said Rupert, " Hopetown does you 
very great credit, Mr. Thorough. I don't think 
I can make a single adverse criticism." 

" And," added the other, " it is an excellent way 
out of the dole and unemployment impasse. It 
was Galen—the physician to Marcus Aurelius— 
undoubtedly one of the greatest physicians and 
psychologists of antiquity, who wrote, ' Employ-
ment is Nature's physician, and is essential to human 
happiness.' That Galen was right has been 
demonstrated at Hopetown. But here comes the 
lorry." 

A quantity of fish was soon transferred to Henry 
Thorough's car, after which the two men drove 
homeward. 

" As I shall be leaving on Saturday for the East," 
said Rupert, as the car stopped at Domus Futura^ 



A V I S I T T O H O P E T O W N 201 

' ' and may not meet you again in the meanwhile, 
I had better say good-bye. Until Saturday I 
shall be busy each day at the aerodrome; for, 
although I have done a little flying with others, 
I want to get a pilot's licence before I sail." 

While the two men were talking to one another, 
Mrs. Thorough appeared in the garden. 

" Rupert is leaving for the East on Saturday," 
called out her husband, '' and is now taking his 
leave of us." 

" Well," said Mrs. Thorough, as she joined them, 
I wish you bon voyage^ young man." 
" And I ," said Henry Thorough, gripping 

Rupert's hand, " also wish you a pleasant journey— 
and a profitable one. We may never meet again," 
he continued, his voice betraying just the suggestion 
of emotion; ' ' for a new and bigger life, I feel, is 
about to occupy your attention and divert your 
interests. If there is any parting counsel which 
I would like to give you," he added, " it is to be 
found in those words of the Bard of A v o n : — 

" ' To thine own self be true, 
And it must follow, as the night the day, 
Thou canst not then be false to any man.' " 

It was at the tea-table half an hour later that 
Jeffery Elsmore asked his son a few questions 
regarding Hopetown:— 

Does the scheme appeal to you? " 
Ever so much, father." 
Then it is not one of those many theoretical 

propositions which fail miserably in practice? " 
' ' N o , father," said Rupert. " W h e n Henry 

Thorough outlined to me the Hopetown settlement 
scheme in his office, I had the same fear that it 
might be something rather different when seen in 
operation; but actually it has dispelled all my 
fears and exceeded all my expectations. As Henry 
Thorough himself says, it is a means of avoiding the 
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dole, of solving the unemployment problem and 
of giving people an interest in life. A l l unhealthy 
practices, such as smoking and drinking, are strictly 
forbidden, and, from what I could learn, never 
sought after. Briefly," added Rupert, enthusi-
astically, ' ' Hopetown encourages industry, dis-
courages disease, promotes contentment; while 
order, beauty, and happiness permeate it through 
and through." 

" Well, my son," remarked Jeffery Elsmore, 
" i t is evident that it is a sensible scheme, and I 
am glad of it, for it is probable that such settlements 
as that of Hopetown would solve many of our serious 
social problems. Let us hope that others may 
speedily be influenced by Henry Thorough's 
example." 

That Rupert WAS much impressed with Hope-
town was clearly evident; for it was that same 
evening that, after retiring to his room, he read 
again the framed verses over his dressing-table— 
but with a new meaning:— 

" Oh, what a world of beauty 
A loving heart might plan, 

If man but did his duty, 
And helped his brother man. 

Then angel guests would brighten 
The threshold with their wings; 

And love divine enlighten 
The old forgotten springs.'' 
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T H E J O U R N E Y BEGINS 

" Travel is fatal to prejudice."—MARK TWAIN. 

IT was Friday night. Since Rupert's visit to Hope-
town the time had passed quickly. He had, as 
anticipated, spent much of the intervening period 
at the aerodrome, and had only that very day 
secured his pilot's licence. 

" In twelve hours' time you will be on the water," 
said Helen, '' leaving us all behind you. Margaret 
and I, of course, will be going home in a few days' 
time. Our visit to Aunt Janet's home has been 
very delightful, and Jack has been a dear. He and 
Margaret are almost inseparable, and I know that 
Margaret will miss his company when we leave." 

This conversation between Helen and Rupert 
was taking place at Rupert's home, his mother 
having Jack and his cousins over on Friday evening 
—the night before Rupert sailed. 

" As you have all been such friends," said Mrs. 
Elsmore, in speaking to Jack, '' I thought you 
might like to spend an evening together before 
Rupert sails. I am sorry that your mother is too 
unwell to come, but Rupert will go round and say 
good-bye to her." 

There were only eight people at the little farewell 
gathering. For a while they played bridge, Helen 
and Rupert, after a close encounter, being just 
beaten by Margaret and Jack. The two young 
ladies then provided the company with some music, 
Margaret singing, with Helen playing her accom-
paniment. They were now partaking of supper; 
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the four older people were talking together; Jack 
and Margaret, as usual, were enjoying one another's 
company, so that Helen and Rupert were more or 
less left to themselves. 

" I am quite looking forward to my visit to the 
East," said Rupert after Helen had finished 
speaking. " I have long desired to travel, to take 
a peep at other countries. That, of course, you 
and your sister have already done." 

" Nor shall I ever cease being grateful to father 
for the opportunity," remarked Hden. " Although 
I had read about these foreign countries and peoples, 
I found them all, in some respect or other, much 
more interesting when I visited them." 

" Providing one travels with one's eyes open, one 
can learn much, I imagine," said Rupert. 

" That's what father always says," resumed 
Helen. " And please don't forget us entirely— 
perhaps marry a mission sister," she added with a 
smile, " and decide to remain and convert tiny 
China, with its millions, or little India, with its 
millions. You know that you haven't converted 
Margaret and me yet." 

" I am afraid," retorted Rupert, " that you. Miss 
Helen, and your sister are a much too difficult 
proposition for me even to try to convert. Indeed, 
I sometimes fear that you may convert me instead. 
Anyhow, my dear young lady," added Rupert 
warmly, '' whatever happens, I shall always regard 
you as being the most delightful feminine companion 
I have ever had. Nor can I regard you as a heathen 
because you will not accept the teachings of 
Christianity, or because you do not go to church." 

" I am glad that you are disposed to make generous 
allowances in these regards for my rather repre-
hensible conduct," said Helen, smiling. " And 
perhaps if you knew me a little better you would 
not condemn me at all. I, like you, aspire to be 
worthy of the highest, the noblest, the truest of 
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which I am capable. But when I think of the 
creeds and the dogmas embodied in Christianity, 
and considered sacred by the Church, I think of 
Tennyson's words:— 

" * Our little systems have their day; 
They have their day and cease to be; 
They are but broken lights of Thee, 

And Thou, O Lord, art more than they.' 

" And it is my behef," added Helen, " that 
Christianity is just one of these little systems, and 
that it is time it ceased to be." 

" You remind me of my father, Miss Helen; and 
even more of Henry Thorough," said Rupert, sadly. 

" Well, I am just plain Helen all the same," she 
replied. 

'' No," retorted Rupert, " you are not ' plain 
Helen ' ; you are very beautiful. But this I must 
not dwell upon, for the call to travel is imperious 
and my future is enveloped in uncertainty. 
However . . ." 

" You two weird old things are still talking," 
interrupted Margaret. " Don't you know that it's 
ten minutes to twelve, that Jack's tired of listening 
to me, and that you, sir pilot, after your train 
journey, have to be aboard at nine o'clock to-morrow 
morning? " 

The scene had shifted. Several days had passed, 
and Rupert was now able to appreciate to the full 
the exhilarating influence of a sea voyage. On the 
vessel he made the acquaintance of several of the 
passengers, including a Mr. and Mrs. Spencer, and 
a Mr. and Mrs. Donaldson. Mr. Spencer, he 
learned, had spent ten years as a pioneer planter in 
New Guinea; while Mr. Donaldson, an architect, 
had been for fourteen years in Zululand. The 
three men spent much time together, and Rupert 
having disclosed to his two companions his religious 
interests found them frank and informative. 
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" I can tell you this, young man," remarked 
Mr. Spencer; " your religion is not a success in 
the islands. At New Guinea a number of the 
natives are trained and educated in the mission 
schools, but they are almost invariably regarded as 
unsatisfactory workers." 

" By whom? " asked Rupert. 
' ' By the planters in general," replied the other. 

" It is a curious fact that those boys who have never 
attended any of these missionary schools are often 
industrious, conscientious, and intelligent; while the 
missionary products are frequently a disgrace to 
that religion which claims to nurture them." 

" Ask the employers of labour—of coloured 
labour—in South Africa," interjected the architect, 
" and they, too, will in the majority of cases tell you 
that is so." 

" So Sir Arthur Conan Doyle has stated," said 
Rupert, recalling what Henry Thorough had once 
read out to him; " but what is the cause of this 
remarkable and regrettable state of affairs? " 

" Of that I am uncertain," replied the other, " but 
my personal view is that Christianity is something 
which the natives cannot assimilate without injurious 
consequences. One reason perhaps is that these 
people of the Stone Age—of the kindergarten, as it 
were—cannot be expected to assimilate an advanced 
code of ethical teaching, difficult to the extent of 
being incomprehensible. Their own religion may 
be primitive, or some of its features even savage—as 
many of the missionaries declare—but it certainly 
provides them with more industry and happiness, 
and, I believe, with a much better moral code than 
does that of the churches." 

" But they practise idolatry, or fetishism," objected 
Rupert. 

" That may be," repUed Mr. Spencer, " but is it 
not possible, as some of our anthropologists have 
suggested, that actually, in many cases, only the 
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natives' eyes are fixed upon the idol, while his 
thoughts penetrate to something beyond? In any 
case," continued the speaker, " even Christianity 
has its crucifixes and its rosary beads and what not." 

" But these assist many Church people in their 
devotions," argued Rupert. 

" And may not idols assist the natives in their 
devotions, too? " asked the other. Yes," he con-
tinued, " their religion—if religion you will permit 
me to call it—may seem grotesque or stupid. But 
so doubtless does your religion to them. Even to 
some of us who are not primitive savages," he 
added, with a smile, " Christianity embodies some 
absurd beliefs. It is therefore not surprising that 
it is losing ground everywhere. 

" There are, as you know, strained relations 
between the State and the Church in Mexico, the 
priests having been given fourteen days to leave the 
country. Spain, which was for long one of Chris-
tianity's strongholds, has at length engaged in a 
religious spring cleaning, and the education of its 
people, which was once imparted largely by the 
Church, has now been placed under the jurisdiction 
of the State. Germany, too, under Herr Hitler, 
realising apparently the unsatisfactory nature of the 
teachings of Christianity or the Church, seems to 
have attempted something in the nature of a small 
reformation. Then there is Russia . . ." 

" Reports are so contradictory in regard to 
Russia," interrupted Rupert, '' that one scarcely 
knows what to believe." 

" In some respects that is so," agreed the other; 
but I think there is substantial agreement among 

all thoughtful and unbiassed people in regard to 
certain broad generalizations. I have travelled 
through Soviet Russia and made careful observations. 
Many of the adverse comments regarding it are, I 
believe, inspired by the Church. They are then 
disseminated by its members, who dutifully believe 
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what they are told without really learning the true 
facts." 

" Still, Christianity was once a very great power 
in that country," commented Rupert. 

" I know that," repHed his companion, " and that 
it used to be called Holy Russia. But was there 
anything constructive or progressive in the teachings 
of the Church during that period ? Russia certainly 
manufactured priests in plenty, and built churches 
galore. But did the results justify the energy and 
the expense? When the revolution came, as you 
know, the Church was recognized as a spent force, 
and its influence quickly faded away—collapsed 
like a house of cards. I may be wrong," continued 
the speaker, " but it seems to me that religion, or 
Christianity, is fighting a losing battle everywhere; 
and will continue to do so. Let its clergy, then, 
devote themselves to study and research along 
productive and progressive lines, and cease from 
trying to harmonize error and superstition with 
truth. Even the rude natives of the most primitive 
culture intuitively realize that there is something 
lacking in Christianity. It is my conviction that 
there is no need whatever for missions; that the 
Creator Himself attends to the spiritual requirements 
of His dusky children of the jungles; and that their 
religious beliefs and practices are in consonance with 
their mental, moral and spiritual evolution." 

This was but one of several discussions on religious 
topics engaged in by the three travelling companions. 

During the voyage the sea was mostly calm; and 
as Rupert had taken with him a supply of literature, 
and was not sea-sick, the time passed rapidly. Ere 
long, Java, his first destination, was reached. 
Batavia, the capital of the Dutch East Indies, was 
the port of call, situated on the north-west coast of 
Java. Java, he ascertained, with an area of fifty 
thousand square miles, and a population of forty-
two millions, is the most thickly populated country 
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in the world. Rupert spent some weeks in this 
delightful place, making Batavia his headquarters. 
The climate he found salubrious, the scenery 
exquisite, the people interesting. Of this population 
of forty-two millions the vast majority were 
Mohammedans. 

" That is strange! " mused Rupert. " Is the 
Crescent more powerful than the Cross ? It seems 
to be here. Yet Christianity had a start of several 
centuries over Mohammedanism. It has curiously 
fallen behind in the race in Java. I wonder why ? " 

Happy is he who is permitted to revel in the 
beauty of Java, to witness its marvellous panoramas 
of large rice-fields and sugar plantations, built on 
the slopes of evergreen valleys, with a background 
of steeply rising volcanoes. From Batavia Rupert 
arranged for himself many attractive trips across 
Java. Active volcanoes, magnificent temples and 
ruins, palm beaches and forest scenes, were merely 
a few of the places which he visited. 

One of the most interesting of these excursions 
was that to the Boro-Budor, the ruins of a wonderful 
Buddhist temple, situated in the middle of Java. 
By consulting some authorities Rupert learned that 
this temple is considered the most remarkable and 
most splendid specimen of Buddhist architecture in 
existence. It was built in the seventh century on 
volcanoes, and stands, a square pyramid, with a 
circumference at its base of nearly seven hundred 
yards. The temple has several walls, each of which 
is ornamented with statues. Upon the outside 
there are four hundred niches, with a huge statue 
of Buddha in each; and between these are carvings 
and bas-reliefs, etc. 

" Well," ruminated Rupert, as he stood quietly 
surveying this great structure; " Gautama Buddha 
was certainly a noble man; his teachings appear to 
have been similar to those of Jesus; and even if he 
had no desire to have his name perpetuated in this 
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spectacular manner, Boro-Budor is at least an in-
dication of the devotion of his followers of later 
centuries." 

During his stay in Java Rupert met several 
Europeans who owned rice, sugar, and coffee 
plantations there. From these he learned that the 
Javanese, although Mohammedans mostly, are noted 
for their sobriety, patience and exemplary conduct. 
As one of the planters said to Rupert on one occasion, 
as they were watching a number of the Javanese at 
work, " Mohammedans they may be, but that their 
behaviour is much superior to that of Christians I 
am absolutely certain; and I," he added, " can 
speak from experience." 

From Java Rupert travelled to Japan, making 
his temporary home there in Tokyo. He was im-
mediately impressed with the urbanity of this truly 
wonderful people, whose empire embraces an area 
of two hundred and sixty thousand square miles, 
which support a population of approximately 
eighty million people. The genial Japanese climate 
also impressed him. In pursuance of his chief 
objective, after finding himself at ease in a cosy 
Tokyo hotel, Rupert commenced to institute inquiries 
as to the religious constitution of the Japanese 
people, and was much surprised to learn that 
although Japan tolerates three religions—Buddhism, 
Shintoism, and Christianity—Buddhism had the 
large following of forty-five millions, while Chris-
tianity had less than a quarter of a million converts 
there. 

Becoming friendly with a young Japanese doctor 
who had taken his degrees at Oxford a few years 
before, Rupert had several interesting conversations 
with him in regard to missionary subjects. Japan, 
said Rupert's informant, was brought into contact 
with Europe in the sixteenth century, when some 
Portuguese reached it in a Chinese junk. About the 
middle of that century a Christian Jesuit missionary, 
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Francis Xavier, began teaching there. For a time 
Japan courteously welcomed European intercourse, 
and being of a tolerant religious outlook, permitted 
the Christian missionaries free scope there. Then 
arose a series of quarrels among the missionaries 
themselves. This greatly surprised the Japanese 
authorities, who had been told that the Christian 
religion was not only the highest but also the only 
true religion in existence, in that it was brought into 
the world by God Himself, who became incarnate 
in His Son, Jesus Christ. The quarrels, however, 
continued among these missionaries. There were 
three groups of them—Spanish Dominican priests, 
Portuguese priests, and English and Dutch Protestant 
parsons. The Jesuit priests triumphed, and in a 
phase of ascendancy insulted and persecuted the 
Buddhists with intense bitterness. The Japanese 
were amazed at their conduct, and found it difficult 
to believe and to understand how Christian mission-
aries enjoying illimitable privileges in a foreign 
country could behave in such a manner. 

It was then that the Japanese authorities came to 
the conclusion that the Europeans and their Chris-
tianity were an intolerable nuisance, and that 
Catholic Christianity, in particular, was a scandal 
and a reproach to the Church which fostered it. 
Christianity was then rigidly suppressed by the 
Japanese, and its rdssionaries and other r^re-
sentatives definitely excluded. This state of affairs 
continued for two centuries. 

" How regrettable! " exclaimed Rupert. 
'' In some respects, perhaps," replied the other; 

" but, to be quite frank, although Christianity is 
now permitted to send its missionaries freely to our 
country, we could well do without them. I wonder 
what your country would say if we were to send a 
group of Buddhist and Taoist missionaries there—to 
effect its conversion to those faiths." 

" Our Church," said Rupert, ''—for this view still 
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prevails throughout Christendom—being the true 
Church, having had for its Founder a Divine Man, 
can scarcely be expected to tolerate other religions 
which are merely of human origin." 

" Your statement," retorted the other, though 
we are quite familiar with it, is challenged by many 
here, some of whom at least are men of a high 
degree of culture, having been educated, like myself, 
at one or other of the best of Western universities. 
We Japanese have a high regard for Buddhism in 
particular; but Buddhism, unlike Christianity, does 
not make converts with the sword in one hand and 
the Cross in the other. That has been the way 
with your religion for many centuries. It has been 
a religion of force and fear." 

' ' Yet it has accomplished much for Western 
civilization," interjected Rupert. 

" But at great cost," replied his companion. " It 
was, you must acknowledge, the Christian nations 
which caused the sanguinary conflict known as the 
Great War. And each of the countries engaged in 
that war declared God was on its side, while its 
soldiers were blessed by its priests as they went 
forth to slaughter. That great conflict," continued 
the speaker, " if your statesmen tell the truth, almost 
wrecked your civilization. The religion which 
sanctioned it must be a fierce religion; and that is 
one reason why its missionaries make few converts 
here. 

" Buddhism inculcates pacific ideals; nor has it, 
as one of your commandments expresses it, a jealous 
God, who will tolerate no rivals and who would 
ruthlessly dominate the world. I have just been 
reading this book," went on the speaker, taking a 
book from the table and opening its pages. " It 
was written by one of your Western scholars. Dr. 
Annie Besant—who was, by the way, at one time the 
wife of a clergyman of your Church. These are her 
words:— 
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" ' Christianity alone among the religions of the 
world claims to be unique; every other religion 
claims authority over its own adherents, and 
stands, as it were, on its own ground, admitting 
the value of other religions, holding towards 
them, as a rule, a position of benevolent neutrality, 
not of active opposition. But with regard to 
Christianity this is not the case. Christianity 
claims to be the one revelation, the unique voice 
of God to man. It permits no rivals on its plat-
form; it admits no brothers into the household; 
it claims to stand by itself—alone, unapproachable, 
classing together all the other religions of the 
world as mistakes, sometimes under the con-
temptuous name of heathen . . 

" That lady has written truly," commented 
Rupert's companion. 

" B u t the teachings of Jesus," said Rupert, " a s 
embodied in Christianity, and as taught by the 
Church, are very lofty. For example, it was He who 
taught us to forgive and even to love our enemies." 

" Such teaching, however difficult to put into 
practice, as has been demonstrated by his Church, 
IS beautiful," returned the other; " but it was not 
original, nor did it require a God, or the Son of 
God, to deliver it. Listen to these words," con-
tinued the speaker, taking from the book already 
quoted some notes he had made: " ' Then we ought 
not to retaliate, or render evil for evil to anyone, 
whatever evil we may have suffered from him.' 

" These words," added Rupert's companion, 
" were spoken by Socrates in an Athenian prison, 
after an exemplary life devoted to the State, and 
after he had been unjustly condemned to death. 
They were thus spoken four hundred years before 
the birth of Jesus." 

" Socrates was undoubtedly a noble man," 
admitted Rupert. 
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" Yes," continued the other, without taking his 
eyes from his notes. " And here are similar words: 
' A man who fooHshly does me wrong, I will return 
to him the protection of my ungrudging love; the 
more evil comes from him, the more good shall sro 
from me.' 

These words," said the speaker, " were uttered 
by Buddha, who, as you know, lived nearly six 
hundred years before Christ." 

" In all three cases," admitted Rupert, the 
teaching is substantially the same." 

" I will tell you what I think," continued the 
other; ' ' i f your clergy were to spend less time 
studying their own BiMe, and more time studying 
the sacred books of other religions with which at 
present the majority of them are entirely un-
acquainted perhaps they might think it wise to 
refrain from sending missionaries to those countries 
and peoples who do not need them." 

" Still Christianity," said Rupert, " is a religion 
which has produced many beautiful lives. That the 
history of the Church—imperfect though it be—can 
well testify. And it has, moreover, been the inspira-
tion of many laudable projects. I have just been 
reading in the press of our country of a Dr. Kagawa 
who is visiting it, and who, though of Japanese birth 
and nationaHty, has embraced Christianity, and 
under its influence been almost a saviour in your 
country—working strenuously, tirelessly, prayer-
fully, among the outcast and the destitute. He 
seeks, too, to win converts to Christianity." 

" He may continue to do this," retorted the other, 
" for the facts are that the Japanese resist such 
conversion. If Christianity has made less than a 
quarter of a million converts in three hundred years, 
in a population bordering on eighty millions, and 
increasing at the rate of a million a year, how long 
will it take to convert the remainder? As for 
Dr. Kagawa, I know of him. He must not be taken 
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too seriously. Moreover, the State, rather than 
individuals, should deal with such problems as he 
is concerned with. Prevention is better than cure. 
Dr. Kagawa's type, of course, is to be found in all 
countries. Such men are emotional in temperament 
and rather prone to exaggeration." 

" He has been very favourably received by the 
Church in Sydney," remarked Rupert. " He even 
preached in the Anglican cathedral of that city." 

" Yes," returned the other, '' and told his con-
gregation that there were nearly half a million 
Christians in Japan, whereas the latest Japanese 
Tear Book gives the figures at considerably less than 
a quarter of a million; and of these seventy-five 
thousand are Roman Catholics. But you mentioned 
the laudable projects which Christianity has inspired. 
Listen to me," he continued, perhaps a little im-
patiently: " h a s not Buddhism done this also? 
And that without boasting, or claiming for itself 
a unique position under the sun. 

" It was not until the seventh century," he con-
tinued, " that Buddhism really began to inculcate 
its lofty principles into the lives of the Japanese. It 
then speedily found its way into the Court, and 
profoundly influenced all legislation for many 
decades. In the eighth century, under the influence 
of Buddhism, laws were actually passed forbidding 
gambling in certain forms, the killing of animals, 
the eating of meat, and the consumption of alcohol. 
Even to this day the Japanese are an abstemious 
people, taking but little meat and even less liquor. 

'' But in the same century—the eighth, that is— 
under the influence of Buddhism there were estab-
lished in Japan numerous public institutions: 
schools, hostels, orphanages, hospitals, asylums, and 
reformatories. Public baths, which became a neces-
sity to the Japanese, owe their origin to that period. 
Among the noble rulers," went on the speaker, 
" whose life and conduct were inspired by the 
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teachings of Buddhism, was the Empress Komyo. 
A devout follower of Buddha, it is stated that out 
of pity she once made a vow to wash a thousand 
mendicants. The last one to submit himself was a 
leper of advanced type, whose face had been ren-
dered hideous by the disease, and whose limbs, in 
a rotting condition, emitted a sickening odour. 

' ' True to her vow, however, the Empress carefully 
and sympathetically bathed and cleaned the loath-
some creature; and when she had finished, said to 
him, ' Now be gone; and see that thou tell none 
that I have washed thee.' Whereupon the leper 
suddenly became transformed into a being of 
exquisite radiance, and said, ' I am Buddha. See 
thou tell none that thou hast washed me.' That 
story," commented Rupert's companion,'' may have 
been embellished; but it might well have an 
historic setting, and be true of her who was but one 
of a number of beautiful souls whose lives Buddhism 
has inspired, directed, and ennobled." 

It was this interesting Japanese gentleman who 
courteously lent Rupert several books, one of which, 
Professor Nitobe's Japanese Traits and Foreign In-
Jluences, he found really delightful reading. The 
weeks spent by the young man in Japan went all 
too quickly. Wherever he went he met interesting 
people who could speak English fluently, and saw 
interesting sights which he described in his letters 
home. 

Tokyo, with its population of five million, its 
great boulevards, its parks, its bridges, its universities 
and colleges, and even its underground railway, 
greatly impressed him, and reminded him—as it 
has done others—of how Japan is adopting much of 
what was formerly characteristic of the Occident. 
The proprietor of the hotel at which Rupert stayed 
most of the time he was in Japan proved a well-
informed person. He had spent ten years in 
America improving his education, and was favour-
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ably disposed towards the American people. It was 
he who told Rupert—what he subsequently verified 
in one of the libraries—that some time ago a group 
of Japanese scientists and educationists toured 
Europe, with the express purpose of learning what-
ever they could in the various centres through which 
they travelled—in medicine, surgery, architecture, 
engineering, educational equipment, etc. When 
they submitted their report after their return, it 
embodied a statement to the effect that in every-
thing but religion Europe could teach Japan 
something. 

" It is a curious fact," mused Rupert, " that 
Japan has absorbed Western civilization so com-
pletely, and yet has practically rejected its religion." 

From Japan the young man travelled to China, 
for centuries known as the Chinese Empire, but now 
designated the Chinese Republic. With an area of 
four million three hundred thousand square miles, 
it supports a population of four hundred and eighty-
five million people—as nearly as can be ascertained. 
Disembarking at Shanghai, Rupert later visited 
Nanking and then Peiping—the former the present 
national capital, and the latter that which preceded 
it. Wherever he travelled he met, as in Japan, 
cultured people who could converse with him in 
his own language. One of these. Dr. Chung, a 
young Chinese lawyer, as they conversed together 
in the lawyer's library, one evening said to him, 
" When your ancestors, the British, were painted with 
woad, clothed in skins, and living like savages, the 
Chinese were a united people under one government, 
with an already ancient culture and civilization." 

" Yet," said Rupert, '' China is distraught; and 
it is not by any means the model nation which a 
people with such ancient traditions ought to be." 

'' Wait and see," counselled Rupert's host. " With 
a united mental outlook, with common habits of 
life, with one religious outlook and one general 
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civilization, China will surely ere long demonstrate 
her fundamental homogeneity and her innate 
greatness." 

' ' What do you think the primary cause of her 
present distress and disunity? " inquired Rupert. 

' ' It may be owing to the fact," replied the other, 
" that, apart from foreign interference—which has 
undoubtedly accentuated, if not occasioned, China's 
present troubles—after staying still for a thousand 
years, she leapt from an ancient autocracy to a 
modern republic in a few weeks. During the leap 
she lost her equilibrium and has not yet recovered 
it. But," he added, confidently if not proudly, 
' ' you have only to gaze into the faces of her men 
and women, and observe their conduct, their sturdy 
practical common-sense, their industry, their honesty, 
their endurance, to know with complete certainty 
that China will again become united and strong. 
And when she does so she will become, through the 
vastness of her territory, through the immensity of 
her population, through the inexhaustible nature of 
her mineral resources, and above all through the 
deep quiet wisdom of her ancient culture, one of the 
world's mightiest forces. And, I believe, for good." 

" Everywhere in China," said Rupert, ' ' I en-
counter a faith in your country's future similar to 
your own. I am glad of it, and I am also interested 
in the religious outlook of your people. I myself 
am, of course, an adherent of the Christian religion 
—of that religion whose missionaries have penetrated 
almost every country in the world." 

" China," replied Rupert's companion, has 
actually four religions—Confucianism, Buddhism, 
Taoism, and Mohammedanism." 

" What about Christianity? " inquired Rupert. 
" It may interest you to know," replied Dr. Chung, 

" something of the early history of various mis-
sionary enterprises in China. In the seventh 
century there visited the Court of the Chinese 
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Emperor, Tai-tsung, an envoy of Mohammedans, 
and also a group of Christian missionaries. Tai-
tsung was a broadminded man in all things, and he 
received both the Mohammedans and the Christians 
with great respect, listened to their respective 
teachings, and then ordered that the Christian 
scriptures be translated into Chinese for his further 
examination; while later he authorized the mis-
sionaries to commence their labours in China. 

'' To the Mohammedans he extended similar 
privileges, even goii^ so far as to assist them to 
build a mosque at Canton, which is, by the way, 
the oldest mosque in the world. It will thus be 
apparent to you," continued the speaker, " that 
Mohammedanism and Christianity reached China 
simultaneously. Neither had the advantage of the 
other. Yet what do we find? In China, according 
to Japanese Year-Book of 1932, there are 2,208,800 
Roman Catholics, this representing the number of 
converts made during three centuries. There are 
also, according to the same book of reference, 
618,601 Protestant converts—the latter missions 
dating from the year 1807. Now Mohammedan-
ism's converts total over twenty million, so that 
Islam has made seven converts to Christianity's 
one. 

'' The Crescent again triumphs over the Cross," 
muttered Rupert, " at least as far as numbers are 
concerned. Yet," he added aloud, " our mission-
aries are surely not lacking in zeal." 

' ' Zeal they may not lack," replied Dr. Chung, 
but they certainly lack unity. That,' I under-

stand, is because your sacred writings contain so 
many contradictions and are susceptible of so many 
diverse interpretations. Here in China there are 
a hundred and twenty distinct Christian missionary 
organizations, each presenting to the bewildered 
Chinese its own teachings and its own mode of 
salvation. Here," continued Dr. Chung, removing 
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a book from the shelf, " is what one of your own 
discerning scholars has written of this matter. I 
refer to Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, who bears an 
honoured name with a number here because of his 
enlightened religious convictions. These are his 
words:— 

" ' It really does seem absurd that Christians 
should set out to convert the heathen, when they 
have not agreed among themselves what the 
Christian belief may be; so that they teach their 
converts to dislike and despise each other.' 
" And again Sir Arthur writes:— 

" ' I put down this sad failure to the conflict of 
Christian creeds, and to the attempt to teach 
dogma instead of simple ethics. . . . But how can 
their poor, simple minds understand all the com-
plexities of the theologians, or the obscurities and 
contradictions of the Bible? ' 

' ' Anyhow," added the speaker, " with so many 
clashing interests and so many discordant voices the 
Chinese have long grown to suspect the alleged 
superiority of Christianity." 

Yet," interjected Rupert, " if all were to follow 
the simple and beautiful teachings of the Founder 
of Christianity, Jesus Christ, there would surely be 
none of these divisions; they could not exist in such 
a hallowed atmosphere. But they are certainly, 
even as it is, united on at least one of the funda-
mentals of their religion—namely, the Divinity of 
Jesus Christ, the world's Saviour." 

" That may be as you say," retorted the other, 
" but such sweeping claims as those relating to the 
Founder of your religion, even the most ignorant 
of the Chinese challenge. What right have your 
Christian missionaries, they ask, to accord to Jesus 
a greater moral and spiritual elevation than that 
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accorded to other founders of religion? What right 
have they to invest him and him only with the 
insignia of Divinity? " 

" His life and teachings were to be commended," 
remarked Rupert. 

" We do not deny it," replied Dr. Chung, " but 
so were those of Gautama Buddha, whose reli-
gion, by the way, has a larger following than that 
of Christianity. I, however, though a follower 
of Confucius, admire also Lao-tse, the founder of 
Taoism. I greatly respect, too, as do millions of 
my countrymen, all other religious founders; and 
we do not, like you Christians, call their followers 
heathens. As a Confucian," continued the speaker, 

I engage in ancestor worship, but none of the 
many millions of Confucians in China worship 
Confucius as a God—as you Christians worship 
Jesus; nor do they, like you, insist upon peoples of 
other cultures and reUgions regarding him as 
such." 

" Yet," persisted Rupert, "Jesus—as you are, of 
course, aware—sought to inculcate in his followers 
almost divine ideals. He impressed upon them 
the principles of peace. He also enunciated the 
Golden Rule, and taught men to return good for 
evil. At that period of the world's history, such 
teaching was almost godlike in its beauty." 

'' Yet," replied Dr. Chung, '' Confucius sought, 
centuries before that time, to induce the warring 
princes to renounce war. He, too, gave utterance 
to the Golden Rule in these words, ' What you do 
not wish others to do unto you, do not unto them.' 
These words are almost identical with those attributed 
to Jesus centuries later. Lao-tse, too, the con-
temporary of Confucius, and, as I have just stated, 
the founder of another of our reUgions, gave expres-
sion to the words, ' To the good I would be good; 
to the evil I would also be good.' Teachings thus 
cited by you," added the speaker, " you will per-
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ceive did not originate with Jesus. They were born 
before him, and have Hved after him." 

' ' Then do you regard as perfect those religions 
you already possess?" inquired Rupert. 

" Certainly not," answered his host, " but the 
majority, the vast majority of the educated Chinese 
believe them to be much more suited to the Chinese 
than that religion which many of us refer to as 
corrupt Christianity. For, although you do not 
study our sacred books, we study yours, and a 
number of us feel that not only do they contain much 
rubbish, but also scant justification for making 
Jesus a God, and for creating a Church and priest-
hood to dominate the world. It is not surprising 
that even within your Church an enlightened 
teacher here and there is to be found protesting 
against such a travesty of the truth, such a violation 
of fact. Such men are to be found evidently in 
distant Australia. 

" The citadel of Christianity, however, is strongly 
defended by the orthodox clergy; they realize that 
when the truth penetrates to their followers—as it 
has already penetrated to the majority of people 
throughout Christendom, for I am told that but 
few people in Christian countries, and they are 
mostly ignorant, ever attend church—the religion 
known as Christianity will crash. Probably its 
doom is already sealed, for . . 

" Then the Chinese, you think, are better off 
with their own proven religions? " broke in Rupert. 

"Undoubtedly," repHed his companion; for 
despite their imperfections, as even your Western 
historians will acknowledge, the conduct of the 
Chinese people throughout the centuries does not 
suffer by comparison with that of Christian nations. 
Indeed, the converse is the truth. Certain it is that 
the average Chinese possesses many admirable 
qualities." 

During his stay in China Rupert met an occa-
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sional missionary. These men stressed the diffi-
culties of their work, but were obliged to acknow-
ledge that the Chinese people, though they did not 
readily respond to Christianity, were commendable 
in many respects. Of the several cities visited by 
the young man while in China, that which probably 
interested him most was Peking—or Peiping, as it 
is now called. As it has been for many centuries the 
capital of China, no fewer than forty rulers have 
graced it. It is one of the largest cities in the world 
and possesses many handsome buildings. 

While there Rupert visited the " Purple Forbidden 
City," in which stands the Emperor's Palace, 
containing halls of magnificent proportions. He 
visited, too, the national museum, with its unique 
and valuable collection of Chinese art. The Central 
Park in Peiping, with its lengthy paths bordered 
by old trees, with its artificial hills and lakes, its 
flowers, birds, and animals, provided another place 
of interest. He visited, too, the Temple of Con-
fucius, with its large hall containing ancestral tablets 
of Confucius and his disciples. Yet another place of 
interest was the Peiping Astronomical Observatory, 
claimed by the Chinese to be the oldest observatory 
in the world. 

From China Rupert travelled to India, visiting in 
turn Calcutta, Benares, Madras, and Bombay. 
For years he had desired to visit the East in general 
and India in particular, and he now had his 
ambition gratified. India at last—with an area of 
one million eight hundred thousand square miles, 
and a population of three hundred and twenty-five 
million people. " India," mused Rupert, " have 
you not been designated the mother of all religions ? 
I wonder what the West can teach you in either 
religion or philosophy! " 

It was while visiting Benares that Rupert met an 
Indian philosopher, who subsequently mentioned 
that he was a Yogi. Rupert had read of the Yogis 
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of India, and when quietly informed by this person 
that he belonged to that society, his interest was 
immediately aroused. He had been a fortnight in 
Benares when this meeting took place. Benares, he 
discovered, is one of the most ancient cities of the 
world; it is essentially a religious centre, its temples 
alone exceeding one thousand five hundred. To 
Rupert, as to other visitors, it seemed to have 
sustained but little loss of beauty despite its great 
age. As he gazed at this city from the river Ganges, 
he felt that it was one of the finest sights in his 
travels. In the Ganges—India's sacred river—he 
observed many natives bathing, removing, as they 
believed, not only dirt from their bodies, but sin 
from their souls. 

" I perceive that you are a stranger here," 
remarked the Yogi, as on one occasion Rupert was 
seated by the Ganges. The speaker, though in 
Indian dress, spoke English with a rich, cultured 
voice and accent. He was tall, dark, and handsome. 
He looked about forty years of age, thought Rupert, 
but the young man felt that he was nearer sixty. 

" Yes," replied Rupert; " I have come to observe 
your customs, to learn something of your reUgious 
outlook, and to visit your ancient cities." 

" India," remarked Rupert's new acquaintance, 
" is a country worthy of serious and sympathetic 
study. For long India has suffered through the 
inroads of alien peoples, who have brought with 
them their vices as well as the virtues of other 
civilizations. Indeed the Indian people have often 
wondered whether they would not have been better 
off without either." 

" India has been invaded more than once," com-
mented Rupert. 

" Yes," replied the other, perhaps a little sadly. 
" Yet its children, generally speaking, prefer peace 
to war. In consequence of these invasions, however, 
disunity has resulted. And to-day India has more 
than three hundred million people of different races, 
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speaking a hundred and fifty languages, divided 
into thousands of castes and sub-castes, and unfor-
tunately riven into two great religious groups, 
Mohammedan and Hindu, which frequently display 
antagonism to each other." 

" Religious animosity is always regrettable," 
remarked Rupert. 

' ' And in India, fortunately, is on the decrease," 
said his companion, ' ' and we know that it is only 
a question of time when it shall disappear entirely. 
We who have reached that plane of thought which 
is above sectarianism, intolerance and bigotry know 
that beneath all religions, creeds and churches is to be 
found spiritual reality, or Truth. And there are 
many in India, in consequence, who are not attached 
to any religion, but who are merely devotees of 
Truth." 

" Do you think that Christianity will play an 
important role in India's future? " asked Rupert. 

' ' India," replied the Yogi, " has already all the 
religions she requires. Her native religions, stripped 
of their excrescences, are as beautiful—probably 
more so—in their spiritual conceptions as that 
which you call Christianity. India is now trying 
to reconcile the religions of Mohammedanism and 
Hinduism, and your missionaries render her task 
the more difficult by introducing Christianity, or 
by asserting that both these religions are not only of 
inferior quality, but that there is only one true 
religion—namely, Christianity. 

" Yet when some of our scholars have sought to 
examine that ' one true religion ' they have found 
that no fewer than a hundred and fifty-eight distinct 
interpretations are given. I mean, that is, that there 
are to be found a hundred and fifty-eight separate 
Christian missionary organizations, each group of 
which is telling our people that theirs is the true 
Church. That India," continued the speaker, " is 
content with those religions she has had for centuries 
or thousands of years should be clear to the West. 
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For what is the position in regard to them? With 
a population of three hundred and twenty-five 
milUon, barely four million are Christians. Of 
Mohammedans, however, there are in India nearly 
seventy million." 

" And still again," commented Rupert mentally, 
" the Crescent has proved more persuasive than the 
Cross!'; 

" India has much illiteracy, I understand," 
Rupert ventured aloud. 

' Not nearly as much as is asserted by many in 
the West," replied the Yogi, " and what illiteracy 
there is I believe to be on the decrease. We of 
India, I may say, appreciate what Great Britain has 
done and is doing for India educationally; but 
religiously, through churches and missions, we need 
nothing from the West. It is also well to remember," 
continued the speaker, " that even thousands of years 
ago India was not a primitive country—a country 
of savagery, superstition and ignorance. Even 
then it had its system of education in its own peculiar 
literature—at a period, by the way, when its future 
British and European conquerors were themselves 
enveloped in the mists of ignorance, if not of savagery. 

" For example, in the third century before the 
Christian era there ruled in India Asoka, one of 
the greatest, noblest men who has ever adorned the 
earth. Early in his reign he renounced war entirely, 
and for the rest of his life ruled his vast empire in 
peace and with conspicuous ability. He embraced 
Buddhism, and freely endowed it." 

" H e did for Buddhism in India what Constantine 
did for Christianity in Rome," suggested Rupert. 

" He did much more," repHed the Yogi, " for 
Constantine was not a man of great strength of 
character, whereas Asoka was. Constantine en-
couraged the Christian religion in its intolerance of 
other religions; Asoka discouraged intolerance in 
every form. Constantine embraced Christianity 
largely for diplomatic reasons; Asoka embraced 
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Buddhism for lofty reasons. You Christians are apt 
to forget," continued the Indian, " that noble men 
lived before Jesus Christ was born, and that Buddha 
has meant as much to his followers as Jesus to the 
devotees of Christianity. Indeed, I very much 
doubt if you will find anywhere in the annals of 
Western civilization a Christian ruler of such nobility 
of purpose as Asoka of India, who drew his inspira-
tion not from Jesus Christ, but from Gautama 
Buddha. 

" He united his great empire and its peoples. 
He caused wells to be dug all over India, and trees 
to be planted for their shade everywhere in the 
hot districts. He founded hospitals and public 
gardens, and appointed officers for the supervision 
of charitable works. He created a ministry to 
guard the welfare of his subject races. He made 
provision for the education of women, and sought 
to inculcate in all his people not only the desire 
for knowledge, but common ideals and common 
purposes. 

Throughout India he had placed, in various 
centres, inscriptions embodying the simple and 
beautiful teachings of Buddha. You may think," 
added the speaker, " that I exaggerate the virtues 
of Asoka; but I assure you I do not. I recall, 
indeed, the words of one of your own historians. 
These are:— 

" ' Amidst the tens of thousands of names of 
monarchs that crowd the columns of history . . . 
the name of Asoka shines, and shines almost 
alone, a star.' 

In our Peninsula," he concluded, perhaps a little 
proudly, " are to be found some of the oldest strata 
in existence, and in our country are to be found 
records of some of the oldest history and education; 
for Asoka of the third century B.C. was not by any 
means one of India's really ancient rulers." 

A fortnight after his conversation with the Indian 
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Yogi Rupert arrived in Egypt. He now realized 
that his travels had taught him much. Although, 
through the Reverend Tomkins, he had from the 
Bishop of the Diocese an open letter of introduction 
to certain of the missionary centres and schools in 
the various countries he had visited, and although 
he had in several instances made use of it, as advised 
by both his father and Henry Thorough, he had 
been careful to associate but little with missionaries, 
and much with people who were educated natives and 
who had made an impartial study of all religions. 

Through observation, supplemented by conversa-
tion, and augmented by careful reading, Rupert now 
found himself conscious of the merits of other 
religions. His missionary fervour of earlier years 
had entirely evaporated. That the Church did 
convert people in the islands, and in all these Eastern 
countries through its missionaries was quite evident; 
but in every case converts were few, and probably 
the great majority of these were of the ignorant and 
emotional type. Anyhow, in so far as his future 
career was concerned, the Church in all its activities 
was henceforth a closed door to him. 

If he found Japan, China, and India each interest-
ing, impressive, and instructive, he found Egypt equally 
so. Passing through Suez, he spent some weeks at 
Cairo, the most populous city in Africa; he bathed 
in the river Nile, and visited the Sphinx and the 
Pyramids. In the Cairo libraries, too, he spent 
some profitable hours reading about the Pharaohs, 
the mummies of a number of whom he saw in the 
Cairo Museum. This museum, he found, contained 
other interesting objects, perhaps the most interesting 
being some exquisite jewellery which was made 
four thousand years ago. 

It was while visiting the Cairo Museum that he 
met a Moslem professor. A t his invitation Rupert 
visited the Azhar University—established in the 
tenth century, and thus making Oxford and Cam-
bridge and other famous European universities, not 
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of great age after all. Azhar University, he learned, 
was the great centre of Mohammedan intellectual 
life, at which two thousand students gathered 
annually from every Eastern country. 

It was when dining with this Moslem teacher one 
evening at his hotel that the other mentioned to 
Rupert that more than two thousand years before 
the Christian era a high moral code prevailed in 
Egypt. " Indeed," he added, " about five thousand 
years ago Egypt was probably the most enlightened 
and the best organized country in the world." 

" So I have read," remarked the young man. 
" It is evident that Egypt, like China and India, has 
had a long history, and that our Western civilization 
is of mushroom growth by comparison." 

" Letters—in clay tablets, of course—have been 
found," continued the professor, " some of the 
contents of which are of quite modern application. 
One has been found written by Aktoi, a Pharaoh 
who lived in 2,300 B.C. It is a letter written by him 
to his son, and one of its sentences is: ' After death 
a man's deeds are laid before him as his only 
treasure.' And this is another sentence: ' Eternal 
is the existence in the hereafter, and a fool is he who 
makes light of it.' " 

" How very interesting! " remarked Rupert. 
" Have you visited Thebes? " inquired his host. 
' ' Yes," repUed Rupert. " Thebes, with its famous 

temples and monuments. I have found, too, the 
mosques of this city impressive and beautiful." 

" And Tel-el-Amarna, have you visited that? " 
" No," answered the young man. " Not yet." 
" That you must certainly visit before you leave 

Egypt," said the Moslem, '' for the city, the ruins 
of which have been but recently excavated, was 
founded by Akhnaton, one of the noblest rulers of 
all the centuries and civilizations." 

" I have been reading of him in some books at 
the library—books written by Professor Flinders 
Petrie and Arthur Weigall," replied Rupert. 
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" Both are competent authorities on Egyptology," 
remarked the professor. " Akhnaton, I may say, 
because of his beauty of character, his singleness of 
purpose, has been compared with Jesus—even 
though he lived thirteen hundred years or so 
earlier." 

" I was not aware of that," remarked Rupert. 
" Yes," continued the other. " Nor is the com-

parison inapt. Like Asoka of India, Akhnaton 
entirely renounced war as an article of government, 
and sought to rule a vast empire by the standards of 
Deace. His religious principles, his moral code, and 
: lis noble conduct would have put to shame many a 
ruler within Christendom during the Middle Ages 
—more than two thousand years later." 

" What, then, may I ask is your view of Jesus, as 
you are a follower of Mohammed ? You have just 
mentioned him," remarked Rupert. 

"Jesus was merely one of a number of spiritual 
teachers—Mohammed being another—sent into the 
world to enlighten humanity," replied the Moslem. 

" Then you do not concede to him the position 
given him by the Christian Church?" challenged 
Rupert. 

" The Christian Church," warmly retorted the 
other, " seems to know less about the teachings of 
Jesus than many of us whom it calls heathen; and to 
its ignorance it has added arrogance. I readily admit, 
of course, that Islam's history is by no means free of 
blemishes. But our pretensions are more modest. 

" Claiming a mandate from the Prince of Peace, 
Christianity in its history has been for centuries an 
instrument of war. Ignorant and superstitious, not 
content with holding the West in thraldom, its 
fanatical armies invaded the East, and but for 
Mohammedan resistance would have annihilated 
knowledge and learning there also. Even to-day 
this same Church, still claiming for its founder the 
rank and title of God, still claiming to be the only 
true religion, would treat all other religions as mere 
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systems of superstition and error which the world 
would be better without." 

After leaving Egypt, Rupert travelled through 
Palestine, first visiting Jerusalem, which, in view of 
its religious associations, he found much less im-
pressive than he had anticipated, and then going 
through Galilee. In Jerusalem he met a very genial 
storekeeper, to whose home he was invited, who 
told him that he was trying to form a Rotary Club 
at Jerusalem. 

"What would a Rotary Club do here?" asked 
Rupert. 

" What Christianity has not done," replied the 
other. " Yes; there is plenty of scope for the Rotary 
movement here. Rotary Clubs, of course, are now 
to be found in very many countries. Even in distant 
Australia they exist. Indeed, I have just received 
the report of an address delivered in Sydney by a 
Mr. G. F. Birks, who has been a very prominent 
figure in the Rotary movement for years. In that 
address he refers to a letter which he had received 
from another Rotary enthusiast here in Jerusalem. 
Here is the report, as published in the Sydney Morning 
Herald:' 

Rupert took the newspaper cutting, and read as 
follows:— 

" If ever there was a place where a Rotary 
Club was needed, it was Jerusalem," said Mr. G. 
Fred Birks, of Rotary International, in addressing 
members of Rotary . . . yesterday on the develop-
ment of the movement throughout the world. In 
justification of his remark, Mr. Birks proceeded to 
quote from a communication by a friend. It 
stated: ' One must have a pretty firm grip on 
one's religion to visit Jerusalem, for it is quite 
certain that there is no place on earth so irreligious 
as this so-called Holy City. This would have a 
tendency, I should think^ to make one critical of 
religion generally. In any event, it so aflFected me.' 
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" Here is the meeting-place of many faiths, each 
one exhibiting a degree of intolerance towards 
others that scarcely seems possible in this day and 
age. When a uniformed soldier, with . . . rifle . . . 
has to stand guard in a Christian church to keep 
groups of Christians from killing each other, then 
one wonders what has become of a certain 
declaration made in these same hills, ' Peace on 
earth; good will towards men.' In the sacred 
edifice of the Church of the Holy Sepulchre some 
years ago one of the Christian bodies conducted 
a ceremony, and when it was over left a table in 
the aisle. Another group of a different denomina-
tion then prepared to parade through the aisle. 
They found the table in the way. They refused 
to touch it, and demanded that the responsible 
ones should remove it. Some two hundred people 
were killed in the church that day trying to settle 
the question who was to remove the table. On a 
still later occasion four persons were killed in the 
church during a religious quarrel. 

" No place in the world, I believe, exhibits 
equal bitterness. People of all denominations and 
of all Churches come here hoping to obtain 
religious inspiration. Inspiration in intolerance, 
it would seem to me, would be the only inspiration 
that would be obtained by contact with this Holy 
City. Either you leave Jerusalem more bigoted 
than when you came—which may be really that 
which men seek—or you go away humbled and 
disturbed. . . . 

" The Bible tells us that Jesus was a simple plain 
man with a great love for all humanity. He 
expounded only simple truths for the betterment 
of mankind. Come to Jerusalem if you would 
wish to see what man has done to Christ's religion." 

" What an indictment of Christianity, and in the 
Holy City, too! " remarked Rupert in a grieved 
voice as he returned the newspaper cutting. 



CHAPTER X 

P A R A D I S E F O U N D 

" A thing of beauty is a joy for ever."—KEATS. 

IT was a typical Australian summer morning as the 
Aorangi entered the Sydney Heads. 

Many of the passengers had been on deck since 
dawn, eagerly anticipating the first glimpse of 
Sydney's rocky environs. 

Rupert had read much—and heard even more— 
of the Sydney harbour, so that he knew that he was 
justified in expecting an aesthetic treat. Gentlemen 
touring America—even such men as Herbert Spencer 
and Alfred Russel Wallace—have stated that the 
expectations of their visit to Niagara Falls, were 
rather greater in some respects than the realization. 
Some have contended that the fame of these Falls 
is such as to occasion disappointment in many 
visitors. Rupert's first impressions of Sydney Har-
bour, however, were not of this nature. His 
ruminations were rather to the effect that all that 
had been said of it was justified. Its beauty, in-
deed, excelled that of any harbour he had ever seen. 

Alongside Rupert stood a young Australian author 
who was returning to Sydney with an American 
bride. " It is certainly beautiful," she remarked, 
' ' but I would like to see it also at night—preferably 
on a moonlit night." 

" A little patience," replied her husband, " will 
enable you to gratify your wishes. In the mean-
time," he continued, listen to these lines, ad^ 
dressed by an Australian poetess to the Sydney 
Harbour:— 
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" * I never know 

Which time to love you most; 'neath evening's glow 
Or dawn's soft haze, which blends the earth and sea 
In shades of opalescent harmony; 
Or when you dimple in the noonday sun, 
As in a lover's arms, O wanton one! 
Your turquoise depths, white-flecked, inspire 
The artist's brush, the poet's lyric fire. 
But when night comes, and moonlight shines serene 
On your calm brow, methinks mine eyes have seen 
A mirrored heaven swaying to and fro 
On earth below.'" 

As the vessel moved round Bradley's Head the 
Bridge which now unites Sydney with the northern 
suburbs could be clearly seen. 

"Wha t do you think of our Bridge?" asked 
another Australian near by, whose acquaintance 
Rupert had made on the voyage. 

" It is certainly a very imposing structure," 
replied Rupert, gazing at it intently. 

" And incidentally a very costly one," com-
mented the other. " It took us seven years to build 
and cost us ten million sterling." 

" So much for luxuries," remarked Rupert, 
smihng, after which he added : " I can see, however, 
that it is also an engineering feat of considerable 
achievement, and doubdess of great utility. Of 
course, it is almost as famous abroad now as your 
incomparable harbour." 

Two hours later, having disembarked, Rupert 
began familiarizing himself with Sydney's streets. 
In accordance with his custom elsewhere, he quickly 
found his way to the official information bureau, 
and there learned that, although the continent of 
Australia embraces approximately three million 
square miles, it has a population of only less than 
seven miUion people; that New South Wales, with an 
area of more than twice that of France, has about 
two and a half million inhabitants, while France has 
nearly forty million; and that half the population 
of New South Wales live in Sydney, the capital. 
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' ' I have been visiting small countries with large 
populations," commented Rupert. " Now here is 
a large country with a small population. What a 
continent for such a handful! Three million square 
miles; bearing in mind, too, that there are 640 
acres in a single square mile! Or, in other words, 
Australia embraces territory containing one thousand 
nine hundred and twenty million acres. The peoples 
of the world do not seem to be fairly distributed. 

" I shall want more information later," he added; 
" that is, as I get my bearings." 

On the day after his arrival in Sydney, Rupert 
visited the Mascot aerodrome, and made arrange-
ments to see the city from the air, subsequently 
^ i n g over Botany Bay—rendered historic by Cfaptain 
Cfook in 1770—Cook's River, Parramatta River, 
Lane Cove, and the entrancing harbour, around 
which a mighty city clusters in picturesque formation. 

During the same week he flew to Melbourne, a 
handsome city to the south, and also to Brisbane, 
a stately city to the north, each being about five 
hundred miles from Sydney. What struck Rupert 
during these aerial journeys were the relatively vast 
open spaces, with the large cities so far removed from 
each other; Australia being, in this respect, so 
different from England and other countries he had 
visited. 

Upon returning to Sydney he visited the beaches, 
being unable to refrain from comment upon their 
number and beauty. He was also much impressed 
with the Australian manhood and womanhood he 
saw there. He noticed with interest, too, as he 
travelled through the suburban area, the number of 
dwellings which had sleeping-out arrangements. 

" How unlike England, and how like Dorms 
Futura and Hopetown! " the young man remarked 
to himself. " Some of the Australians, at least, 
evidently appreciate fresh air." 

Being of that type of mentality which finds romance 
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in statistics, Rupert soon paid a visit to the Govern-
ment Statistician's Office, and learned that Sydney, 
the capital of New South Wales, is the healthiest 
among the large cities of the world. 

" That does not surprise me," he remarked to the 
courteous official, ' ' for, from what I can learn, it 
should be. It has, I believe, a wonderful climate." 

" I t is, however, on that account," smilingly 
commented the other, " not able to dispense with 
hospitals. It has no fewer than forty of these; 
while there are also a hundred and thirty-four 
in the country. If you include thirteen mental 
hospitals . . . " 

" You have nearly a hundred and ninety hospitals 
in the whole State," finished Rupert. " That is too 
many for such a climate and for such ideal living 
conditions as evidently prevail here." 

' ' Well," remarked the other, " there is this 
to be borne in mind: the vast majority of people 
entirely disregard all considerations of health until 
the inevitable happens and they find it necessary 
to enter a hospital. Life's most precious gifts," he 
added, ' ' are rarely appreciated until they are lost. 
Such is human nature." 

' ' True," remarked Rupert. " Then what other 
necessary evils can you supply me with information 
of? " 

" There are in Sydney," replied the other with a 
smile, " more than a thousand lawyers, and through-
out the State nearly another thousand—or a total for 
New South Wales of nineteen hundred and seven, 
to be exact." 

" Then I imagine from the figures you have just 
given me that you need a few gaols—to contain, as 
It were, the products of your army of solicitors." 

" And our army of three thousand six hundred 
police," corrected the other. ' ' Yes," he added, 
" there are in the State twenty-six prisons, nearly 
all of which, alas, are at times well patronised. 
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Still, this is largely a matter of environment and 
education and . . . " 

" W h a t do you spend yearly on education?" 
broke in Rupert. 

" Three million seven hundred thousand are the last 
figures available," replied the other after a pause. 

" And on liquor? " 
" Fourteen and a half million." 
" And on tobacco? " 
" Five and a half million," was the reply. " In 

other words," he continued, ' ' New South Wales 
spends each year on alcohol lys. and on tobacco 
£2 y, 6d, per head of the population." 

" Shocking," remarked Rupert. " And what is 
more regrettable still is that while the State can 
spend only three million seven hundred thousand 
on education, which is a vital necessity, it can spend 
twenty million on liquor and tobacco, which are not 
only a sheer extravagance, but which also represent 
injurious habits that should be discouraged in every 
possible way." 

" A number of our doctors here," remarked the 
other, " deplore the position in regard to liquor, 
but each year the amount spent on it steadily 
increases." 

" Don't the churches lead a campaign against it? " 
inquired Rupert. 

" Apart from a parson here and there, they seem 
quite apathetic," replied the other. I have a 
friend who nearly every Sunday for several months 
listened through the wireless to sermons which were 
preached in various city and suburban churches. 
And he only recently told me that it was a singularly 
rare occurrence for any preacher to make any re-
ference whatever to the drink evil, not to mention 
that of smoking. Legislation seems . . ." 

' ' What of your parliaments? " inquired Rupert, 
rather abruptly perhaps. 

' ' It is said that we are over-governed," replied the 
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other, " but we have only one house of parliament— 
at least only one in Sydney." 

" And tell me of your churches," said Rupert. 
' ' There are, as you may have seen, two cathe-

drals, one of which cost three-quarters of a million 
to build. And besides the Anglican and Roman 
Catholic churches—which have the largest religious 
following—there are also the Presbyterian, Method-
ist, Baptist, Church of Christ, Seventh Day Adventist, 
Christian Science, Christadelphian, Lutheran, Greek 
Orthodox, Jewish Synagogue, and . . ." 

" That's quite enough for me to remember, thank 
you," interrupted Rupert. "What an assortment! 
With all this information I have something tangible 
to ruminate upon. I have only this to add, that 
from what I have heard, read, and seen already, it is 
evident that there is considerable distress in your 
city. And if only the large sum of money which is 
spent on liquor and tobacco were saved, what relief 
could be given in such cases! Sickness, disease, 
crime, too, I believe, would be considerably reduced." 

Rupert spent the remainder of that day in the 
Botanic Gardens, meditating upon the disclosures 
with which the foregoing statistics had supplied 
him, and upon the serious problems which they 
raised. Surely some at least of these problems came 
within the province of religion. 

" But what," mused the young man, " are the 
churches doing to solve them? Are they seriously 
doing anything? Or, may one ask the question, 
are the churches largely responsible for the state of 
affairs because of their sins of omission if not of 
commission? What, briefly, is their constructive 
contribution to the community? Have they," 
continued Rupert, " simply ceased to count for 
anything progressive? Or are they not now largely 
a numfcr of obsolete institutions whose empty 
platitudes render them useless as a great guidmg 
force in the community? " 
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That Rupert's views on religious matters had 
changed profoundly was clearly evident. Prior 
to the fateful debate in that distant branch of the 
Y.M.C.A. a year ago, the Church was to him the 
supremely great institution in the universe. Even 
though he had not been able to accept all its teachings 
intellectually, he had felt that the fault lay with him 
rather than with them. 

The Church, as such, in virtue of its Divine 
authority, could not err. Reason, intelligence, 
conscience, all these had to be subordinated to its 
inspired standards and creeds. If the Bible was the 
divinest book throughout Christendom, throughout 
the universe, the Church was its divinely appointed 
custodian and interpreter. Although a member 
of the Anglican Church, Rupert could remember 
being greatly impressed with an authoritative 
utterance by a Roman Catholic divine. It was an 
address entitled, / must obey the Churchy in which he 
declared:— 

" We must submit to the laws of the Church, 
because they happen to be the laws of the Church; 
not basing our obedience to these laws upon our 
own approval of them, thinking ourselves free to 
disobey them when we think them, perhaps, 
unwise. That implies an act of confidence in 
our own judgment. . . . If I obey the Church, 
it must be . . . because of the authority of 
Christ, vested in his Church. Nor is the Church 
obliged to give me the reasons. . . . Once she 
makes a law, it binds me . . . by the very fact 
that she has made it." 

Two years ago and less Rupert did not regard a 
pontifical utterance of that nature as remarkable or 
unreasonable. Rather was he inclined to apply it 
merely to the Anglican instead of to the Catholic 
Church. Nor was Rupert's attitude in that respect 



240 PARADISE FOUND 

unique; for even though, since the Reformation, 
an infallible Book was alleged to have superseded 
an infallible Church, to the majority of those 
immature souls who still look to the Church for 
guidance, broadly speaking, the voice of God and 
the voice of the Church are one. 

Rupert's penetrating intellect, however, nurtured 
and nourished by an ideal father and an exemplary 
friend; his sane judgment and poised conscience— 
all supplemented by his travels—had now effected 
an invigorating metamorphosis in his religious 
outlook. So that his attitude now was not that the 
Church cannot err, but rather what the Church 
is doing to justify its existence, or even its 
continuance. 

He had been in Sydney only a few days when, 
while indulging in a surf at one of Manly's beautiful 
beaches, he met quite an interesting person. He 
had just finished dressing himself and from a seat 
was now lazily watching the breakers when a 
man, carrying a book and a newspaper, approached 
him and inquired the time. Taking a seat along-
side Rupert, he explained that he was waiting for 
his wife. ' ' She is at a church bazaar. She wanted 
me to accompany her, but I simply can't tolerate 
bazaars. They are, I think, excellent places for 
gossip." 

Finding Rupert interested in religious topics, he 
continued, ' ' I have, as a matter of fact, just been 
reading about the Dr. Angus controversy. It be-
wilders me. It seems that, although Dr. Angus has 
been teaching theological students beliefs which 
contravene the beliefs of the Church; although he 
evidently denies such fundamentals of orthodoxy as 
the Deity of Jesus, the Atonement, and the Re-
surrection, the clergy of his church, after placing 
him on trial for heresy, acquitted him. How 
inconsistent of the Church! Here is a professor in 
a theological college teaching beliefs which are 
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repudiated by many of his spiritual peers. Then 
what are we to beHeve ? 

" I feel," he continued, " like the Irishman I 
met in Dublin, who said to me, during a talk we 
were haying over Ireland's disunity, ' The trouble 
with us is our religion. Some of us are Protestants 
and some of us are Catholics. If we were all atheists 
we could live together like Christians.' But is 
Christianity changing or is it not? " 

" The case is certainly a confusing one," agreed 
Rupert, " and with such variance on essentials 
among ecclesiastics it is not surprising that laymen 
wonder what is the truth in such matters. And 
while the Protestants wrangle over the subject of 
what is the truth, the Catholics declare that, as 
Protestants, they can never find it. I listened on 
the wireless a few days ago to a statement by a 
leading Roman Catholic ecclesiastic in which he 
defined the position in this way: If a good Protestant 
dies without having known that the CathoHc Church 
was the only true Church, he may, by the grace 
of God, be admitted to heaven; but if another 
Protestant, however worthy, dies, having believed 
that the CathoHc Church was the true Church 
without having joined it, only damnation awaits him. 

" Of course, all this complicates the missionary 
aspect of Christianity. I have been interested in 
missions and . . ." 

" Missions," interrupted his companion, " I am 
convinced are a failure. I have travelled exten-
sively, and the more I have seen of missions, the less 
they appeal to me. Have you, by the way, read 
to-day's Sunl" 

" No," said Rupert. ^ " I have not." 
" Well," resumed his companion, opening the 

paper he was carrying, " listen to this:— 

" ' A denunciation of the missions to blacks in 
Central Australia was made to-day by Mr. T. 
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Anderson, a Norwegian journalist, who has just 
returned from a SEVEN years' study of conditions 
in the interior, and who has contributed articles 
on the subject to European newspapers. He 
accused some missionaries of fostering a half-caste 
race, which, he said, would eventually become a 
burden on the nation, and he made sensational 
charges regarding relationships between certain 
missionaries and the aborigines. " There is 
nothing fantastic about my stories," Mr. Anderson 
insisted. " Everything I have mentioned, I have 
seen with my own eyes."' " 

" Those are serious statements," commented 
Rupert. 

" Yes," replied the other. " And here is another 
of them, by the same journalist:— 

" ' As a result, any man who goes up there and 
wants a black as a servant or a tracker does not 
get a missionary boy, because in many cases he is 
absolutely ruined. The missionary black is often 
treacherous, dirty, and . . . diseased.' " 
' ' Missions generally, I have been at length 

convinced, are a failure," remarked Rupert. 
" Here is still another serious statement by the 

same writer," continued the other, still reading:— 
" ' When a man loses all hope of making good 

he can always become a missionary in Central 
Australia.' 

" But excuse me," he added abruptly, putting the 
paper under his arm, ' ' there is my wife." 

On the following Sunday Rupert attended two 
Church services—one in the morning and one in 
the evening. Though the evening service was a 
little better attended than the other, in each case the 
congregation was small and revealed a large numeri-
cal preponderance of women. Rupert counted 
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forty in the morning and fifty in the evening. The 
previous Sunday he had spent at Manly and had 
estimated that there were at its beaches thirty 
thousand or forty thousand people—all revelling 
in the glory of the surf and sunshine. 

" But," soliloquized Rupert after the evening 
service, " is it any wonder the people prefer the 
beaches to the churches—or rather life to death? 
For these services have been lifeless." 

He had only the previous day read in the Press 
the lament of the Roman Catholic Archbishop of 
Wellington, New Zealand. He, Father Redwood, 
in visiting Australia, had said: " The vast majority 
of the young people of to-day have little or no faith 
in religion, and most of them have no belief in God." 

" If that is true," commented Rupert to himself, 
" then I submit that the Church is responsible for 
it; because it has robbed religion of its intellectual 
appeal, it has divested it of its spiritual beauty, and 
it has rendered God little more than a glorified 
ecclesiastic—just as in the Old Testament He is a 
magnified Jew." 

At the morning service the preacher, a Scotchman, 
deplored the number of heresies which were of late 
invading the Church. He recalled and regretted 
the way in which a few clerics, here and there, had 
dared to modify the teachings of Presbyterianism, 
excusing themselves by declaring that the old 
teachings were emptying the churches. He cited 
the views held by Calvin and others, which em-
bodied the teaching that only certain people elected 
or selected by God could obtain salvation, while 
all the others would experience damnation. Views 
such as this were now being subjected to hostile 
criticism. 

Rupert himself recalled the fact that one of the 
early stalwarts to attack the shocking teachings of 
these misguided men was Robert Burns—through 
inimitable satire. He even remembered the poem 
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entitled " Holy Willie's Prayer," one verse of which 
read:— 

" O Thou, wha in the heavens dost dwell, 
Wha, as it pleases best thysel, 
Sends ane to heaven and ten to hell, 

A' for thy glory, 
And no for ony guid or ill 

They've done afore thee." 

At the evening service the clergyman confined his 
remarks to a few platitudes. He conveyed the 
impression to Rupert that he was delivering a 
sermon which he hoped would soothe rather than 
stimulate or awaken, the monotony of his voice 
helping to produce the desired effect. The con-
gregation appeared to be as apathetic as the 
preacher, and to the young visitor this service, like 
that in the morning, was utterly expressionless. The 
majority of those present looked resigned. Rupert, 
however, felt bored. 

On the following day he attended an afternoon 
and evening session at the picture theatres. Both 
programmes were interesting and instructive. The 
pictures, almost without exception, revealed art 
and beauty, while two of them contained some 
excellent humour which occasioned frequent laughter. 

The attendance was good at each session, and one 
had only to glance at the faces of those present to 
know that each picture was followed with interest. 
The patrons were shown into comfortable seats, 
and the entire proceedings were additionally en-
livened by the music of a good orchestra. 

" What a contrast between yesterday's experience 
and to-day's!" muttered Rupert, as he walked 
briskly to his lodgings after the evening session. 

And what a contrast between the audiences too! " 
He remembered, in this connection, once asking 
Henry Thorough what would take the place of the 
churches and their services if they ceased to function. 
Henry Thorough replied that the best of the churches 
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could be transformed into theatres with specially 
selected programmes, and with pictures of out-
standing artistic and educational merit and moral 
and spiritual significance. These, he maintained, 
could admirably fill the vacancy. 

" Perhaps Henry Thorough is right," soliloquized 
Rupert, as he switched on the light in his bedroom. 

That the purely cultural needs of Sydney's many 
thousands were not entirely disregarded was soon 
revealed to the young visitor. Had not Sydney a 
university with a fine tradition, a staff of efficient 
professors, and classes with thousands of students? 
A few visits to the Art Gallery and also to the Museum 
were alike impressive and educational. At the 
Museum he was much interested in the relics there 
of Captain Cook and Sir Joseph Banks, two of the 
three men—Governor Phillip being the third— 
who may be regarded in a pre-eminent degree 
as the founders of Australia and the pioneers of her 
potential greatness. 

Rupert also visited the libraries, and was agreeably 
surprised to learn that the Public Library contained 
more than three hundred thousand volumes. The 
unique collection of literature, etc., relating prin-
cipally to Australiana, which were to be found in 
the Mitchell Library, also greatly interested him. 
Through a chance meeting with a Member of 
Parliament, he was shown over Parliament House, 
and was able to spend some time in its excellent 
library of eighty thousand books, manuscripts, 
parliamentary records, etc.—some of which dated 
back to the Middle Ages. 

Through the courtesy of one of the librarians at 
Parliament House he was provided with a letter of 
introduction which enabled him, after having a peep 
at the Fisher Library at Sydney University, to spend 
a couple of hours in the fine Nicholson Museum 
there. He also paid a visit to the Sydney 
Observatory. 
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Owing primarily to his father's influence, Rupert 
never ceased to be interested in horticulture, and 
he was, in consequence, delighted to see so many 
excellent parks in Sydney and in almost every 
suburban area—in the majority of which were to be 
found flowers and plants of many species and climes. 
National Park, south of the city, with an area of 
half a million acres, and an abundance of native 
flora; Kuringai Park, north of Sydney, a litde 
larger still, with its pretty waterway in the centre, 
and with its ideal setting—these captivated him. 

Within the metropolitan area he fully appreciated 
the beauty of the Botanic Gardens, the orchids and 
the ferns of which were to be seen at their best. 
There he used to go almost every day, if only for 
half an hour or so. Centennial Park, too, attracted 
him, being so spacious, and having such facilities 
for people who desired to go there on horseback or in 
vehicles. 

Probably, however, Rupert found Taronga Park 
Zoo the most fascinating of all. Occupying a site 
beneath which there are to be seen flashes of the 
harbour and a succession of exquisite panoramic 
views—with the imposing buildings of Sydney as 
their background—Rupert was also impressed with 
the natural facilities accorded the animals there. 
Many of them, indeed, looked as contented as if 
they had been in their own wild habitat. Mr. le 
Souef, the curator, to whom Rupert was introduced, 
proved a delightful person to meet, and supplied 
the young man with some interesting information 
relative to the habits, and even the intelligence, 
of a number of the animals. The Aquarium at 
Taronga Park was the finest he had ever seen. 

When attending a race meeting at Randwick— 
Sydney's leading race-course—with its neat lawns 
and beautiful flower-beds, where ladies like to dis-
play their pretty frocks, he was rather struck with 
the supremely important part which gambling plays 
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at such meetings; the bookmakers seemed to be of 
greater consequence than the horses, the racing of 
the animals being to many but a means to an end. 
At this meeting, he learned, there were no fewer than 
seventy thousand people. He was informed, more-
over, that in Sydney there are generally two days in 
each week devoted to horse-races, one day to trotting 
contests and one day to greyhound coursing matches. 
On the following week he visited the Stadium and 
witnessed a boxing match; "For," he remarked to 
an acquaintance, " when in Rome, one does as 
Rome does and learns what Rome has to teach." 

Wherever he went he encountered sport in some 
form or other. " Surely," he mused, '' Sydney is 
pre-eminently a city of sport!" During the few 
months which he spent there, he saw being played 
cricket, tennis, football, golf, bowls, polo, and 
hockey. On one Sunday afternoon, when going to 
Centennial Park, he witnessed two teams of girls 
playing cricket, and was surprised at the creditable 
manner in which they acquitted themselves. On 
the harbour, especially during the week-ends, 
yachting and rowing were freely indulged in. 

With its unique facilities for enjoyment, its bracing 
climate, its ideal environment, Rupert recalled the 
story of the Sydney resident who, with an American 
and an Irishman, all having died, sought entrance 
to Paradise. 

" Well," said Peter to the Irishman; "where do 
you come from? " 

" From Ireland, sir," replied Pat, " where there 
is strife and famine and suffering." 

" Enter," said Peter. " You will find a more 
congenial home here." 

"And from where do you come?" questioned 
Peter of the American. 

" From America, sir," answered the American, 
" where there is murder and crime and where 
neither a man's life nor his home is safe." 
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" Enter/ ' said Peter. " You will find better 
conditions here." 

" And what is your nationality? " inquired Peter 
of the Australian. 

" I come from Australia, from Sydney, where . . 
" Not another word," interrupted Peter, sternly. 

" Get you back to Sydney, for we've nothing equal 
to Sydney here." 

Of all the places of interest which the young man 
visited, nothing impressed him more than the Koyal 
Agricultural Show, whose yearly aggregate attend-
ance, he was informed, is three-quarters of a million. 
One gentleman, weeks before, had described this show 
to Rupert as Sydney's greatest achievement. This 
the young man subsequently proved to be the case. 
He visited it three times. 

" You deserve to be congratulated, sir," said 
Rupert to Mr. George Walker, a courteous and 
enthusiastic vice-president of the Show committee. 
" It is really a great achievement. What perfect 
specimens of horses, cattle, and sheep! And what 
unique displays of fruits, vegetables, grains, flowers— 
of everything, apparently, which your fertile country 
produces." 

" We ARE proud of our show," remarked Mr. 
Walker. " And that wonderful perfection which 
is here so apparent—especially among the animals— 
has been brought about through the knowledge and 
application of scientific principles. All that you see 
before you," added the speaker, impressively, '' has 
been effected through the intelligent direction and 
application of the principle of selection. But, alas, 
such intelligent, such scientific selection has hitherto 
been concentrated entirely upon plants and animals. 
And this regrettable fact should give us all food for 
thought." 

" And why," mused Rupert, later, ' ' should the 
same principle not be applied to the human race? 
The advantages which would accrue are surely 
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incalculable. Perhaps a race of supermen would 
eventuate; a race truly worthy of its high destiny." 

One of the few sad days spent by Rupert in Sydney 
was that on which he visited the Abattoirs—Sydney's 
great slaughter-house—where each week are killed 
from 60,000 to 8O5OOO sheep and lambs, and nearly 
5,000 cattle, not to mention thousands of calves and 
pigs. 

" Henry Thorough, I remember," remarked the 
young man to himself, ' ' never tired of extolling the 
merits of abstention from meat, but not until to-day has 
the case for vegetarianism appealed to me so forcibly, 
so irresistibly. Henceforth I am at one with him." 

In consequence of this resolution, Rupert, during 
the remainder of his stay in Sydney, had many meals 
at the Vegetarian Cafe, at which, on one occasion, 
he met a gentleman who lent him some books on 
vegetarianism. A statement in one of these—Dr. 
J. H. Kellogg's Natural Diet of Man—at once interested 
him, the words being:— 

" The Arab labourers who constructed the 
Suez Canal lived upon wheat and dates; and 
de Lesseps, the great engineer who projected and 
successfully completed this remarkable work, was so 
impressed by observing the superiority of the wheat-
fed Arabs over the beef-fed Englishmen engaged in 
the same work that he became a flesh-abstainer, and 
continued so until his death many years later." 

" That being so," commented Rupert, " notwith-
standing the change of diet, it seems certain that my 
health and strength are not going to suffer." 

Another aspect of vegetarianism was given by Dr. 
J. M. Peebles, in his book. Death Defeated, Rupert 
learned that this writer had lived to the age of 
ninety-nine years. 

" He was almost a rival to Henry Thorough," 
smiled the young man. In the closing paragraph of 
this book he read these words:— 
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' ' Personally I eat no animal food because I 
do not consider it right to take what I cannot 
give—life; because I do not think it right to 
cause pain in the lower orders of creation; because 
eating animal flesh excites, stimulates and in-
creases the vitality of the animal nature." 

In reading this class of literature, Rupert, although 
when in the East he had been informed that for 
thousands of years many millions of Orientals had 
pursued a meatless diet, was, nevertheless, surprised 
to learn that half the people of the world are already 
vegetarians. 

" Although," he mused, " in the great cities of 
the Orient I saw much that was to be deplored, I 
certainly admire many of the Easterns for their 
attitude in regard to the slaying of animals for food." 

Prior to coming to Australia Rupert had had a 
desire to see, if possible, some native peoples who 
were still in the palaeolithic stage of development— 
or the Stone Age, as it is often called. When his 
father recommended him to visit Australia before 
returning home the young man gladly availed him-
self of the opportunity, hoping that thereby he would 
be able to meet some of these primitive people. 

After reaching Sydney he made a visit to La 
Perouse, where there is a native settlement, but 
was there informed that, although there were in 
Australia natives still living practically as their 
ancestors lived thousands of years ago, he would have 
to go to northern or central Australia to find them. 

" This will involve you in a long and expensive 
journey," said the superintendent of the settlement. 

" I intend flying there," explained Rupert. 
" In that case," remarked the other, " I would 

advise you to obtain an aeroplane here in Sydney, 
fly to Bourke, and from Bourke proceed to Darwin, 
where you can easily obtain final directions to enable 
you to obtain your desire." 



C H A P T E R X I 

D A W N C I T Y 

" I held it truth with him who sings 
To one clear harp, in divers tones, 
That men may rise on stepping-stones 

Of their dead selves to higher things." 
— T E N N Y S O N . 

IT was four o'clock i n the morning when Rupert 
left Bourke for what was to be his greatest adven-
ture ; but at the moment he had not the remotest 
conception of what remarkable experiences and 
astounding revelations awaited h im. The aero-
Dlane he had procured was fortunately an excel-
ent machine. I t was of l ight material and capable 

of travell ing at a hundred and f i f ty miles an hour. 
Consequently, i t was merely a matter of minutes for 
Bourke and the Dar l ing River to disappear from 
view completely. 

The air was exceedingly crisp at first, but as the 
day advanced the temperature rose, and travelling 
became very enjoyable. The plane passed over 
matches of green bush, wide open spaces, a billa-
Dong or two, stretches of sandy ridges, and a chain 
of low mountain ranges. 

The sky was cloudless and the day beautiful. 
O n sped the machine, now flying over further 
ranges of mountains, dry river beds, and even an 
occasional river. Forests were few, life of any kind 
scarce, and cultivated land rarely to be seen. Here 
and there a farm-house, nestling among a few trees, 
became visible, the animals seen being principally 
a few sheep, w i th some cattle and horses; while 
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later emus and kangaroos, apart from a few wild 
camels here and there, seemed to be in possession 
of the country. 

Still Rupert flew on; now over long stretches of 
country where the only signs of life were an occasional 
solitary crow. 

" I am evidently well away from the haunts of 
civilization here," he remarked to himself, " yet 
surely much of this country could be utilized, and 
even rendered comparatively fertile. I suppose 
that will all happen in the future. For as the 
world's population increases more and more lands 
will necessarily be opened up for habitation. Henry 
Thorough," he added, " you could make something 
of this country; of that I am certain. And I am 
equally certain that I have seen much less inviting 
country in the East populated." 

The young man now became lost in reverie. 
What interesting vicissitudes he had passed through 
during the last twelve months or so! How remark-
ably his future appeared to have been prearranged! 
What a different world, mental and spiritual, it was 
in which he now moved—bigger and nobler! How 
fortunate he had been from his very infancy in 
having such a father! With what patience his father 
had always listened to his immature remarks, his little 
prejudices, his infantile philosophy; quietly, per-
sistently, and affectionately leading him on to higher 
and ever higher planes of thought and conduct. 

Then there was also Henry Thorough, who had, 
though in a much more rapid and revolutionary 
manner, continued his education, building upon 
the foundations so securely laid by his father. 

" The gods have been good to me," he muttered 
fervently. '' And how sorry I feel for those whose 
education has not been of such an enlarging, en-
riching, and enlightening character! Then there is 
Jack. What a splendid friend he has always been! " 
How thoroughly he appreciated Jack's and other 
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letters from home only he himself knew. Even his 
mother, after her first great disappointment, was now 
reconciling herself to his altered outlook on life. 

And then there was Helen. He had felt, when 
leaving home some months previously, that she 
would soon be httle more to him than a fragrant 
memory; but he had subsequently discovered that 
distance and absence seemed merely to deepen and 
strengthen the affection already existing between 
them. At first he had feared that their views on 
spiritual matters would always clash, but he was 
now obliged to acknowledge that hers more nearly 
approximated to the truth than his had ever done. 

He knew that Helen was fond of him, though 
naturally she had never said so; and he now knew 
that he was fond of her—fonder than he had believed 
he could be of any woman. When in Java he had 
written his first letter to her, but since then several 
letters had passed between them. And perhaps 
after his travels, he would . . . 

' ' Hullo! " he called out abruptly. What is 
that which I see in the distance? " Glancing at his 
compass to make certain he had not wandered from 
his course while musing, he continued: " It's a 
city, evidently, which is not on the map! Darwin 
it certainly is not, for I have not travelled more 
than half-way there." 

He at once began to fly slowly so that he could 
make observations. Perhaps he would land there. 
" The place has some architecture, too! " he com-
mented, as he noticed a great building with towers, 
what appeared to be an enormous observatory, 
and one or two other rather imposing buildings. 

" How well laid out the streets are, and how 
clean and attractive the houses." As he drew even 
nearer, he noticed that the city was befiagged. 
" It's evidently a gala day," he mused. " Any-
how, so much the better for me. I may as well 
see the place embellished, and perhaps witness 
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some display or other. Ah, there's a park. What 
a crowd of people! At all events, people or not, 
I 'm going to land there, even if I am fined for 
doing so." 

After describing a circle or two, Rupert grace-
fully brought the machine to rest in the very centre 
of what he later learned was the recreation ground. 
Disengaging himself, he looked about him, quite 
expecting to be overwhelmed by a crowd of people 
who wished to inspect the aeroplane, and perhaps 
learn the cause of his landing, etc. In this, how-
ever, he was wrong, for after he had stepped on to 
the beautiful green turf, a solitary man approached 
him. He was peculiarly dressed. He was tall, 
broad, athletic, with keen yet kindly eyes, and with 
a face which Rupert imagined defied the wrinkles and 
ravages of age. Was this Henry Thorough's double ? 

" Permit me, Mr. Elsmore, as President of Dawn 
City, to extend to you a cordial welcome," said he, 
in a rich, musical voice, extending his right hand 
to Rupert. 

" I . . . thank . . . you . . . sir," replied Rupert, 
overwhelmed with surprise, and in rather a stam-
mering voice. 

" Will you please accompany me to the pavilion 
yonder," continued the President, " so that the 
residents of Dawn City may participate in your 
welcome? " 

As in a dream, the young pilot complied with 
the request. " How on earth does he know my 
n a m e ? " he mused. "Anyone would think I was 
the Prince of Wales." A few minutes later he 
found himself surrounded by quite a large assembly 
—all, strangely enough, dressed similarly to the 
President. The President, leading the way, quietly 
escorted him to the front of the pavilion, where he 
was introduced to the twenty-four Councillors of 
the city—twelve of each sex—and requested to 
occupy a seat among them. The President then 
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addressed the audience—an audience in every re-
spect characterized by courtesy and attentiveness— 
in the following words:— 

" Ladies and Gentlemen: I know that you will 
join with me in extending to Mr. Elsmore a hearty 
welcome to Dawn City, together with our united 
congratulations upon his safe arrival." 

Then addressing Rupert direct, he continued:— 
" Not until last night did we learn that you 

would visit this city, and that you would arrive 
here at 4.30 p.m. As a matter of fact, it was at 
that hour we first saw your aeroplane in the 
distance. Also we wish you to know that you 
are to us a distinguished person in that you are 
the first from the outside world to visit Dawn City. 

" As such we greet you; and although, owing 
to the shortness of the notice, we have not been 
able to receive you as cordially and as hospitably 
as we otherwise would, we are nevertheless 
hopeful that your stay here will be enjoyable, 
and that upon being escorted over Dawn City 
you will find that which is both interesting and 
instructive." 

After hearty cheers of welcome had been given 
by this exemplary audience as evidence that all 
present endorsed the remarks of the President, 
Rupert, as all eyes were fixed intently and ex-
pectantly upon him, rose to reply. But although 
le had had some experience as a speaker and 
debater in his Y.M.C.A. days, he was still so over-
whelmed with the nature of his recent surprise that 
he was able to say but little. 

" Mr. President, ladies and gentlemen," he 
said; " I thank you for your cordial welcome to 
Dawn City. That I have done nothing to merit 
it, I am fully conscious; in any case, accident 
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alone accounts for my being here, even though 
in some manner you received notice of my coming. 
The nature of your reception, however, is so 
gracious that I shall be glad if the opportunity is 
afforded me of touring your city. Again I thank 
you." 

Rupert's little speech being warmly applauded, 
and that part of the ceremony being over, he was 
next taken by the President to his chambers, where 
he indulged in a bath, changed into more suitable 
attire, and had some light refreshments. 

" You are now ready," said the President, " to 
join me in having a peep at Dawn City at closer 
quarters than was possible from your aeroplane." 

The city, which extended for nearly a mile, was 
situated on one of the sides of a river, the banks 
of which had been raised with concrete blocks. 
On the opposite side—as far as the eye could reach 
—were fields of waving golden grain and great 
patches of vegetables; while on the rising ground 
to the right were extensive orchards. 

" We are now standing in the centre of Dawn 
City," said the President. " Before us is the Temple 
of Culture, to which all roads lead, as they should." 

" I thought it was a cathedral," remarked Rupert. 
" Well," said the other; ' ' though there are no 

cathedrals in Dawn City, you may think of it as a 
temple, but as a temple of knowledge, and not, as 
in the case of nearly all earth's temples, a structure 
of superstition. That building yonder," he con-
tinued, " is the Signalling Station, dealing as it 
does with planetary communication." 

"Wi th planetary communication?" questioned 
Rupert incredulously. 

" Yes," replied the other. " And before long you 
will make its closer acquaintance. That great 
dome-shaped edifice farther away is the Observatory, 
and that, too, you will soon visit." 
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Rupert's gaze, however, quickly returned to the 
building immediately before them, for the Temple 
of Culture was a singularly handsome structure 
when viewed from any angle, while the grounds 
upon which it was built enhanced its grandeur. 
Statuary of the rarest beauty adorned the spacious 
lawns, and flowers ,exquisite and fragrant lent an 
added charm to the surroundings. 

' 'What artistic ability is displayed he r e ! " ex-
claimed Rupert, lost in admiration at the sheer 
magnificence of the ensemble. " And what an 
enormous amount of labour has been expended 
upon it! " 

" Well," replied the President, " what you say 
is true; yet here in Dawn City no one works to 
excess, leisure is ample, and so there is plenty of 
time available for the beautification of the place; 
while inclination to engage upon such work is 
never lacking. For Dawn City is a community 
settlement." 

The Temple of Culture itself, built on a block of 
ground a thousand feet square, had a lofty central 
tower—three hundred feet high by eighty feet 
square; while at each of its four corners were 
similar towers, though smaller—seventy feet high 
by forty feet square. The Temple was built of 
some greyish stone or stone-like composition which 
reflected a soft light in the bright sunshine. There 
were no fewer than twelve entrances leading into 
the Temple—three on each side. 

" Now, as it is almost time for our evening meal, 
and the internal arrangements of the Temple are 
to be seen to fullest advantage in the evening," 
said the President, " let us interest ourselves else-
where for the time being, and return here later. 
I think we shall have just sufficient time for a 
walk through the immediate neighbourhood, so 
that you can get a glimpse of the dwellings of our 
people." 
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Rupert was at once struck with the resemblance 
of these cottages to those of Hopetown; yet he 
subsequently observed several improvements. 

'' All the homes, I notice, have greatly extended 
verandahs and sleeping-out arrangements," re-
marked Rupert a little later. 

' ' That is so that our people can receive the full 
benefit of the cosmic rays as well as fresh air,'* 
explained the President. " These rays, we believe, 
impart great energy and vital force to all life, so 
that it is desirable that we absorb as much of them 
as possible." 

All of the houses had flat roofs, with sliding 
panels at the sides which could be raised when 
desired. A closer inspection of the houses showed 
that the floors were of composite rubber. Each of 
these homes was built on a block of ground fifty 
feet in width by one hundred and fifty feet in 
depth, and was surrounded by artistically laid-out 
beds of rare and beautiful flowers, and many species 
of pretty shrubs. 

You may ask any questions you wish," said the 
President, noticing how keenly interested the young 
visitor seemed to be in his new surroundings. 

" Thank you, sir," replied Rupert. " I was about 
to ask you a question in regard to labour conditions 
here. Cleanliness and tidiness are apparent every-
where, and prosperity and contentment seem to 
pervade the whole place." 

" Throughout the community," replied the other, 
" the working day is limited to four hours—from 
eight o'clock in the morning until twelve o'clock 
midday." 

" What do the people do in their leisure time? " 
asked Rupert. 

'' Anytfong they please," replied his companion. 
" Practically everyone in Dawn City devotes some 
time each day to recreation. Sport is popular here. 
Others indulge in some personal hobby; while 
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Others again spend much of their leisure time in 
study and research." 

" You have said that this is a community settle-
ment. Does that fact not adversely affect home 
life? " was Rupert's next question. 

' ' Not at all," replied the President. " Home life 
in Dawn City is extremely happy and of the simplest 
kind. Our people rise early, having a morning 
dip both in summer and winter; then they engage 
in physical culture, after which they have breakfast 
at half-past seven. Our diet is very simple, 
breakfast consisting principally of cereals and milk, 
together with fruit and nuts. Upon ceasing work 
at midday, many of our people—especially in the 
warm weather—have another swim, after which 
they partake of a midday meal, comprising, gener-
ally, fruits and vegetable salads. The third meal 
of the day they take at half-past six in the evening, 
and this consists of foods prepared in our laboratories 
and canned in our factories, also wholemeal bread 
(and butter) and an assortment of dried and fresh 
fruits. Honey, too, is eaten at every meal. 

" In the evenings, of course, the vast majority of 
our people go to the Temple of Culture, the younger 
members to engage in some form of amusement, or 
to attend classes of advanced instruction in psychic 
or other subjects." 

' ' D o your people work on Sunday?" asked 
Rupert. 

' No," replied the other. " Twenty-four hours 
each week is ample for the requirements of Dawn City; 
but then, everyone here works. We have neither 
loafers nor unemployed. And we have also solved 
many social problems which still perplex and harass 
the outside world. For in Dawn City we have no 
police, no soldiers, no lawyers; there is nothing for 
them to do. We have no hospitals or asylums or 
hotels, because there are none here who need them. 
The doctors we have, and the chemists, are really 
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scientists engaged upon important research work. 
They have no patients, for sickness does not exist 
here." 

" I do not see any stores either," commented 
Rupert. 

" Nor will you/' replied his companion. " For 
Dawn City does without stores and storekeepers, 
together with commercial travellers, and house and 
land agents." 

" Dawn City seems truly to be an ideal com-
munity," remarked Rupert. " Have you any 
clergy? " 

" Neither priest nor parson is to be found here,'* 
replied the President. " We have, however, a 
society of scientists and philosophers who are con-
stantly engaged upon psychical research at the 
Temple of Culture, and under their direction our 
spiritual requirements are well attended to. This 
will be clear to you later. Yes," he added, " the 
entire community may be described as a great 
happy family, which is entirely self-supporting." 

' Are your duties as President onerous? " 
" Not at all," replied the other. " I occupy my 

present position in virtue of seniority, the oldest 
man in Dawn City being invariably appointed 
President. When he passes away, the next oldest 
necessarily succeeds him. This is one of the relent-
less responsibilities of age," he added, with a smile, 
" for no one enjoying seniority may avoid it. In 
the administration of the affairs of Dawn City, 
however, the President has the active co-operation 
of his councillors. There are twenty-four of these, 
twelve of each sex, together with a lady President; 
and with them, too, the position is exclusively one 
of seniority. That is, the male councillors are, 
next to myself, the twelve oldest men; and the 
women are, next to their President, the twelve 
oldest women in the community." 

" Having, as you say, no clergy to attend to the 
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marriages of your young people, who does s o ? " 
inquired Rupert. " For/ ' he added, with a smile, 
" I can tell from the few tiny tots I see here and 
there that marriage does take place." 

" The councillors of Dawn City," replied the 
other, " take a very serious view of marriage, and 
every effort to avert domestic infelicity is made by 
them. Momentary infatuation caused by a pretty 
face or a handsome figure does not, as in other parts 
of the world, render our young people eligible for 
matrimony. In all cases the principles of eugenics, 
supplemented by other desirable considerations, are 
strictly applied; for appalling are the consequences 
—as they prevail elsewhere—when these are ignored." 

" I am greatly impressed with the physique of 
your men," said Rupert, " and also with that of 
the women I have seen here." 

" Yes," remarked the President. " Mary Boyle, 
the founder of Dawn City, was the pioneering 
genius in that connection. There are, of course, 
a proportion of both men and women who do not 
marry; but, in the case of those who do, this is the 
procedure: each aspiring bridegroom submits to 
the lady President the names of those young ladies 
upon any one of whom he feels he could bestow 
his affections. The lady President then quietly 
interviews these ladies, obtains their views in regard 
to marriage with the young man in question, care-
fully inquires into their physical and mental de-
velopment, ascertains which of their temperaments 
is most likely to blend with that of the prospective 
bridegroom, and then proceeds to finalize arrange-
ments for the marriage." 

" And are the results good? " inquired Rupert. 
" I t is an extremely rare occurrence for mistakes 

to eventuate, ninety-nine per cent, of our marriages 
being productive of the happiest results. When 
children arrive, the mother in each case is relieved 
of all communal duties during the first seven years, 
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while her children are educated in the community 
schools." 

"What is the population of Dawn C i t y ? " in-
quired Rupert. 

' ' At the present moment, 7,221." 
" And have you homes for your aged people? " 
" No," repUed the other, " for age does not 

affect the inhabitants of Dawn City. As I have 
already told you, I am its oldest person." ̂  

" But I would not regard you as old," said Rupert 
simply, " whatever your years may disclose." 

" Well, I am a hundred and twenty-seven," he 
replied, " and the senior councillor, or vice-presi-
dent, whom you met this afternoon, is only nine 
months younger." 

" You astonish me," exclaimed Rupert, " for I 
have seen many men of seventy who look much 
older than you. Have you discovered the elixir of 
life, for which all the philosophers of all the ages 
since the time of Plato have hitherto vainly 
searched? " 

" I believe we have," answered Rupert's com-
panion, " and it is composed of simple ingredients. 
Having mentioned Plato, you will recall that in 
the final perfect community outlined by him, 
alcohol was entirely dispensed with. So it is with 
our community. Nor do we use tobacco. Our 
foods, too, contain the maximum of nourishment 
and the minimum of waste products. Certain types 
of people, our scientists have proved, need certain 
types of food. Every three months these health 
authorities subject the whole of the community to 
a careful examination. If a person shows any 
abnormality, his dietary is adjusted accordingly. 

" There is, I believe, a Biblical statement to the 
effect that that which cometh out of the body 
defileth a man, but we have proved the reverse to 
be the case. Hence the importance we attach to 
diet. Certain tables in our hostels are set apart 
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for those pursuing certain diets—cards bearing a 
number corresponding to that of the tables being 
issued to all such people. Young people, too, need 
different food from older people; and this require-
ment is attended to also. 

" Then again, in Dawn City we have no rents 
to pay, and therefore no landlords to worry us; 
no parliaments to elect, and therefore no political 
strife. Religious fanaticism and sectarian animosity 
—which are so prevalent in the outer world—are 
unknown here. Industrial upheavals also never 
occur in Dawn City. Health, knowledge, and happi-
ness we regard as our rightful heritage, and use 
every means to obtain all three. 

" Health is especially studied here in its every 
conceivable aspect, and the results of the researches 
of our doctors and chemists are made immediately 
available to the entire community. Therefore 
disease cannot intrude upon the denizens of Dawn 
City." 

" In our world," said Rupert, " there is a saying 
that money is the root of all evil. What is your 
experience here in that regard? " 

" We have no use for money here," replied the 
President, with a smile, " so that I cannot answer 
your question. Incidentally, however, there being 
no money, and all wealth being shared in common, 
there is no incentive for burglary. Our doors, as 
you will notice, are without locks. We have neither 
rich nor poor, neither mansions nor hovels." 

" Nor can I see any gates," remarked Rupert. 
" N o , " said the President; "because there are 

none. There are, as you see, two entrances to each 
home. The wide entrance at the side is for auto-
mobiles, of which most families possess two. This 
is because these automobiles are but miniature 
motor-cars, rather resembling three-wheel peram-
bulators, Ah, here comes one of our councillors in 
one of them." 
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The President raised his hand, and the auto-
mobile stopped. ' ' Will you take our guest for a 
jaunt around the factories while I attend to another 
matter?" he asked. " I will meet you both in 
half an hour's time at our dining hostel." 

The automobile had a movable hood, and had 
accommodation for only two people. A cylinder 
battery, Rupert learned, supplied the motor power, 
each vehicle being charged at the power point in the 
garage—the automobiles having a radius limited to 
two hundred and fifty miles. 

The roads, like the footpaths, were constructed of 
a composition of metal and rubber—the one giving 
strength and durability, and the other softness and 
noiselessness. Within a few minutes the factories 
were reached. 

Noticing that there were no homes beyond the 
city's boundary, Rupert inquired the reason. 

" The reason is this," said the councillor; '' if any 
of our people were to live in the country, or out of 
the city, they would be to a certain extent isolated. 
They would be deprived of at least some of the 
amenities which Dawn City places at the disposal 
of all. Especially would they be unable to appreci-
ate to the full the educational and other attendant 
facihties provided at the Temple of Culture. These 
factories are, it is true, some distance from the city, 
but our automobiles cover that distance quickly. 
We shall not have time to enter these factories to-
day," explained the councillor; "moreover, they 
are not working at present, nor have been since 
midday." 

" The factories are without chimneys," commented 
Rupert. 

' Yes, The explanation is this," remarked the 
councillor; " w e were searching for petroleum 
which we found in certain localities at a depth of 
4,000 feet. At 2,000 feet, however, we found gas, 
and this was promptly placed under control and 
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used for generating all the power required for the 
factories, including the generation of electricity. 
We have built our factories here," he continued, 
" because it is from that hill yonder that we obtain 
our supply of iron ore. Iron is our most valuable 
mineral." 

" More valuable than gold? " inquired Rupert. 
" Yes, or than silver, or platinum," replied the 

other; " for we use iron to reinforce our buildings; 
while we use steel not only in the manufacture of 
our tools, but for very many articles in our homes." 

" Your people dress differently from those in the 
outside world," commented Rupert, perhaps a 
little diffidently. " The men's dress seems to be 
much the same as the women's." 

" Yes," said the other. " A man's clothes, as 
you see, consist of short trousers and a loose tunic, 
which reaches to the knees. No socks are worn, 
only sandals with a strong fabric sole. Those 
engaged in heavy industrial work wear clogs with 
leather sides." 

And do you never wear hats? " inquired Rupert. 
Neither sex does," replied the councillor. 
Which, I presume," said Rupert, " accounts for 

the profusion of hair which you all seem to possess— 
both young and old, and of both sexes." 

" Only a comb or two distinguishes the women's 
hair from the men's," continued the other, " and, as 
you have just remarked, even their other attire is but 
little different. It is, as you observe, of a distinct 
colour, and comprises, in addition to the tunic, a 
small coatee, with straps from the shoulders, which 
cross in front. The sleeves are loose, and can be 
fastened, when desired, at the shoulders, thus giving 
the effect of epaulets." 

" Then you have no slaves of fashion here," 
remarked Rupert humorously, as he thought of his 
mother and her worries over new hats and frocks. 

'' Fashions never change here," replied the other. 

cc 
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" We concentrate on realities and necessities, and use 
clothes simply as covering." 

The two men by this time were returning to the 
rendezvous arranged by the President. It was 
obviously near the time for the evening meal, for 
everywhere were to be seen people going into the 
hostels, which, with all their sliding panels raised, 
were at the corner of every second street. Each 
hostel, explained the councillor, contained fifty 
tables, with accommodation for four people at each. 
No waitresses were required, all the food being 
placed on the tables before the commencement of 
the meal. 

" Is there, then, no cooking done in the homes? " 
inquired Rupert. 

" Practically none," replied his companion; " for 
although each home has its hot-water service and its 
Frigidaire system, the hostels answer all eating 
requirements, and are the more popular." 

' ' This would suit mother," mused Rupert, as he 
recalled the way in which, day after day, she used to 
spend hours cooking food, much of which was not 
eaten. Other women, of course, did the same 
thing. 

" These meal arrangements would also be very 
economical, I imagine," said Rupert. 

" There is no wastage of food in Dawn City," 
stated the councillor, as he stopped his automobile 
opposite the Temple of Culture—where were the 
homes of the councillors, with a hostel in the immedi-
ate neighbourhood. 

Two minutes later, Rupert—sitting opposite the 
President and the vice-president, with the councillor 
with whom he had been driving on his left—was 
having his first real meal at Dawn City. The 
meal consisted of what Rupert later referred to 
as an abundance of plain wholesome food. It 
was not a cold evening and the menu seemed to have 
been prepared accordingly. 
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There were vegetable salads, wheatmeal bread 
and butter, honey, and an assortment of fruits and 
nuts. Neither coffee nor tea was on the table, but a 
large seltzogene containing something like seltzer 
water, with small bottles of fruit juice—lemon, 
orange, pineapple and passion fruit. 

At this hostel, in addition to the twelve gentlemen 
councillors, with their President and their respective 
families, were the twelve lady councillors and their 
President, with their families. Conversation was 
engaged in by many, yet there was no real noise— 
merely the subdued and softened sound of many 
voices. This delightful sensation was accentuated by 
the composition of the tables, the tops of which were 
made of a composite rubber material which absorbed 
noise. 

In a corner of the hostel were a number of low 
tables—about eighteen inches high—with small chairs 
ranged around them. Upon being questioned by 
Rupert, the President explained that that was, in effect, 
a portion of the kindergarten; for when mothers 
brought their children to breakfast, the little ones, 
under a matron, were seated at such tables. 
Opposite each hostel was a playground for young 
children. 

' ' You dispense with those high chairs in which I 
have seen children look so uncomfortable," remarked 
Rupert. 

' Yes; and when breakfast is over," said the 
President, ' ' the children from three to seven years 
are permitted to play, while the older ones attend 
school. Their parents, being relieved of the worry of 
their little ones, are thus able to contribute their 
quota to the work of the community." 

" The lady councillors, I suppose, have different 
duties from their male colleagues," remarked Rupert, 
presently. 

' ' Certainly," repHed the President. ' ' The ladies 
supervise the baking of the bread, etc., the prepara-
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tion of the food for the hostels, and the manufacture 
of clothes. They also periodically inspect all the 
cottages, leaving in each case a card containing their 
report. The gentlemen, on the other hand, super-
vise education and the culture of cereals, fruit, and 
nuts. They attend to those factories which manu-
facture tools, implements, and automobiles. Water 
irrigation and conservation, together with sanitation, 
are also under their care." 

The meal now being over, Rupert, accompanied 
by the President, quietly withdrew. 

" We have a busy night before us," said his 
companion, " s o we shall begin the programme 
early. Let us first show you our telescope." The 
two men then walked to the great dome-shaped 
building which Rupert had first seen some hours 
previous. It was now dusk, but upon entering the 
Observatory, the President touched a switch and the 
place became flooded with light. There before 
them was a colossal telescope. 

" This is destined to become Dawn City's greatest 
achievement," said the President, speaking slowly 
and impressively. " Information from the external 
world has reached us to the effect that there is in 
existence at Mount Wilson Observatory in America 
a great lOO-inch telescope. This instrument has 
already revolutionized the science of astronomy, 
and has disclosed to humanity stars and constella-
tions whose existence hitherto was entirely beyond 
human ken. There is also in process of construction 
in America another telescope, the diameter of which 
is 200 inches, or twice that of the present largest. 
Your astronomers are now, as this instrument is 
nearing completion, impatiently awaiting its erec-
tion, for again they anticipate some astounding 
disclosures. 

" But this instrument," said the President, perhaps 
a little proudly, as the two men walked slowly 
around it, Rupert occasionally gazing into its 
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interior and at its enormous lenses; ' 'this instru-
ment," he repeated, " is a 300-inch telescope, or 
one and a half times as great as that which is 
now being completed in America. This instrument 
has taken our astronomers twenty-five years to build, 
improvement after improvement being continually 
made, and when in a few months it is finished it 
will, they confidently affirm, solve many cosmic 
problems. 

' ' That the planets are inhabited they firmly 
believe, and this telescope is designed to reveal the 
cities, if not the homes, of the planetary denizens. 
That many of the stars have systems of planets they 
are also sure, and this instrument, they anticipate, 
will be able to detect a number of these planets. 

' ' Tiny twinkling stars, through its powerful 
lenses, will become great gleaming suns, and worlds 
upon worlds which are at present lost in the dizzy, 
distant depths of immensity will be as neighbouring 
universes. The mighty cosmos is indeed, through 
Dawn City's triumphant achievement, about to be 
enormously enlarged to the peoples of the earth, 
rendering that planet an insignificant unit, a mere 
grain of sand on the sea-shore. Here," added the 
speaker, leading the way into another apartment, 
" are two smaller instruments through which our 
astronomers have been able to keep abreast of the 
researches of their colleagues in other parts of the 
world. The telescope, we confidently believe, in 
your world is going to be the principal means of 
destroying ancient theology and in creating a new 
era. As it is now a quarter past eight, we shall 
repair to the Temple of Culture." 

Upon emerging from the Observatory a singularly 
dazzling spectacle confronted Rupert; for, although 
it was a dark night, the entire city was illuminated 
with a brilliancy both indescribable and beautiful. 
The groups of statuary—made from the purest 
marble—which adorned the rich, velvet lawns 
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surrounding the Temple of Culture were now ethereal 
in their graceful contours; the entire effect being 
delightfully accentuated by the lovely flower-beds 
which, in an engaging and inimitable manner, 
demurely relieved the chaste splendour which en-
vironed them. At each entrance to the Temple of 
Culture was more statuary, some of it, however, 
being wrought of metal. 

" What are these made of ? " inquired Rupert, as 
he admired the perfect outlines and indescribable 
sheen of two such figures. 

" Of gold," replied the President. 
" Of solid gold! " exclaimed Rupert in astonish-

ment. 
" Yes," replied his companion. " When search-

ing for molybdenite, which is used with our iron to 
prevent rust, we accidentally discovered some rich 
deposits of gold. Having little use for that metal 
we transferred it to our artists and sculptors, who use 
it as they please. Gold statuary at the Temple of 
Culture is as plentiful as marble statuary, though 
some think it not quite so beautiful. And now let 
us take a peep at the Library," he continued, " to 
familiarize ourselves with this evening's programme 
at the Temple of Culture." 

As they entered the Library, the President took 
from a small table one of a number of printed cards. 
" Here is a programme," he said, handing one of the 
cards to Rupert, and himself glancing at another. 

" I see you have books," remarked Rupert, in a 
surprised tone, as he looked at the well-filled shelves 
of the spacious room. 

" We call this the Temple of Culture," rejoined the 
President, " and what culture is possible without 
literature? Yes; we have here ten thousand 
volumes of the best works of all the centuries and 
civilizations; some of them, indeed, reaching back 
to Atlantis and Lemuria." 

" But," protested Rupert, utterly bewildered, 
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" such ancient civilizations as Atlantis and Lemuria 
have left no literature; and moreover you of Dawn 
City, having no commerce nor contact with the 
outer world, could not obtain it even if it did exist. 
And what of those other works? How did they 
come there? " 

" It is all simple to us, though a mystery to you," 
replied the President, with an indulgent smile; 
" and the solution of the mystery is to be found in 
the lines of one of your most truly inspired poets, 
namely Longfellow, the lines in question being:— 

" * No action, whether foul or fair. 
Is ever done, but it leaves somewhere 
A record written by fingers ghostly.' 

" Your scientists," he continued, " have for long 
concentrated their attention upon the reading of 
the records of the rocks. Ours, however, have 
expended equal time and energy in reading the 
records of the ether. We here possess an intimate 
knowledge of the etheric universe, and this enables 
our scientists to obtain an accurate record of every 
important, every interesting, every instructive inci-
dent or event in the history of the earth. 

" Our printing-presses are thus kept busily 
occupied. Priceless literature can never be de-
stroyed ; for the original work of which that known 
on the earth is but a copy, is indelibly written upon 
the ether. And we have here a group of scientists 
who are constantly engaged in transcribing these 
etheric records—both ancient and modern—and 
then of effecting their publication for the edification 
of the community. This, I may say, is one of the 
means whereby we keep in intimate touch with the 
contemporary happenings of the whole world. 

" It is only of relatively recent years that a few of 
your wise men have paid any attention whatever to 
the etheric world; for the ages of superstition—under 
the leadership of a powerful priesthood—have all 
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through the centuries discouraged such research. 
Consequently, when those who sought to destroy the 
citadels of superstition made their appearance they 
were systematically persecuted, right up to the 
present century. In France, during the eighteenth 
century, it was a crime punishable by imprison-
ment even to have in one's possession a volume of the 
writings of Voltaire. 

" Thomas Paine, too, who died a little more than 
a century ago, was exiled from England for publish-
ing The Rights of Man and censured by the Christian 
world for writing The Age of Reason. But such men 
are honoured and their works cherished here in 
Dawn City. Others, too, whom we revere, and 
whose works are in those shelves, are the pioneers 
of etheric research; men such as Alfred Russel 
Wallace and Arthur Conan Doyle of England, 
Cesare Lombroso of Italy, Camille Flammarion of 
France, and Robert Hare and J . W. Edmonds of 
America. 

" But let us proceed further," added the President; 
' ' and if you are desirous of acquainting yourself 
with some of the lost history of earth's earlier 
civilizations, you may visit the Library again 
to-morrow." 

The two men next passed several of the adjoining 
rooms. In one of these—a theatre—a Shakespearean 
play was being enacted, in another dancmg was 
taking place, and in yet a third games were being 
indulged in. One of the features about the Temple 
of Culture which Rupert soon noticed was that its 
walls were covered with some sound absorbent which 
rendered the acoustic properties excellent. 

" Let us now visit the towers," said the President, 
leading the way to a lift. " In each of these towers 
some research work is in progress. In this, the first, 
our scientists are experimenting in solar radiation." 

In a few minutes Rupert and the President were 
standing in this research chamber. Before them 
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was a large revolving disc, upon which, throughout 
the day, the President explained, light incessantly 
played. This tower—like the others subsequently 
visited—had a sliding roof which during the hours 
of sunshine completely exposed the interior to the 
solar rays. Beneath this great disc were an assort-
ment of plants which were kept under constant 
observation. A large number of prisms and lenses 
of all colours and shapes were to be seen; these, for 
various experiments, being fitted into the revolving 
disc. 

Some of Aese lenses, the President explained, 
reflected, while others absorbed the solar rays; some 
of them divided the light into its primary con-
stituents, while others again effected their synthesis. 
A similar revolving disc, with variegated prisms, 
designed for experimenting with heat rays, occupied 
the further end of the chamber. Beneath this were 
a number of specially constructed thermometers 
which carefully recorded the temperature and its 
minutest variation. 

" To-morrow morning," said the President, " we 
can visit this tower again, so that you can see the 
apparatus at work. As it experiments only with 
solar radiation, it is not used at night." 

The two men now entered the second tower. 
" This," explained Rupert's companion, ' ' is 

Dawn City's Radio Station." 
" More of the fruits of man's knowledge of 

electricity," commented Rupert. 
" Yes," said the President, " but man's knowledge 

of this wonderful principle is but in its infancy 
as yet. In your world your sages readily acknow-
ledge this. So do ours of Dawn City. In Dawn 
City, however, our scientists, in their research work 
upon electricity, have gone farther than yours. 
As you know," he continued, " droughts still 
periodically affect large areas of the earth's surface, 
with regrettable results. Your scientists have dis-
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covered that ultimately droughts are caused through 
the paucity of electricity in the atmosphere. But 
that knowledge has not yet led to practical and 
beneficial results. In Dawn City, however, scientists 
have long recognized the cause of droughts, and have 
even discovered the remedy." 

" Do you mean," broke in Rupert, ' ' that droughts 
are unknown here? " 

" That is precisely what I do mean," replied the 
other. " Whenever we need rain, we receive it. 
To our scientists, in fact, the ambient atmosphere 
is a great beneficent reservoir for the liberal draw-
ing upon which only knowledge and its application 
are necessary." 

" Tell me more," pleaded Rupert. 
" Perhaps a demonstration would be more con-

vincing," replied the President. ' ' Very well then; 
not to-morrow, but the following morning is going 
to be wet. At six o'clock on that morning four 
aeroplanes will ascend. Frequently, just before the 
sun rises, clouds laden with moisture are to be seen 
in the heavens. However, the sun's rays speedily 
disperse these or absorb them. Consequently, our 
airmen precede the sun in the sky when the condi-
tions for rain-making are entirely favourable. 

" Ascending to an elevation just above that of the 
clouds, our airmen then project electrically charged 
chemicals into them. These chemicals cause a 
chilling of the atmosphere forming the clouds, after 
which rain is precipitated upon Dawn City and its 
environs." 

" I will certainly view that demonstration with 
great interest," remarked Rupert, ' ' for ," he added 
with a smile, " I feel, somehow, that Dawn City's 
hospitality will extend over a day or so." 

' ' Indefinitely," replied the President. " But, 
adverting to this, Dawn City's Radio Station: it 
has receiving sets of all ranges and wave-lengths; 
it is in operation both day and night; it is in touch 
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with every continent; and the world's news is 
carefully recorded and sifted each morning, and then 
printed for the community to read. There are at 
present, as throughout the twenty-four hours, a staff 
of ten men and women engaged in this work. 

" This portion," continued the President, con-
ducting Rupert to the far end of the tower, '' is 
reserved for the Radio Clinic." 

There was here to be seen what looked like a set 
of complicated and elaborate weighing scales, with 
switches, to the right of the platform of which was a 
steel bar containing certain marks. 

" In this clinic," explained the President, '' the 
people of Dawn City are carefully examined each 
quarter, that machine accurately indicating the 
nature of their health and strength. If these are 
not all that could be desired—which, I may say, is 
scarcely ever the case—that machine at once reveals 
which of the organs require attention." 

" How interesting! " remarked Rupert. 
" Then, perhaps you would like to test it," 

suggested the other. "Just step on that platform." 
Rupert did so and the President at once began 

moving the lever along the steel bar. 
'' This end," said he, '' is marked ABNORMAL, but 

as the machine does not react in any way, at present, 
your condition must be N O R M A L . SO I move the 
lever accordingly. Now, this section of the bar 
reacts to the liver, this to the lungs, this to the heart, 
and so on," continued the President, as he kept 
moving the lever. " Well, young man," he added, 
" it is as I thought, your health and strength are 
perfectly normal, for all of your organs are function-
ing ideally. And now just grasp those two switches 
firmly with your hands; for one's hands reveal any 
internal disharmony to a remarkable extent. Yes, 
that is right. . . . You have now successfully passed 
the rigid tests of the Radio Clinic. Where, I may 
say, there is, in any case, an imperfect reaction, 
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radio treatment is at once employed. The patients 
speedily respond to this, and it is a delight to observe 
how quickly they become normal. Our people are 
subjected four times a year to this examination, so 
that if there is any abnormal tendency in any of 
them it can be speedily discovered and remedied. 
The Radio Clinic, of course, works in conjunction 
with the Diet Clinic. Dawn City's dominant note 
is that prevention is better than cure. 

" Now let us go to the third tower, where some 
arresting experiments in cosmic radiation are being 
conducted." 

This research centre was a hive of industry, there 
being ten or twelve scientists and their attendants 
there busily at work. Much of the apparatus was 
similar in appearance and construction to that 
dealing with solar radiation. Again there were 
plants upon which the rays—the cosmic rays, in 
this case—were directed, after having passed through 
various lenses and prisms. Some of these were 
concave, others convex; all being fitted into a 
revolving disc. Some of the rays were passed 
through water, and the resultant efects upon them 
and upon the plants recorded. 

" With a little more time at our disposal," re-
marked the President, " I think that I can show you 
much that will interest you here. Breathe gently," 
he cautioned, as Rupert drew near some of the 
apparatus, to watch one of the experiments,'' for the 
slightest breathof air affects the results in certain cases; 
the experiments are of such a delicate nature. And 
now I want to take you to the fourth tower, which is 
reserved for the reception of the music of the spheres." 

This room, which was built rather like a small 
theatre, and in which were seated perhaps eighty 
people, was dimly lit. At the far end was a dais, 
above which was suspended an opalescent screen, 
the surface of which, Rupert was informed, was 
rendered hypersensitive to occult influences by 
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chemical means. Around and above this screen 
were a vast intricate network of dehcate wires of 
every conceivable tone. 

" These wires/' explained the President, ' ' are 
the instruments which are used by the denizens of 
the etheric worlds surrounding the earth. They 
supply the music, we the instruments. In the outer 
world," he continued, speaking in a low voice, 

efforts are being made by your scientists to perfect 
what is called television. In Dawn City, however, 
this principle has been in operation for many de-
cades; and our scientists, after much investigation 
and experimentation, have at length succeeded in 
applying the principle of television to the higher 
altitudes of life. Consequently in this tower, as you 
will presently perceive, there take place etheric 
operatic manifestations, during which the denizens 
of the etheric world are both seen and heard. In 
manifestations such as these something akin to spirit 
photography plays a prominent part. The per-
formance is about to begin." 

Almost as soon as he ceased speaking, the room 
seemed pervaded with some exquisite orange tint, and 
figures and scenes appeared on the opalescent screen. 
These were in almost every respect remarkably 
similar to those on earth, though more beautiful. 

" You are now looking into the astral plane," 
explained the President. 

Soon, however, the theatre became flooded with 
sapphire blue, and other forms and objects, even 
more beautiful than those which preceded them, 
took their place. 

" You are now seeing something of the mental 
plane," whispered the President. 

Yet again there was a wonderful transformation 
of colour, and this time the place became suffused 
with a rich violet. In this instance there were 
projected upon the screen figures of singular beauty 
and scenes of indescribable grandeur. 
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' ' How like heaven and the angels! " exclaimed 
Rupert, lost in wonder and awe. 

' ' That you think so is not surprising,'' said his 
companion, " for you are now getting^ glimpses of 
the spiritual plane. But wait, more is to follow. 
The theme of to-night's performance is creation. 
And the opera is about to begin." 

Suddenly the entire theatre became filled with the 
most glorious music. Rupert listened spellbound! 

" That is the music of the spheres," whispered the 
President. " It is, of course, at present purely 
orchestral, the leader of the orchestra being the 
immortal Beethoven." 

Soon vocal music enhanced the beauty of the 
instrumental, and the operatic performance began 
in earnest. Almost immediately, too, a further 
transformation in the scenes before them was 
enacted—and now appeared the most striking feature 
of all. In rapid succession there were projected on 
the screen vivid representations of various phases and 
periods of the earth's creation and history. 

The first picture revealed a globe much larger than 
the earth, and of purely gaseous construction. Its 
atmosphere was exceedingly dense; great masses of 
cloud obscured the sun, and violent storms darkened 
the heavens. The globe, emitting a dark, reddish 
glow, spun quick, hot, and lifeless in its sombre 
primitive setting. At the bottom of the screen, in 
golden letters, were the words:— 

The birth of the earth, two thousand million 
years ago." 

In the next picture there was revealed a globe 
upon which there appeared to be wrestling for a 
place on its surface land and rivers and seas. The 
crust of the earth, though plastic, was trying to find 
a permanent footing, and for ages upon ages 
continued to be so hot that no seas or rivers could 
find accommodation there. The earth's higher 
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levels were still dense with impenetrable clouds 
from which, almost incessantly, fell heated rain—to 
be again and again converted into mist and vapour 
by the hot crust of the earth. Again at the bottom 
of the screen, in golden letters, were the words:— 

" The Azoic period of the earth's history, 
eight hundred million years ago." 

There was next projected upon the screen a more 
recognisable forerunner of the present planet. 
Rocks and seas had now come to terms and divided 
the spoils of the earth's surface between them. 
Volcanic eruptions and land upheavals, however, 
were frequent, and it was, moreover, a world 
entirely destitute of all life, either plant or animal. 
Underneath this phase of the earth's drama were 
the words:— 

" The Proterozoic Age of the earth's history, 
six hundred million years ago." 

In the next picture the earth's atmosphere had 
become much clearer, and the sun's rays were now 
able to penetrate, if only intermittently, to the 
surface of the earth. The rocks were still barren of 
all plant life; but in the warm, shallow seas there 
slowly came into existence primitive plant life, 
later followed by the earliest forms of animal life. 
Great convulsions, however, frequently shook the 
planet, rendering its settling down a matter of great 
difficulty. Underneath this picture were the words: 

" The early Paleozoic period of the earth's 
history. Life makes its appearance, three hundred 
million years ago." 

In the next scene was displayed considerable 
animation upon the earth's surface. Fishes were to 
be seen in vast numbers gambolling in the waters, 
while weird-looking amphibians roamed through the 
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swampy forests. This, it was stated, was the earth's 
later Paleozoic period, two hundred million years 
ago. Then followed the golden age of the reptiles; 
huge, hideous creatures covered the surface of the 
earth, while others again of another species were 
seen learning to fly—thus becoming the ancestors 
of the earliest birds. This, the audience was in-
formed, was the Mesozoic Age of the earth's history, 
one hundred million years ago. 

In the following scene the beauty of the earth was 
beginning to be manifest. The animals known as 
mammals—the most perfectly formed in all animal 
creation—appeared. The earth's surface was now 
covered with grass, and trees and flowers of infinite 
variety and beauty adorned it. Insects flitted from 
flower to flower, drinking in nectar to their heart's 
content. 

Towards the end of this picture came man, in the 
form of Pithecanthropus Erectus^ a shambling, hairy 
creature, scarcely recognizable as the primitive 
progenitor of the human race. Following this 
picture were the words:— 

" At the end of the Cainozoic period of the 
earth's history, man makes his advent, one million 
years ago. He is, so far, earth's greatest creature; 
but in the course of the ages before him, superman 
will emerge. And the inhabitants of Dawn City 
have been selected by the Creative Intelligences of 
the etheric spheres to prepare the way for his 
coming." 

Throughout this portion of the programme the 
vocal and instrumental music—expressive and de-
scriptive—continued, Rupert meanwhile sitting as if 
entranced. At certain moments, indeed, he became 
so lost in ecstasy as scarcely to retain consciousness; 
but most of the words of the opera he could hear 
distinctly throughout, while such verses as the 
following seemed as if they would leave an indelible 
record in his memory:— 
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" Where spaces spread their acres broad 
Stands many a mighty angel lord; 
With ear attent to catch the tone 
Of whispers wafted from the Throne. 
They weave them into light and shade; 
And lo, a universe is made. 

Anon, a voice, Lord's delegate, 
Of My omnipotence create. 
Unmoved, yet moving everything, 
Like golden rain, their thoughts they fling; 
The cosmos stirs uneasily, 
And sentient life begins to be. 

Diverse and lovely, at their urge 
A myriad living forms emerge. 
As they on bird and beast and tree 
Impress their personality; 
While He, from Whom all things began, 
Becomes articulate in man. 

Then speaks the Eternal Sentinel, 
We have done all things truly well; 
It is enough; these sons of Mine 
Shall know their origin divine; 
Assume their heavenly dignity, 
And lead creation back to Me." 

There was then a few moments' pause; but the 
echoes of the voices of the etheric entities had 
scarcely died away when the audience of eighty 
people rose to its feet, and accompanied by the music 
of the invisible orchestra—the music of the spheres— 
rendered in chorus the following:— 

" Visions of beauty and splendour. 
Forms of a long-lost race; 
Sounds and voices and faces 
From the fourth dimension of space. 
And all through the universe—boundless— 
Our thoughts go lightning shod; 
Some call it Imagination, 
And others call it God." 

The entire performance did not last an hour, 
immense power being necessary for its production; 
but Rupert, as he and the President left the theatre, 
felt that the memory of it would last for ever. 

Dawn City/' he mused, " I wonder what 



284 DAWN CITY 

further marvels you have to disclose? Mr. Presi-
dent," said he, suddenly, " I want to know more 
about Dawn City. You have told me of its con-
stitution. You have shown me some of its remark-
able achievements. You have disclosed to me a 
number of its indescribable and incomprehensible 
wonders. But what of its origin? It seems to 
me—especially after my most recent experience— 
that it may be merely a phantom or dream city." 

" I was about to conduct you to the central 
tower," remarked the other. " But if you wish 
we will first return to the Library, and find the 
records relating to the founding of Dawn City." 

" These are they," he said a few moments later, 
placing a volume in Rupert's hands. " I will 
return in a few minutes, when we shall proceed 
further with the inspection of the Temple of Culture." 

Rupert immediately became engrossed in the 
history before him, the portion he read being:— 

" In the year 1599 at the Court and throughout 
England conditions were far from ideal except 
for the favoured few. Ireland, too, was in an 
unsettled state, and Essex was sent there to restore 
order. There accompanied him one de la 
Montagne, who remained in Ireland when Essex 
injudiciously returned to England. 

" In course of time a grandson of de la Montagne 
eloped with and then married one Mary Boyle, 
daughter of an English courtier, who subsequently 
purchased the estate of the late Sir Walter Raleigh 
in Ireland, and settled in that country. 

" Mary Boyle proved to be a most remarkable 
woman, first revealing a foretaste of her genius 
when she was merely in her teens. She possessed, 
moreover, great strength of character, and was 
also gifted with marvellous powers of intuition and 
prevision. She became convinced that a great 
destiny awaited her and her husband in some 
distant land; and after carefully studying the 
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records of Tasman and other explorers, she pre-
vailed upon her husband to dispose of his estates 
and to accompany her in a quest for a new and 
unknown colony overseas. A suitable vessel was 
accordingly purchased, and a captain appointed to 
its command. Into this vessel was put an adequate 
supply of clothes and provisions; there were also 
taken aboard, just before the ship sailed, some 
sheep and fowls, together with two cows. 

" Other things, such as grains, seeds and plants, 
also tools—indeed everything necessary for the 
founding of a colony—were loaded into the vessel. 
As prospective settlers Mary Boyle—as she insisted 
upon being known—had selected twenty-five girls 
between eighteen and twenty years of age, from 
the rural districts of Antrim, and especially from 
the Magee Peninsula. 

" In this latter district were to be found, in her 
opinion, the purest stock and the finest people in 
Ireland. They were people of initiative, courage 
and determination; and from such districts Mary 
Boyle carefully selected those young women who 
were to become the pioneers of a new colony. 

" Then, going to England, she exercised similar 
care in selecting twenty young men of the same 
age. Obtaining the counsel of various authorities 
as to where the most virile manhood was likely to 
be found, she visited such districts, and after 
examining numerous applicants from the psycho-
logical as well as the physiological standpoint, and 
taking the utmost care, too, to select only those 
masculine types which would be likely to blend 
with the feminine types, engaged the requisite 
twenty young men for the expedition. 

" At the same time she personally selected, 
while in England, a carpenter, engineer, doctor, 
chemist and architect—thus making the number of 
males the same as the females, twenty-five. All of 
them, when the voyage began, were dressed in 
uniforms specially designed by Mary Boyle herself. 
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On March I4th5 1652, in the Qtieen of the South^ 
the e^medition sailed from Plymouth. Calling at 
Cape Verde Islands, they obtained fresh water and 
provisions, together with some plants; and after 
doing the same at Capetown, set out to cross the 
Indian Ocean in a north-easterly direction. 

" After an eventful voyage, during which they 
sighted land that may have been the coast of 
Australia, they encountered a severe gale which 
ultimately drove the vessel on to a beach, leaving 
it, after the storm had abated, high and dry. A 
conference was then held as to what should next be 
done. The vessel, though not seriously damaged, 
was forsaken, and everything it contained con-
veyed to the shore, where a camp was formed. 
The only signs of life at first visible were large 
turtles and great crocodiles. 

" An exploring party, however, met a few timid 
aboriginals, armed with spears, who, after being 
given presents, became friendly. Learning from 
them that fresh water was obtainable inland, and 
finding the present site unsuitable for agriculture, 
etc., the new-comers made their way inland, 
assisted by the natives. 

'' To accomplish this feat—again with the 
assistance of the aboriginals—they caught and 
tamed buffaloes, making them draw the rough 
waggons they themselves built. After nine months' 
privations and adventures, as recorded elsewhere 
in this history, and during which they had often 
to subsist on wild-fowl and buffalo flesh, they came 
to a plateau, with a river running parallel with 
it, and some flat country beyond. And here, on 
the 1st day of July, 1653, the colonists halted, a 
camp was formed and . . 

" Dawn City was the result," finished the Presi-
dent, smiHng, as he suddenly entered the Library. 

" Then this is Anniversary D a y ! " exclaimed 
Rupert. 



CHAPTER XII 

HEAVEN HERE AND NOW 

" Dreamer of dreams! We take the taunt with gladness, 
Knowing that God, beyond the years we see, 
Has wrought the dreams that count with you for madness. 
Into the texture of the world to be." 

F. W . H . MYERS. 

" As the seance to which I am about to conduct you 
in the central, or what is generally known as the 
Etheric tower does not commence until nine-fifteen," 
said the President, " we shall have just sufficient time 
in which to visit the Signalling Station. 

"This station being designed for interplanetary 
communication, our scientists regard it as of the 
highest importance. So far the research work which 
has been in progress there has been of an exploratory, 
experimental, and preparatory nature. There are, 
however, such interesting possibilities in it that a 
friendly rivalry exists between this group of scientists 
and those conducting astronomical research. Each 
group affirms its own special subject to be of para-
mount importance," added the President, with a 
smile. " Actually, however," he continued, " there 
exists between these rival scientific factions the most 
cordial co-operation, for they each realize that they 
are really engaged upon similar missions, though 
they employ diverse methods to aid them in their 
work." 

The two men had now reached the Signalling 
Station. It was built, like the Observatory, on 
some elevated land about three hundred yards from 
the Temple of Culture. The building, though not 
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large, had evidently been designed for some specific 
purpose. Like the Observatory and portions of the 
Temple of Culture, it had a sliding roof. Inside the 
building was a light metal platform, electrically 
controlled, and attached to the platform was some 
wireless apparatus. The platform, the President 
explained, in accordance with a prearranged plan, 
could be elevated to the top of the building, the 
roof drawn aside, and great electrically-generated 
luminous signals projected towards one or other of 
the planets by means of the Morse code. 

" We are, of course, receiving the assistance of a 
group of discarnate intelligences," explained Rupert's 
companion. ' ' Indeed it is largely in consequence 
of their representations that our scientists have 
embarked upon this thrilling enterprise." 

" Are the people of the other planets also aware 
of what is being attempted? " inquired Rupert. 

' ' They are," repHed the President. "As a 
matter of fact, we have had in the Etheric tower of 
the Temple of Culture an occasional visit from a 
Martian; he has never actually addressed us direct, 
as we would not understand his language if he did, 
but his thoughts have been transmitted to us by that 
eminent French scientist, Camille Flammarion, who 
has also stated that a group of scientists on Mars 
are working towards the same end as those of 
Dawn City." 

" Then Martians can visit our planet! " exclaimed 
Rupert. 

" Certainly," replied the President; ' ' even though 
Mars is thirty-five million miles away. And, of 
course, earth's inhabitants, or rather former in-
habitants of a certain degree of enlightenment, can 
visit Mars. Several of earth's astronomers who are 
now discarnate have already visited that planet as 
well as others." 

" You astonish me, sir," said Rupert. " What 
other marvels have you of Dawn City to reveal? " 
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'' Not marvels, young man," corrected the Presi-
dent. " We here do not possess much knowledge, 
broadly speaking; mankind is still in its infancy. 
One of your greatest scientists. Sir James Jeans, has 
but recently given expression to the words:— 

" ' Humanity is at the very beginning of its 
existence, a new-born babe, with all the unex-
plored potentialities of babyhood; and until the 
last few moments its interest has been centred 
absolutely and exclusively upon its cradle and 
feeding-bottle.' 

' 'That," added the President, " i s not an exag-
gerated statement. Still, we of Dawn City are 
trying to push back the frontiers of ignorance and to 
broaden the boundaries of knowledge, and are—at 
least so we have been credibly informed—pioneers 
of a new and less immature civilization." 

This subject of planetary communication 
greatly interests me," said Rupert, after a pause. 

" Then, perhaps," suggested the President, '' you 
would like to read—in the recording-room adjoining 
—a lecture on Mars, following a visit to that planet 
of one of our former earthly astronomers—of him, 
in fact, whose name I have just mentioned. The 
lecture was delivered in the Etheric tower of the 
Temple of Culture by Camille Flammarion. Here 
are the records," continued the President, conducting 
the young man into another compartment, where 
within a few moments he was engrossed in reading 
the following:— 

'' This evening for a litde while I have left the 
realms etheric and supernal in order to deliver to 
the people of Dawn City a brief address on the 
planet Mars. One hundred and forty miUion 
miles from the sun, traversing an orbit much 
greater than that of the earth, is to be seen this 
planet—the ruddy planet, as it is sometimes 
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called by your astronomers. There is also no 
doubt that the colour of the planet originally 
suggested its name, Mars—the god of war. Mars 
is nearer to the earth than almost any other 
planet; but it is not nearly as big, nor does it 
weigh as much proportionately. This is because 
it is of higher vibration or composed of finer 
matter. 

" A s it occupies six hundred and eighty-seven 
days in its journey round the sun, the Martian 
year is nearly as long as two years of the earth. 
This ruddy planet has excited the curiosity and 
stimulated the imagination of scientific men for a 
considerable number of years. Professor Schia-
parelli, an Italian astronomer, was one of the 
first to comment upon the strange marks which 
appeared on its surface. And this evening I 
intend making further reference to these optical 
curiosities. 

' ' Mars possesses an atmosphere less dense than 
that of the earth. Rarely can any clouds be seen 
surrounding it, so that your astronomers have 
assumed—and their assumption is correct—that no 
rain falls upon its surface. No wind-storms, no 
cyclones, sweep over this fortunate planet, yet 
it has a crust of astonishing fertility. Before 
making further reference to the physical features 
of this globe, I wish to make a few observations 
upon the life which it sustains. 

" There are those of earth's astronomers who 
almost dogmatically assert that Mars is neces-
sarily destitute of at least all higher forms of life. 
In this they err. Mars, indeed, is inhabited by a 
race of people morally superior and intellectually 
more advanced than the race which inhabits the 
earth. In fact, the Martians are so highly 
evolved that not until a million years have elapsed 
will the denizens of the earth, generally speaking, 
have reached their advanced status. They are 
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indeed supermen. This statement I hesitate to 
enlarge upon, lest you liken my descriptions to 
some of those found in Gulliver^s Travels, But you 
may rest assured that the Martians are an en-
lightened people and a scientific race. They have 
taken observations of several neighbouring planets; 
and in this connection I may say that it is quite 
within the range of probability that inter-
communication between the denizens of your 
globe and theirs will yet take place—in the 
first instance, probably, when the planets are in 
conjunction, as they shortly will be. And we 
want you, our colleagues of Dawn City, to have 
your signalling apparatus ready. 

'' Mars is a delightful world in which to live. 
Certainly there are changes of seasons, as on the 
earth, but the seasons merge imperceptibly into 
each other, so that there are no sudden shocks to 
the human system. There are to be observed no 
feverish movements among the dwellers of that 
planet. Even the globe itself moves more slowly 
than does the earth; for, whereas your planet 
moves through its orbit at the rate of nineteen 
miles per second. Mars travels at only fourteen. 
Unlike the earth it has two satellites—Phobos and 
Deimos. 

" Now with reference to those black markings 
upon the surface of Mars which earth's astronomers 
declare to be canals, I wish to state emphatically 
that these are not artificial canals. On Mars 
there is more land than water, and the water is 
not to be found in large oceans, as in the case of 
your Pacific and Atlantic. The water is dis-
tributed through a series of gulfs and lakes, and 
small tributaries which connect them, in this way 
reticulating the entire globe. It is these con-
necting channels which many of earth's astrono-
mers regard as canals. 

" The colour of the soil of Mars resembles that 
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of the sand of the Sahara Desert, while its 
vegetation is bluish rather than green. You are 
now possibly wondering how it is that vegetation 
can flourish in a world in which it never rains. 
The explanation is this: the land is fertilized by the 
water which comes from the snow-caps at the poles. 

" Your astronomers have noted that when the 
Martian summer commences the polar caps melt, 
thus releasing their precious fluid, which enters 
these canals, and is subsequently carried through 
the gulfs and other connecting waterways. When 
the winter again approaches magnetic vapours 
cause the water to evaporate; it is then drawn 
once more into the solar caps. It is this unique 
irrigation which keeps the vegetation fresh and 
the land fertile. 

' ' The Martian flora, although resembling that 
of the earth, is much more beautiful. The flowers 
and the trees are bigger, and the same applies to 
the fauna. The atmosphere is so rare that even 
that of your Mount Everest—earth's highest peak 
—is dense by comparison. The entire environ-
ment is so exhilarating, the physical conditions so 
ideal, that growth—in all its phases—is natural 
and inevitable. Disease, as it exists on the earth, 
is unknown on that delightful planet, and, as 
with you of Dawn City, the inhabitants live to a 
great age without the incidence of senility. 

' ' In many respects the two planets are not very 
dissimilar, and the inhabitants of Mars are in-
terested in the welfare of their earthly cousins. 
When at eventide the sun is sinking into its fiery 
bed, and just at dawn before its regal splendour 
becomes manifest, the Martians often gaze at the 
heavens and behold a star of the first magnitude 
—bluish and bright. They then speculate as to 
the conditions of life which prevail upon that 
bright blue orb, with its tiny sateUite, for that is 
no other than your own planet—the earth." 
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" Camille Flammarion, I understand/' remarked 
Rupert, as a few moments later he and the President 
left the Signalling Station, " even when on earth 
believed that Mars was inhabited by a race of very 
advanced intelligences." 

" True," said the other; " and it is only because 
he himself is an advanced intelligence, and now 
functions in one of the etheric spheres of relatively 
rapid vibration, that he is able to visit such a planet 
as Mars. I may say that he has on a number of 
occasions manifested at Dawn City—in the Etheric 
tower, of course—and as this is Anniversary Day, 
he may do so this evening." 

" Tell me more about this Etheric tower," said 
Rupert. " I am intensely interested in everything 
here in Dawn City." 

' ' The Etheric tower," replied the President, " is, 
as you have been informed, the central tower of 
the Temple of Culture. It is the central tower 
because of the paramount importance of the study 
with which it deals. It is the central interest of our 
lives around which all other interests revolve. This 
great study, of course, has reference to the etheric 
universe. Large as is the earth, vast as is the sun, 
huge as are the stars, they are but pebbles, as it 
were, floating in the universal ocean of ether. 
Ether, indeed, we believe to be the fundamental 
substance which, guided by Infinite Intelligence, 
permeates and sustains all life. 

" Through ether we are related to the tiniest 
atom and also to the greatest star, to the most 
insignificant protozoa and to the most majestic 
archangel. And our scientists of Dawn City have 
long reached the conclusion that the key to that 
door which reveals the secrets of the universe is to 
be found in psychical or etheric research. In no 
other way can the cosmos be correctly apprehended; 
in no other way can the cosmos be really understood. 

" And this study, I may add, reacts on every 
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aspect of our lives. It makes its appeal not only to 
the intellectual, but also to the moral and spiritual 
part of our nature. From the cradle to the grave 
the inhabitants of Dawn City are impressed with its 
importance and instructed in its mysteries. Our 
educationalists, in fact, never weary of urging each 
successive generation to respond to the appeal of 
the etheric, and to make every effort to develop 
their latent psychic faculties, so that they may 
become, to an ever-increasing degree, in tune with 
the Infinite." 

'' And do your young people manifest any great 
interest in such studies? " inquired Rupert. 

" They do," replied the President. " Indeed, they 
seem to be naturally attracted to the subject. And 
the knowledge which this study imparts to them, as 
I have just indicated, gives poise to the tempera-
ment, counsel to the judgment, and strength to the 
character. We believe, in fact, that if the youth 
of the outer world were, from its infancy, instructed 
in the principles of this study, enormously beneficial 
results would accrue. In your world," continued 
the President, ' ' owing to the advance of scientific 
knowledge, religion is rapidly losing its appeal, and 
psychic science, with its instruction in etheric prin-
ciples, is steadily taking its place. But there remains 
much yet to be accomplished in your world to bring 
its achievements in this regard abreast of those of 
Dawn City." 

'' Quite a number of enlightened men of our 
world—some of them savants of international repute 
—are now stressing the importance of these studies," 
remarked Rupert. 

" Yes," resumed the President; " because this is 
what may be regarded as the psychic era. Our 
etheric structure is susceptible of unfoldment, and 
at a certain stage of humanity's evolution there 
necessarily occurs a psychic efflorescence. That 
which is called mediumship is one of its primary 
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manifestations. Actually, however, all people— 
even animals too, for that matter—have psychic 
faculties which, though latent, are in most cases 
susceptible of development under correct instruc-
tion. Now this, the Etheric tower, is reserved 
exclusively for such purposes." 

The two men were by this time sitting in one of 
the rooms of the Etheric tower, about forty feet 
square. In a circle were a hundred people or so—a 
number of whom were but little more than girls 
and boys. One of these, a young lady, seemed to 
be about to act as a stenographer. A soft, subdued 
light relieved the darkness of the room, the walls of 
which were constructed of (or rather covered with) 
some material which rendered all sounds—even the 
faintest whisper—quite audible. This, Rupert later 
discovered, was the same in the other rooms. 

As, however, the seance had not commenced, the 
President encouraged the young visitor to ask any 
questions, or to make any observations he desired. 

" I have never attended a seance," said Rupert. 
Very well," replied the other. " I was about 

to say that we are now in the first and lowest section 
of the Etheric tower. There are seven sections in 
all, corresponding to the seven etheric spheres which 
surround the earth. This section is for the youngest 
students. Let me state it in this way:— 

" In the first section students range from 12 to 25 years. 
In the second „ „ „ 25 to 35 „ 
In the third „ „ „ 35 to 5 ® 
In the fourth ,, ,, ,, 50 to 65 
In the fifth „ „ „ 65 to 80 
In the sixth „ „ „ 80 to 95 
In the seventh ,, ,, ,, 95 upwards. 

" You are about to experience your first seance," 
added the President, " and I sincerely hope that it 
will be the forerunner of many. Remember that 
you, like the others present, may ask any question 
you please of the communicating intelligences." 

>> 
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" What a restful influence is here! " remarked 
Rupert a moment later as he listened to the distant 
music of some delightful orchestra. 

" That is largely traceable to the harmony which 

f revails among all those present," explained the 
resident. " Without such harmony no really im-

pressive seance is possible. That music which you 
lear is being rendered by an orchestra in the fourth 
section, but the ceilings of all rooms readily admit 
the vibrations, so that though the music is being 
rendered softly it is heard distinctly throughout the 
whole of the Etheric tower." 

Conversation now entirely ceased in the circle, 
and the silence became pervaded with an atmosphere 
devotional and yet expectant. Presently there was 
a movement opposite, and a woman of about twenty-
five years of age, deeply entranced, rose to her feet. 
Then a definitely masculine voice was heard 
proceeding from her:— 

" Our young friends and students, it is again our 
privilege and pleasure to visit you," it commenced. 
" Your development is proceeding satisfactorily, 
and we are, as ever, glad to observe the interest 
you manifest in this study. That this interest will 
increase with your years we are confident; for those 
who are now assembled in the more advanced 
sections have demonstrated this. Remember always 
that the physical body is only a protective covering 
for the etheric, during its passage through the earth 
life; that, in reality, our hands are etheric hands, 
clothed with a glove of physical matter; and 
so with all the other parts of our body. Our real 
brain is the etheric brain, through which the mind 
functions; and the universe is not the physical 
universe, but the etheric universe of which the physical 
is but a temporary manifestation." 

" The person who has just addressed us," explained 
the President to Rupert, " is that lady's guide, a 
spirit who is a teacher in the first of the seven etheric 
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spheres surrounding the earth. He is the directing 
intelligence of this, the first section of the Etheric 
tower. The lady herself, through psychic develop-
ment, is able to withdraw her etheric body from its 
physical covering, thus permitting another intel-
ligence, who is discarnate, to manifest through it 
temporarily." 

After a few moments' pause, through this channel 
of communication there manifested, one after 
another, other etheric beings. These entities were 
evidently for the most part departed relatives of 
one or other of those present in the circle. Cordial 
greetings were exchanged between the two speakers; 
in some cases a question was asked and answered; 
in others, guidance and counsel were sought and 
given. Rupert felt keenly interested in the change 
of expression—as well as of voice and manner—on 
the part of the medium as, one after another, different 
personalities controlled her organism. 

" This seance will continue for another hour," 
remarked the President a little later, during a 
pause in the proceedings, " so we will quietly retire." 
After leaving the room, he continued, " Now I 
want to conduct you to the second section, where 
another seance is about to commence." 

" Is it of a different nature from this? " inquired 
Rupert. 

'^It is for older students," replied the President, 
" and in consequence is rather more advanced in 
various ways. In the first, second, and third 
sections of the Etheric tower the beings who mani-
fest employ in each case different methods of 
communication. In the first section the medium^s 
vocal organs are used by the discarnate. This is 
perhaps the simplest and the commonest form of 
manifestation. In the second section this method of 
communication is dispensed with, and what is com-
monly called a trumpet—a light metaUic instrument, 
which concentrates and magnifies the etheric vibra-

u 
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tions—replaces it. The medium and those present 
at the circle supply the material—the ectoplasm 
—through which this more advanced form of com-
munication is rendered possible. But I cannot tell 
you more at present, as the seance is about to 
commence.'' 

With these words Rupert and his companion 
entered the second section, the internal arrangements 
of which were almost identical with those of the first. 
The room was the same size; those present num-
bered a hundred or so; and the seats were formed 
into a large circle. In this section almost complete 
darkness prevailed; but Rupert, upon becoming 
accustomed to the paucity of light, was soon able to 
discern dimly the figures around him. A large 
trumpet, with luminous bands which rendered it 
quite conspicuous in the semi-darkness reposed on 
the floor in the centre of the room. At a small 
table just outside the circle sat a lady stenographer. 
Again Rupert experienced a sensation of restfulness 
and peace, though in this instance it was even more 
intense than before. Presently the trumpet was 
raised from the floor by invisible means, and a voice, 
musical and cultured, spoke:— 

We of the etheric spheres extend to you, our 
students, greetings. We are glad of the oppor-
tunities here given us of communicating with the 
earth, and only regret that there are not innumerable 
psychic centres, such as this of Dawn City, whereby 
we could reach mankind. 

" Knowledge is the primary essential of progress, 
and with knowledge and progress there is enlighten-
ment. But, as a few of earth's scholars are now 
beginning to realize, all knowledge, all progress, and 
all enlightenment reach mankind from the etheric 
spheres." 

The voice ceased speaking, and the trumpet then 
returned to its original position on the floor. 

" He who has just spoken," said the President to 
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Rupert in a low voice, " is a teacher from the second 
etheric sphere. He is also the master of ceremonies, 
as it were, of all the seances held in this section." 

Suddenly the trumpet was again raised by in-
visible means, and the same voice continued:— 

We welcome to the Etheric tower one who does 
not belong to our class of students. We believe that 
a career both interesting and useful lies before him. 
His mental and spiritual awakening, though of but 
recent occurrence, is destined to increase." 

Again the voice ceased, the trumpet was replaced 
on the floor, and there was silence. Again Rupert 
found himself listening to that rapturous music, 
which continued to pervade the entire tower and 
to flood his very being with its melody. Again he 
experienced that sensation of quiet ecstasy which, 
in one form or another, had overtaken him ever since 
his arrival in Dawn City. He closed his eyes and 
began to reflect upon all his wonderful experiences. 
What an eventful day it had been! What . . . 

" Rupert Elsmore! " Another voice, a strangely 
familiar voice, suddenly broke the silence. Rupert 
quickly opened his eyes, to find that the luminous 
trumpet, suspended in the air, was within eighteen 
inches of his face. 

' 'Rupert! R u p e r t ! " the voice continued, in 
accents agitated with glad emotion; "your old Fuss 
is speaking to you." 

" Good heavens ! " exclaimed Rupert, in amaze-
ment; " i t is dear old grandma, who remembers the 
pet name by which I used to call her." 

" Yes, my dear boy, it is your grandma—but your 
old grandma no longer. For while in the physical 
world we grow older, in the etheric spheres we grow 
younger. I have guided you to Dawn City; and 
last night, when you were asleep at Bourke—in 
preparation for your journey to-day—I informed the 
presiding intelligence here that you would reach 
Dawn City at four-thirty this afternoon." 



300 HEAVEN HERE AND NOW 

' ' Hence," the President remarked quietly, " our 
knowledge of your coming." 

Yet again there was silence, but only momentary, 
for the voice continued:— 

" You are grieved, Rupert, because of some letters 
—Helen's letters—which you fear you have lost. 
But they have not been lost. They are in the Hning 
of your breast coat pocket. Now you remember my 
wishes concerning you." 

" I n regard to the Church, g randma?" replied 
Rupert, without a moment's hesitation. 

' ' Yes," rejoined the voice. " I have long awaited 
this opportunity of telling you that I was wrong in 
that regard. I used to consider the vocation of a 
clergyman as a ' holy calling.' I used to think that 
you could aspire to nothing higher, bigger, and nobler; 
but I now know that to enter the Church would 
mean to you the renunciation of all your high ideals. 
You have outgrown the Church's teachings, and I 
want you to know that if you were to carry out my 
earthly wishes, you would not only be unhappy, but 
you would experience mental, moral, and spiritual 
retrogression." 

" That's just what I feel, grandma," interposed 
Rupert. 

" And you feel thus, largely because of my in-
fluence over you, Rupert. Leave the Church to the 
immature and the unenlightened, to those who 
prefer tradition to truth, superstition to knowledge." 

" I t means so much to me, grandma, to hear you 
speak in this manner," said Rupert ; " fo r it never 
occurred to me that you might have changed your 
mind in regard to my future. And mother has 
repeatedly reminded me of your wishes in that 
connection." 

" Your father's influence over you, my boy, has 
of late been much greater than your mother's," 
continued the voice, " and that is good. Your 
mother, though she earnestly desires your welfare, is 
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in the same position, in regard to the Church, as I 
was when I passed away. But the voice of the 
Church is not the voice of God. The voice of God 
is rather your conscience, your intelHgence, your 
reason, your judgment—all of which the Church, 
through its erroneous teachings, has ever strenu-
ously and ceaselessly sought to discredit and pervert." 

' ' You HAVE changed your views, grandma," said 
Rupert. 

" Yes, my dear boy, but it would have been ever 
so rnuch better for me had I changed them before 
leaving the earth. Seek to live a noble life—that 
is all that is necessary in regard to religion. But also 
remember that while enlightenment comes to all 
sooner or later—such is the decree of the Infinite— 
they are doubly wise who seek enlightenment on 
earth." 

There was a further pause, then yet again the 
voice broke the silence:— 

" I have been with your father and mother to-day. 
Both are well. Your father was pruning his favour-
ite rose-bush—fitoile d'Hollande. And now good-
night, dear boy; yet not good-bye; for those who 
love you in the etheric spheres are often with you." 

"Astounding!" muttered Rupert, as the voice 
finally ceased and the trumpet was replaced on the 
floor. " This is the most astounding experience of 
my life." 

" You have not quite exhausted the evening's 
programme," said the President, a little later, at the 
conclusion of the seance. " You have attended 
seances in the first and second sections of the Etheric 
tower; but an important seance is about to com-
mence in the third section. Its commencement is, 
with the approval of the master of ceremonies, 
later than usual so as to enable you to attend." 

" I fully appreciate the many privileges you are 
showering upon me," said Rupert, " even though, 
following in such rapid succession one after the 
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other, their profusion momentarily bewilders me. 
Yet strangely enough I am not at all weary. I 
feel, indeed, as if I have been greatly refreshed." 

" It is the Dawn City vibration, which has that ex-
hilarating effect upon you," explained the President. 

Good again! " exclaimed Rupert, triumphantly, 
a few moments later, drawing a small packet of 
letters from the neighbourhood of an inner coat 
pocket. ' ' Another victory for dear old Fuss. I 

'was about to say," he added, " t h a t you seem to 
attach much importance to vibrations here." 

" That is but natural," replied the other, " for 
everything is, in its final analysis, reducible to 
vibrations. The great universe, with its nebulae 
and its stars, its planets and its comets, is just one 
mighty scale of vibrations. Surrounding the earth, 
as I have already stated, are seven concentric planes 
or spheres; and what fundamentally differentiates 
one from the other is vibrations. 

" Those who dwell on the first plane cannot live 
on the second plane; not because of any arbitrary 
decree, or because soldiers guard its frontiers, but 
because the vibrations of their etheric bodies are too 
slow to enable them to do so. I am about to conduct 
you to the third section of the Etheric tower," 
continued the President. " Your vibrations permit 
me to do this, for the third section of this tower 
corresponds to the third etheric sphere surrounding 
the earth. But beyond the third section I cannot 
take you. It would be unwise. Your vibrations 
would not be rapid enough to render you attuned to 
that environment. If, in fact, you persisted in your 
determination to attend a seance in the fourth 
section, you would experience discomfort—intense 
discomfort—if you remained. It is only because 
you are a young man of unusual intelligence and of 
considerable strength of character that I can, with 
impunity, take you as high as the third section of 
the Etheric tower." 
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The two men now entered this section, and Rupert 
immediately noticed that here again the size and 
appointments of the room were almost identical with 
those of the lower sections. With the exception of 
two chairs in the centre of the circle, there was not a 
vacant seat. This section too, like that beneath it, 
was in almost complete darkness; but there was no 
trumpet to be seen. 

" In the third section of this tower," explained the 
President, " the phenomena are produced through 
what in psychic circles is known as the ' direct voice,' 
the trumpet itself being dispensed with. The modus 
operandi of the direct voice is this: a chemist dis-
carnate, after mixing the ectoplasmic substances 
which he obtains from the people comprising the 
circle with some more refined ingredients in his 
possession, takes the finished preparation, and with 
It first materializes his hands and then forms a 
rough mask in the likeness of a mouth and throat. 

" The spirit who desires to address anyone in the 
circle then puts this mask to his face, while the 
vibrations which he creates become audible to those 
on earth. The ' direct voice' is," added the 
President, " regarded by many as the highest possible 
form of spirit communication. Actually, however, 
at Dawn City we have been taught to appreciate all 
forms." 

" My grandmother spoke to me as clearly as ever 
she did when on earth," remarked Rupert. 

" And the entities who manifest in this section also 
speak quite distinctly," said the President. " It is, 
however, only of recent years that the ' direct voice ' 
mode of communication has been brought to per-
fection here. At first only relatively brief con-
versations were possible. 

'' Now, however, in consequence of close and 
sustained co-operation between the scientists on 
each side of the veil, those intelligences who 
manifest in this section have been known to speak for 
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half an hour or more. As in the case of the first and 
second sections, however, practice brings perfection; 
and generally speaking those who communicate on 
the first occasion have some difficulty in carrying 
on a sustained conversation. Your grandmother's 
was an exceptional case; yet even she had to pause 
two or three times before continuing. But I must 
cease speaking, because the seance is about to 
commence." 

Only the melting strains of the unseen orchestra 
were now to be heard. The feeling of harmony, 
moreover, was so intense as to be almost tangible. 
From each person of the circle there seemed to 
radiate a joy and a serenity quite indescribable—a 
happiness almost ethereal. 

" Good evening, our friends and students of Dawn 
City." 

Rupert started, for the voice came from the centre 
of the room, and there was just enough light to 
enable each one present to see from one side of the 
circle to the other. Not a single person had moved, 
yet the voice, emanating apparently out of nothing-
ness, was clear and convincing. With but little 
more than a moment's hesitation, it continued:— 

" As you are well aware, this is an important day 
for Dawn City, for it is Anniversary Day—it com-
memorates the founding of this city on this date in 
the year 1653. There are, therefore, present this 
evening quite a number from the etheric spheres, 
all of whom have for long taken a practical and 
sympathetic interest in Dawn City and its inhabi-
tants. The young visitor from the outside world we 
also welcome." 

" H e is the presiding intelligence of the third 
section," said the President in a low voice, as the 
speaking ceased, " and he is also a teacher in the 
third of the etheric worlds surrounding the earth." 

Silence again reigned; but not for long. 
"Children of Dawn City"—another voice was 
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speaking, a voice exquisitely feminine, and tremulous 
with glad emotion—" Mary Boyle again visits you. 
I address you as children of Dawn City; for such 
you are; my own children of Dawn City. In the 
years of long ago I and my gallant associates crossed 
uncharted seas, faced unknown perils, underwent 
great privations, and encountered fearsome ad-
ventures ; but on this glad anniversary of the City, 
all that we endured in those fateful years—in those 
years so charged with destiny—is but a vivid dream. 
We laid the foundations of Dawn City even better 
than we imagined. We built more securely than 
we realized. And those of you here this evening 
who are our descendants have proved worthy of 
what was bequeathed to you. 

'' You and your ancestors were entrusted with 
great responsibilities, and you did not shirk them. 
You were threatened with incalculable evils, but 
you did not yield to them. You were invested with 
great opportunities, and you seized them. And 
to-night I and a great company of others who have 
been linked with this historic city are here to 
congratulate you upon your progress and your 
achievements. Nor is it for you to rest content 
with the battles you have fought, with the laurels you 
have won. These should only spur you on to greater 
exertions, to grander accomplishments. Yet con-
cerning the future of Dawn City I entertain no appre-
hensions. Having exercised such devotion, having 
demonstrated such application in the past, you can 
confidently, fearlessly face the future; remembering, 
too, that I, Mary Boyle, together with a numerous 
group of associates, are as a great cloud of witnesses 
to your actions, and a loyal band of helpers at all 
times. MY children of Dawn City, I now bid you 
good-night." 

"What a beautiful influence she radiates!" 
remarked Rupert to the President in an undertone, 
as the voice ceased speaking. 
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" She was an enlightened woman before she left 
the earth," said the President, " and she is now an 
honoured inhabitant of one of the advanced spheres. 
Each year she visits us at Dawn City's anniversary, 
and her inspiring addresses are among our most 
cherished records. The stenographer yonder will 
have the address ready for the printer to-morrow 
morning, and by the evening an accurate record of 
all that has taken place at these seances will be 
available for anyone at Dawn City to read. But 
let us be silent again, for the seance is still in progress." 

The President had scarcely finished speaking when 
another voice penetrated the stillness of the room. 

" Citizens of Dawn City," it began, " I , Camille 
Flammarion, regard it as a privilege to address you 
on this, another anniversary. Although when on 
earth I had not the honour to be associated with your 
city in any way—indeed, I was unaware of its very 
existence—I had not long passed into the etheric 
spheres before I learned of this great centre of progress 
and knowledge. 

" I then became acquainted with its advanced 
and enlightened founder, Mary Boyle, and through 
her instrumentality soon became not only an in-
terested spectator, but also an active co-operator 
in matters of scientific import here. I now regard 
myself, in consequence, as one of the band of etheric 
beings who are incessantly endeavouring to advance 
the interests and encourage still further the exploits 
of you denizens of no mean city. 

" Dawn City has long passed through the experi-
mental stages, and its great guiding intelligences in 
Etheria have long been astonished at its achieve-
ments. All through the centuries men of aspiration, 
men of vision, dissatisfied with their world, have en-
visaged ideal communities—communities from which 
all ugliness, error, and injustice were excluded, and 
in which were enthroned beauty, justice, and truth. 

" Plato in his Republic, Aristotle in his Politicsy 
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Thomas More in his Utopia, each sought to lay before 
the world plans for an ideal state and community. 
But Plato—the greatest idealist of them all—in the 
closing years of his life regretfully acknowledged the 
impossibihty of evolving a perfect community on 
earth. Even Jesus, another of the world's idealists, 
reached a similar conclusion; for was it not he who, 
at the close of his life, uttered the words: ' My 
kingdom is not of this world ' ? 

" But, with all due respect to these illustrious 
sages, we must remember that wisdom did not die 
with them, and that what was impossible two 
thousand years ago is not necessarily impossible 
to-day. This is being magnificently demonstrated 
at Dawn City, which is as a beacon of light for all 
humanity. The beautiful dreams of yesterday thus 
become the splendid realities of to-day, simply 
because, as Emerson has reminded us, through 
the years and the centuries a beneficent Purpose 
irresistibly and increasingly streams. 

"That you people in Dawn City have accomplished 
much, you as well as we must surely realize. But we 
wish you to remember—what I am sure you will 
never forget—that you have not reached the goal of 
your ambitions unaided. And in this fact is to be 
found the secret of your success. Though we cannot 
solve your problems, we can always cast a gleam of 
light athwart their obscurity; though we cannot 
fight your battles, we can render you better soldiers; 
though we cannot see the ultimate objective, we can 
penetrate the future to a greater extent than you. 
And in consequence the importance of co-operation 
between your world and ours is paramount. 

" And what has been accomplished in this respect. 
Dawn City, we wish to be done elsewhere. There's 
a divinity that shapes our ends; and we who are 
more sensitive to its encouraging, sustaining, and 
inspiring influence than you, wish this to be generally 
recognized on earth. We want this Dawn City to 



3O8 HEAVEN HERE AND NOW 

be but one of many. Throughout the Ipg th and 
breadth of Australia we want to see sister com-
munities coming into existence, and in time we wish 
to see the entire planet covered with such. 

" What can be accomplished by one community 
can be accompUshed by a hundred; what can be 
done with a population of seven thousand can be 
done with a population of a million; though, as 
Dawn Cities, with their enlightened principles, 
become common, large families and big populations 
will gradually disappear. To you, then, of Dawn 
City, with our co-operation is being entrusted a vast 
enterprise, for your emissaries have to carry the 
flag of freedom, of progress, and of happiness all over 
the world. 

"Idleness has to be superseded by industry; 
poverty has to give way to prosperity; conflict, 
both industrial and international, is to be replaced 
by conciliation, while universal enlightenment must 
extirpate ignorance and superstition. Then what 
will happen ? The bigger issues of life will be given 
the attention they merit; the urgent problems of 
existence, which have long been evaded or ignored, 
will be faced; and humanity will at last learn 
something satisfying and stimulating concerning its 
origin and destiny. Materialism will give way to 
Spiritualism. The etheric and not the physical 
universe will engage the primary attention of 
science and philosophy, and the spiritual world will 
no longer be a dismal terra incognita. 

' ' And so, realizing the divinity within as well as 
the Divinity beyond, humanity will be conscious of 
its deathlessness, and will look forward to its return 
to the source from whence it came. For as Virgil, 
the greatest of the Roman poets, has expressed it 

"' To God again the enfranchised soul must tend. 
He is her Home, her Author, is her End. 
No death is hers; when earthly eyes grow dim, 
Starlike she soars, and Godlike melts in Him.' 
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" And as with you of Dawn City, humanity's 
confidence in regard to its future will be founded 
upon scientifically established facts, and not upon 
faith and theologically riddled tradition. ReHgion, 
as now generally understood, will simply cease to 
exist, its priests will enter avenues of industry, and, 
like scientists, contribute something to human 
progress, and its people, who have long revealed a 
devotion worthy of a better cause, will have found 
it. Is this only a fond dream? you may ask. If 
dream it be, it is a dream which is now being 
materialized on the planet Mars. Then why should 
its younger sister planet not engage in such dreams 
also, and then experience their fulfilment? What, 
indeed, are dreams? They are surely something 
which will endure; for when humanity ceases to 
dream it will cease to be. 

" Speaking as an astronomer, I believe that the 
sun was born eight million million years ago. I 
believe, too, that your planet was born two thousand 
million years ago; and I also believe that the earth 
will be habitable for another million million years, 
or five hundred times its past age, and over three 
million times the period through which humanity 
has existed on its surface. Yet the earth—like the 
sun and the stars, however long they may exist— 
was born, and will also die. Earth's Shakespeare 
merely uttered a stupendous fact when he wrote:— 

" ' The cloud-capp'd towers, the gorgeous palaces, 
The solemn temples, the great globe itself, 
Yea, all which it inherit shall dissolve.' 

" ^ Sic transit gloria mundi^ said the ancient Romans. 
Thus passes the glory of the world. Yes, but did not 
Shakespeare also write, ' We are such stuff as dreams 
are made on ' ? He did. And it is in virtue of this 
fact that we are immortal." 

Several hours had passed but Rupert was entirely 
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oblivious of the time. The excitement of the 
previous evening had caused an inevitable reaction, 
and sleep failed to visit his couch. He lay awake 
hour after hour; the President (his host), Dawn City 
and its inhabitants, had long since passed into 
slumber. But Rupert, although feeling deliciously 
at peace with the world, could not sleep. Again 
and again his thoughts recurred to the amazing 
experiences of the preceding day. Indeed they 
filled his entire consciousness to the exclusion of 
everything else. What was he to think of it all? 
Was it real? 

Dawn City! The name seemed so appropriate. 
Its inhabitants, indeed, really looked like children of 
the dawn. What superb physique they embodied! 
What enviable complexions they possessed! Yet, 
as the President had told him, not even the women-
folk used face-powder or cosmetics of any kind. 
Health and strength seemed to vibrate through their 
being, intelligence animated their entire countenance, 
and gladness radiated from their eyes. Their 
voices resembled the murmuring of the brook or the 
rustling of the corn, while their laughter seemed to 
ripple in a cadence of spontaneous and irresistible 
harmony. Spectacles were nowhere in evidence, 
and their eyes were luminous, brilliant, and 
expressive. 

Yes," soliloquized Rupert, " they are truly 
children of the dawn. Impressive in physique, 
graceful in movement, intelligent and contented in 
all their relationships—hospitable, happy, and 
progressive. 

" Ah, Mr. George Walker of the Sydney Show 
committee. Dawn City is a spectacle which would 
gladden your heart—and incidentally provide you, 
too, Tom Glover of the Sunday Sun, with inspiration 
for another sketch of a different nature. Mary 
Boyle," he continued, " you and your capable suc-
cessors have, through your intelligent application of 
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the principle of selection, achieved wonderful results 
—results worth while. And as for me, under Dawn 
City's inspiration, I will return to my own world— 
to endeavour to repeat there what is in existence 
here. 

" This will surely provide me with a vocation in 
which I can reahze my ideals. This is my 
true mission, rather than that of disturbing native 
races, and of merely substituting, in their case, one 
superstition for another—taking away one that does 
benefit them and replacing it with one that does not." 

Sleep at length came to the young man, but only 
for a few moments; and it was a sleep, too, that was 
rich in dreams. He awakened with those hnes of 
Tennyson's ringing in his ears:— 

" Ring out the old, ring in the new; 

Ring out the false, ring in the true." 

" This is my message for my own world," drowsily 
murmured Rupert, after which he slept and dreamed 
again. Again he awakened. 

" Camille Flammarion's peroration on dreams," 
he muttered, "was certainly most appropriate; 
for I fear that I too have been dreaming, am still 
dreaming, and have been doing nothing else but 
dream. Yet . . . oh, how beautiful!" he ex-
claimed suddenly. " It is the sunrise! " 

His bed faced the east, and he was thus able 
leisurely to observe the golden advent of a new day. 
An exquisite stillness pervaded the surroundings. A 
solemn hush seemed to have captivated the world. 
And away in the east was unfolding a scene super-
latively beautiful, indescribably magnificent. 

Every conceivable colour and shade seemed to 
conspire together to present a scene worthy of the 
admiration and adoration of the gods. What a 
glow of colour—from the palest olive to the deepest 
crimson, from the deepest violet to the palest blue! 
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The whole reposed, as it were, upon a sea of liquid 
amber. Now the scene was changing, gradually 
merging into a rich, glowing pageant, with an 
exotic Oriental setting. 

There was a flash ot rich purple, taking the form of 
a royal sceptre; here a shaft of golden light, re-
sembling a spear thrust into the bosom of Heaven; 
there, again, a crimson red, as if the wound was 
yielding its precious life-blood. 

" Some call it imagination," mused Rupert, " and 
others call it God." 

But if the heavens were transformed into objects 
of ecstatic beauty, so was the earth. 

The leaves of every tree, all the blades of the grass, 
were bedecked with liquid diamonds which seemed 
to revel in their fleeting existence and joyously and 
gratefully to reflect their borrowed beauty before 
the sun. For had he not wooed with amorous kiss 
the moisture from the earth, allowing it to descend 
as silent dew ? 

Now every tree had its branches tipped with gold; 
and everywhere was to be seen and heard that 
wondrous stirring into life, symbolical, perhaps, of 
the dawn of that new era—envisaged by so many of 
the visitants from the etheric spheres—when, the 
night of error and gloom being past, the day of 
truth and gladness shall dawn for the human race. 
" When the common-sense of all will guide the world aright; 

When love and service take the reins, instead of strife and 
might. 

Then that Heaven, once so far away, will be right here and 
now, 

And happiness will be the crown adorning every brow.'* 
WILLIAM BOYLE H I L L . 












