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PREFATORY NOTE

Bernard Shaw concluded his preface to Back to Methuselah with the hope that * a hundred apter and
more elegant parables by younger handswill soon leave mine... far behind’. Perhaps the thought of trying
to leave Shaw far behind has scared off would-be competitors. Or perhaps - what is atogether more
probable - the younger hands are smply not interested in writing parables of longevity, or any other kind
of parable. Most of my contemporaries seem to fed pretty strongly that the activities of thinking and
novel-writing are incompatible, and that to be interested in ideas reveals a deficiency in the cregtive
faculties. And since the critics also like to foster thisidea - perhaps out of akind of defensive
trade-unionism - it seemsto have achieved the status of alaw of contemporary literature.

Now no one has a profounder respect for the criticsthan |, or strives more constantly to sound like a
paid-up member of the literary establishment. But | enjoy ideas. And this seemsto give me arather odd
perspective on modern literature. | suspect that H. G. Wellsis probably the greatest novelist of the
twentieth century, and that his most interesting novels - if not necessarily the best - arethe later ones. |

am completely unable to be objective about Shaw; he seemsto me smply to be the greatest European
writer snce Dante. And | completely lack sympathy for the emotional and persona problemsthat seem
to be the necessary subject of acontemporary play or novel. Mr Osborne once said hisaim was to make
peoplefed. | think they fed too much. I’ d like to make them stop feding and tart thinking.

Fortunately for me, | am neither origina nor cregtive, so | can afford to ignore the contemporary rules.
And thereis another factor in my favour. Since Shaw wrote Back to Methuselah, sciencefiction has
become an established genre, and it has even become quite respectable. And in recent years, | have
stumbled accidentaly into the writing of afew modest works of sciencefiction.

| must explain how this came about. In 1961, | wrote a book called The Srength to Dream, astudy of
the creative imagination, particularly in writers of fantasy and horror stories. A large part of the book was
inevitably devoted to the work of H. P. Lovecraft, the recluse of Providence, Rhode Idand, Who died of
malnutrition and a cancer of the intestinein 1937. | pointed out that athough Lovecraft possessesa
gloomy imaginative power that compares with Poe, heisbasicaly an atrocious writer - most of hiswork
was written for Weird Tales, a pulp magazine - and hiswork isfindly interesting as case history rather
than asliterature.

In due course, acopy of my book fell into the hands of Lovecraft’ sold friend - and publisher - August
Derleth. And Derleth wrote to me, protesting that my judgement on Lovecraft was too harsh, and asking
mewhy, if | wasal that good, | didn’t try writing a‘Lovecraft' novel mysdlf. And the answer to this
questionisthat | never write purely for the fun of it. | write as amathematician uses asheet of paper for
doing calculations: because | think better that way. And Lovecraft’ s novels are not about ideas, but about
an emotion - an emotion of violent and tota rejection of our civilisation, which 1, being rather cheerful by
temperament, do not happen to share.

But acouple of yearslater, an anadogy thrown out in my Introduction to the New Existentialism
became the seed of asciencefiction parable about *origind SN’ - man’s strange inability to get the best
out of hisconsciousness. | cagt it in the Lovecraft tradition, and it became The Mind Parasites, which
was published in due course by August Derleth. Its reception by English critics was unexpectedly good; |
suspect thisisbecause | didn’t sound asif | was serious.

And so when, two years ago, | became interested in questions of brain physiology - as a by-product of a
novel about sensory deprivation - it seemed natural to develop some of these ideas in another * Lovecraft’
novel. Besides, ever since, reading Wells s Time Machine at the age of eleven, it hasadwaysbeen a
daydream of mineto write the definitive novel about timetravel. Timetrave isaperpetudly aluring idea,
but it ways sounds so preposterous. Even when my friend Van Vogt - the contemporary SF writer |
enjoy most - usesit, he makesit sound ajoke. The question of how to make it sound plausibleis quitea



chdlenge.

It sounds a vertiginous mixture - Shaw, Lovecraft and Wells - but it’ sthe kind of thing | enjoy doing. In
fact, | got quite carried away until thisnovel becametwice aslong as origindly intended. Even so, | had
to write part of it as a separate short novel, which August Derleth has published.

A fina word. It is part of the gamein aLovecraft novel to stick asfar as possible to actual sources, and
never to invent afact when you can dig one out of some obscure work of scholarship. | would modestly
claim to have surpassed Lovecraft in this particular department. Nearly al the ‘ sources' quoted are
genuine, the mgor exception being the Vatican Codex; even so, thereisafair amount of archaeological
authority for the hypothetical contents of this codex. The V oynich manuscript does, of course, exist, and
isgill untrandated.

Seattle-Cornwall November 1968



PART ONE

THE QUEST OF THE ABSOLUTE

| was reading abook on music by Raph VVaughan Williams the other day, whilelistening to a
gramophone record of hisremarkable Fifth Symphony, when | came across the following remark: ‘I have
struggled dl my life to conquer amateurish technique, and now that perhaps | have mastered it, it seems
too late to make any use of it.” | found mysalf moved amost to tears by the poignancy of those words of
agreat musician. Admittedly, he was eighty-six when he died, but for practical purposes - the vaue of
themusic hewrotein hislast years- it might well have been twenty years earlier. And | found mysdlf
thinking: Supposing by somefluke, Vaughan Williams had lived another twenty-five years... or supposing
he had been born a quarter of a century later. Could | have passed on to him what | now know, so that
he might <till be alive and writing grest music? The case of Shaw is even moreto the point, for he came
closeto the greet discovery in Back to Methusakh, and in hisearly nineties, he remarked jokingly that he
was a proof of hisown theory that men could live to be three hundred. Y et thisis the man who said two
yearslater, ashelay in ahospital bed with abroken leg: ‘1 want to die, and | can't, | can't, He came so
close, but he was done; and aman standing alone lacks that find ounce of conviction. Would Columbus
have had the courage to reach San Savador Idand if he had been alone on the Santa Maria?

It wasthistrain of thought that decided meto tdll the story of my discovery exactly asit happened. In
doing o, | break my own vow of secrecy; but | shdl seethat the account is withheld from those whom it
might harm - that isto say, from most of the human race. It should exigt, evenif it never leaves abank
vault. The carbon copy of memory growsthinner year by year.

| was born in the Nottinghamshire village of Hucknal Torkard in 1942. My father was a maintenance
engineer in the colliery of Birkin Brothers. Those who have read D. H. Lawrence will recognise the
name; in fact, Lawrence was born fairly close by, a Eastwood. Byron isburied in the family vault at
Huckndl, and in my day, Newstead Abbey - his home - was still approached through atypica coa
mining village of grimy cottages. The setting sounds romantic; but dirt and boredom are not romantic; and
most of the memories of thefirst ten years of my life are of dirt and boredom. | think of faling rain, and
the smell of fish and chips on autumn nights, and queues outside the local cinemaon Saturday evenings. |
was back there afew weeks ago, and found the place unrecognisable. It is now asuburb of Nottingham,
with an arport, an underground railway for commuters, and helicopter stations on the top of most blocks
of flats. Yet | cannot say | regret the change; | only have to read afew pages of The Rainbow to
remember how much | hated the place.

The great conflict of my childhood was between my love of science and my love of music. | wasadwaysa
good mathematician. My father gave me my firgt dide rule for Chrigsmaswhen | was six. And, like most
mathematicians, | was dmost dangeroudy susceptible to music. | can remember pausing outsdethe
church one evening, ‘ clutching an armful of library books, and listening to the sound of the choir. They
were obvioudy rehearsing - probably some abomination by Wedey or Stainer - for they repeated the
same passage of haf adozen notes over and over again. The effect was amost incantatory, and in the
cold night air the voices sounded distant and mysterious, asif mourning for man’ slondiness. Suddenly |
found mysdf crying, and before | could stop it, the feeling rushed over melike aburst dam. | hurried into
the churchyard and flung myself on the grass, where | could stifle my sobs, and alowed thefeding to
convulse me until | felt asthough | were being shaken by the shoulders. It was a disturbing experience.
When | walked home - fedling relaxed and light-headed - | found it impossible to understand what had
happened to me.



Because | loved mathematics, and could do complicated sumsin my head, my father decided that |
should be an engineer. Theideastruck me as reasonable enough, dthough | found something oddly
boring about machinery. | fet the same when my father took meto visit the colliery, and showed methe
mechanismsthat it was his duty to maintain. It struck me asfutile to spend one' slife keeping amass, of
dead metal up to acertain level of efficiency. What did it matter? But | could think of no good reason to
object to my father’ s plans. | spent most of my spare time playing the airs of Dowland and Campion on a
recorder, and learning to pick out tunes from The Messiah on the electric organ that belonged to a
neighbour. Certainly, there was nothing in music that seemed to offer ared dterative to engineering; |
would never be more than a mediocre executant.

| can remember clearly the time when the problem of death first struck me. | had borrowed abook on
early music from thelibrary. That cold, moda music of the Middle Ages continued to exert its strange
attraction over me. In the chapter on ancient Greek music, | discovered the Skolion of Selkilos, with its
words.

May life s sun upon thee smile

Far from pain and sorrow.

Lifeisfar too short, aas.

Death the kraken waits to drown you
In the sea of earth.

| knew about the kraken, the legendary giant octopus; so, apparently, did Homer. (I presume Scyllais
supposed to be an octopus.) The lines made mefed cold. All the same, | went up to our attic and tried
out the skolion on our old piano, picking out the Phrygian scale, then playing it through until 1 understood
the shape of the melody. Again, the coldness settled on me, and | murmured the words doud as | played,
feding the sameimmense sadness, the sensation of infinite distances, that | had experienced in the
churchyard. Suddenly, my mind said: What are you doing, you fool? Thisis real, not aliterary metaphor.
Thereisnot aperson divein the world today who will ill be divein ahundred yearsfrom now... And |
grasped the redlity, the truth of my own degth. The horror amost choked me. | felt too weak to keep my
hands on the keyboard, too week to sit on the piano stool without support. Then, for thefirst time, |
understood why the idea of engineering struck me as pointless. It was wasting time. Time. It was
disconnected from redlity. Like opening and closing your mouth without spesking. Irrelevant. The watch
on my wrigt ticked like atime bomb, presenting life' s ultimatum. And what was | doing? | waslearning to
maintain the machinery at Birkin'scolliery. | knew that | could never be an engineer. But what could | be
ingtead? What would not be irrelevant?

The strange thing is that the experience was not dl horror. Somewhere deegp insde me there was a spark
of happiness. To see the emptiness of things bringsits own exultancy. Perhaps because to grasp futility is
to recognise that its oppositeisimplied. | had no idea of the meaning of this‘opposite’. | only knew that
the skolion of Selkilos was somehow preferable to mathematics, because it recognised a problem that
could not be formulated mathematically. The effect was to weaken my interest in science and to deegpen
my love of music and poetry. But the conflict remained hidden, and within aday or so, | had forgotteniit.

| owe the profoundest debt of my lifeto Sir Alagtair Lyell - of whom | have written at length elsewhere
(Introductionto Sr Alastair Lyell, A Lifein Science by Ledie M Banyon, Lord & Fisher, London
1972). | met him in the December of 1955, when | was thirteen; from that time, until his desth twelve
years|ater, he was closer to me than any other human being, including my father and mother.

In the autumn of 1955, | became atemporary member of the St Thomas' s church chair. It was a Church
of England choir, and my family, insofar asthey possessed any religion at al were Methodigts; but | had
been asked to sing by the choirmaster, McEwan Franklin, who waswell known in Nottingham musica
circles. At thistime | possessed a clear soprano voice (that remained unbroken until | was sixteen), and |



bel onged to agroup of haf adozen boyswho often sang in the school chapel. Franklin heard usat an
end of term concert in July of that year, and we were all asked whether we would be willing to join the St
Thomas' s choir for itswinter concert season. Franklin had scheduled an ambitious season that included
Judas Maccabaeus, motets of Lassus, madrigas by Gesuado, and some Britten pieces. The motets and
madrigals were to be performed in aconcert that would be broadcast by the BBC Third Programme.
Four of the boys were not interested but two of usjoined. | sang aleading part in Lassus's Missa vinum
bonum. and in Britten’s A Boy |s Born. After the concert, in the changing room, | was introduced to a
tall, clean shaven man with aface that reminded me of a picture of Thomas Carlyle that hung in our
school classroom. | wastoo excited to pay much attention to him or even to catch hisname; but at
Franklin's house afterwards - where we had coffee and cakes - he came and sat beside me on the
Settee, and began to question me about my interest in music. We soon discovered important common
ground; he thought Handel the greatest composer in theworld, and so did |. Then the talk shifted, |
forget how, to the mathematics of infinite sets, and | was delighted to discover that he understood the
problemsthat Bertrand Russell discussesin the Principles of Mathematics. (I could never understand
how there could be any problem about the foundations of mathematics.)

It was one of those occasions that happen oncein alifetime: two mindswith immediate and total
sympathy. He wasforty-five, | wasthirteen; but it was asif there was no age difference between us, asif
we had been close friends for twenty years. Thisis perhaps not as strange as it sounds. In my smdl-town
environment | had never met anyone who shared both my loves: science and music. Lyell dready knew
about me; Franklin had talked about me at dinner aweek before. Franklin was aways intrigued by the
various booksthat | took to rehearsals - on mathematics, physics, chemistry, biology. Lyell wasintrigued
by Franklin’s description, so he came to the concert that night with the intention of talking to me.

Lyel left early, after inviting meto cal and see him a Sneinton - anearby village. When he had gone, |
asked Franklin: *What did you say hisnamewas? Hetold meit was Sir Alaistair Lyell, adescendent of
the Sir Charles Lyell whose Principles of Geology | had been reading only aweek ago. | must admit
that | felt startled and shaken. | had never, in my wholelife, actually talked to anyone with atitle; in fact, |
don't think I’ d ever seen anyone with atitle. | knew Sneinton; I’ d assumed Lyéll lived in one of the
housesin the main street. When | learned that he lived in asort of ‘manor’ surrounded by a park, | was
overawed. It was lucky that | had not caught the name when Franklin introduced him; | would have
stammered and blushed, or smply been tongue-tied. Asit was, | lay awake haf the night, trying to grasp
thefact that | had been talkingto a* Sir’, with no more respect or embarrassment than if he had been the
greengrocer.

Two days later, tense and shy, | cycled over to Sneinton. | found the place easily enough, amile outside
thevillage, and it increased my misgivings. the high sonewal, the man in the gate lodge who rang the
house and then told me to go ahead up the drive. The houseitself was less grand than | had expected,

but till too grand for me. And then Lyell himself came to answer the door, and the shyness vanished. The
curious sympathy, that remained unchanged to the end, wasimmediately there between us. | was
introduced to hiswife - hisfirst wife, Lady Sarah, who even at thistime looked pae and ill - and then we
went immediately to his*museum’ on thetop floor.

The Lydl museum - now transferred into Nottingham - istoo well known to need a description. At the
timel first saw it, it waslessthan haf the Sizeit later became; even so, it was enormous. Its chief exhibit,
then as now, was the skeleton of the Elasmotherium sibericum, the extinct ancestor of the rhinoceros,
whose horn grew in the middle of hisforehead - undoubtedly the seed of the racia memory that became
the legendary unicorn. There was the mammoth tusk, and the skull of the sabre toothed tiger, and the
fragments of the plesiosaurus skeleton, which Lyell introduced to me asthe Loch Ness mongter. Sir
Charles Ly’ srock collection was complete - and thiswas what fascinated me most on that first
afternoon. Lyell was, of course, the man who caused thefirgt greet intellectud revolution of the Victorian
era, before Darwin and Wallace and Tynddll and Huxley. Before Lyell, the old Biblical theory of crestion
had held the field, qudified by Cuvier’ stheory of violent catastrophes - periodic upheavalsthat destroyed



al lifeand made it necessary for God to re-populate the world with living creatures. According to Cuvier,
there were no less than four creations - which enabled him to explain the fossils of extinct crestures
without contradicting the Bible and Archbishop Usher. It was Sir Charles Lydll (1797-1875) who took
the incredible step of contradicting the Bible, and showing that living forms are continuous, and that the
time needed for their development amounts to millions of years. The uproar was enormous - to be
exceeded later only by the Darwinian controversy itself. | had read the story with excitement only aweek
or so before | now saw the Lydll collection - the very fossilsthat had led him to his conclusions. Looking
around at this enormous room, with its skeletons and bones and rock specimens, | grasped for thefirst
timethe reality of history. | can clearly remember this moment, asif it had happened ten minutes ago.
There was atouch of thefeding | had experienced playing the skolion: recognition that human lifeissmal
and self-centred and totally divorced from redlity, and that death is our final reckoning, the universe's
dismissd of our trividities. And again, there was that curious core of happiness, the mind’ sddight in truth
at dl cogts, eveniif the truth is destructive. And | somehow grasped ingtinctively that thereisno
contradiction between these two fedlings, that the exultation is not some paradoxica acceptance of our
own destruction; that reality is synonymous with power .

That afternoon, | understood why Lyell and myself spoke as equals. | understood that our human timeis
anillusion, and that the mind is capable of seeing through it. In that museum therewas a‘ point of
intersection of the timelesswith time', amoment outside time. And as| look back oniit, | can seethat |
possessed atotd intuitive certainty that afternoon - acertainty that my life had reached anew phase, a

turning point.

In my dissatisfaction at the prospect of becoming an engineer, | had often daydreamed of the kind of lifel
would prefer. | had no definite ideas, no clear dternatives; | only knew that | wanted to be allowed to
think and study as| liked. My favourite book was Peacock’s Gryll Grange because | was fascinated by
the character of Mr Falconer, who isrich enough to live in atower, surrounded by servant girls, and to
devote hislife to browsing through avast collection of books. (I was also charmed by the whole way of
lifein Gryll Grange - leisurely conversations about ideas over enormous meals or during country walks.)
But even in my most epicurean daydreams | could not have anticipated alife as perfect asthe onethat |
led for the next five years. Lyell ate, drank and lived ideas. As| cameto know him better, | understood
why | was asimportant to him as he was to me. He had never met anyone so totally committed to ideas
as hewas. Even hisfdlow members of the Roya Society struck him astoo blasé, too worldly, too
comfortablein thefutilities of everyday existence. They had alowed the world to dilute the intengity, the
origina purity. His own teens had been lonely, for hisfather’ s chief interest had been in hunting and
fishing, while ayounger brother had apractica turn that later led to his becoming amillionaire property
dedler. Now heimagined the satisfaction of meeting someone like his own younger saif, someone through
whom he could rediscover the excitement of science and music, who had not outgrown his hunger for
ideas. So he was as happy to discover me as| to discover him; happier, perhaps, since he had formed a
mentd picture of what he wanted, while | only experienced aformless dissatisfaction. He had never had
children - hisfirst wifewas serile. All thismeant that | came to a place that had been prepared for me.

Although there was no formal adoption, | became, for practical purposes, his adopted son. My parents
had no objection; from avery early stage - long before the thought entered my head - they entertained
the ideathat he might make me hisheir. Thiswas, of course - pure wishful thinking and inexperience, not
dhrewdness or intuition; till, they proved to beright, in the main.

At fird, | spent part of the weekends there. During Easter, 1956, | travelled to Americawith himto
examine the Arizonameteor crater, near Window, and to collect specimens. (Five yearslater we wereto
vigt the scene of the Podkamennaya Tunguska explosion in Siberia, which, we established to our own
satisfaction, was an atomic explosion, probably of some space craft from another galaxy.) When we
returned from America, | transferred most of my books and other bel ongings from Hucknall to Sneinton



Hall, and thereafter spent more time there than a home. | continued at school to GCE leve, after which
he offered to pay for my university training. He made no attempt to influence me, but | knew hisown
views - that auniversity education isawaste of time, and that few of the first rate minds of the past
hundred years have owed anything to the university. (He was a (Cambridge man, but had left, a hisown
request, in his second year, to pursue hisown studies at home.) So | refused his offer. Besides, | knew
that he could teach me more than adozen tutors. | never regretted this.

Perhapsit isnot entirely relevant to my story, but | cannot resist trying to give apicture of my lifea
Sneinton in those early years. It was awarm, comfortable house, and the servants' quarters were so
enormousthat | often lost my way in them during the first months. | particularly liked the windows of the
two front rooms, which stretched from floor to celling. There was a hill opposite, with treesaong the
skyline; its sunsets could be magnificent. Lady Sarah loved to St in the writing room in the afternoons,
and make toast at an open fireplace - | think she liked the smell - and drink as many asten cups of tea.
Lyell and | usudly came down from the laboratory to join her. (1 refer to him here as Lyell dthough, like
hiswife, | dways caled him Alec; to therest of hisfamily hewas Alastair. An amusing touch - the
gardener-chauffeur called him Jamie. He was one ‘ of the most naturaly democratic persons| have ever
known.) After dinner, we usualy moved into the music room to play gramophone records, or sometimes,
to make music for ourselves. (He played the clarinet and oboe, aswell asthe piano; | wasaso a
passable clarinettist.) His collection of records - mostly 78's - was enormous, and occupied awhole
wall, stretching from floor to ceiling. Sir Compton Mackenzie, who once spent aweekend in the house
when | wasthere, said that Lyell probably owned the largest record library in the country after The
Gramophone. | should mention here one of Lydl’samusing idiosyncrasies; he seemed to enjoy very long
worksfor their own sake. | think he smply enjoyed the intellectua discipline of concentrating for hours at
atime. If awork waslong, it automatically recommended itsalf to him. So we have spent whole evenings
listening to the complete Contest Between Harmony and Invention of Vivaldi, the complete Well
Tempered Clavier, whole operas of Wagner, the last five quartets of Beethoven, symphonies of
Bruckner and Mahler, the first fourteen Haydn symphonies... He even had a strange preference for a
Sprawling, meandering symphony by Furtwangler, smply becauseit ran on for two hours or so.

My own enthusiasm and interest was obvioudy important to him. If | becametired or indifferent, | could
immediately sense his disappointment. When hiswife once protested at the number of hours he kept me
working or listening to music, he said:  Nonsense. Man is naturally a cresture of the mind. Theideathat
brain-work tires peopleisan old wives tale. Man should no more get tired of using hisbrain - if heis
using it properly - than afish should get tired of water.’

Lydl was, of course, an eclectic. He loved to quote a sentence that Y eats attributes to Pater - when

Pater was explaining the presence of volumes of political economy on his bookshelves:. ‘ Everything that
has occupied man for any length of time isworthy of our study.” He was passionately opposed to the
ideaof the specidist in any field - certainly in science or mathematics. When | first knew him, his chief
reputation was as amicro-biologist. He was the first man to cultivate rickettsiae — intracdlular parasites
of microscopic Size - gpart from aliving host. His essay on mastigophora - aunicdlular animd - isa
classic that has been reprinted in many anthologies of scientific literature, and his paper on yeast
infections, dthough lessddiberately ‘literary’, isalso aclassic of itskind. But he refused to be ‘typed’ as
ascientist, and | once heard Sir Julian Huxley refer jokingly to Sneinton Hall as*the laboratory of a
mediaeva dchemist’. After 1952 he was fascinated - one might amost say obsessed - by the problem of
the expansion of the universe and quasi-stellar radio sources, and his observatory was one of the
best-equipped private observatoriesin the country, perhapsin Europe. (Its 80-inch reflecting telescopeis
now in my own observatory near Mentone.) In 1957, hisinterest moved decisively to the field of
molecular biology and problems of genetics. He al'so experienced areviva of an early interest in number
theory - thiswas amatter in which | exerted an influence -and in the question of how far eectronic

cd culating machines could solve previoudy insoluble problems.

It may seem incredible to most readers that a man with such avariety of interests should so havetime



for music - aswell asfor literature, painting and philosophy. Such aview missesthe point. Lyell felt that
most men - even brilliant men - waste their intellectud resources. Heliked to point out that Sir William
Rowan Hamilton could speak a dozen languages - including Persian - at the age of nine, and that John
Stuart Mill had read dl the Dialogues of Plato - in Greek - when he was seven. ‘ Both these men were
intellectua failuresif we judge their mature achievement by their earlier sandards,” hewrotein aletter to
me. He believed that our limitations are due mainly to laziness, ignorance and timidity.

Only one aspect of my new life saddened me - the aienation from my family. From the first, my two
brothers were openly envious. | was sad about this. | had never liked my elder brother, Arnold, much,
but | wasfond of Tom, who wasayear my junior. Both of them began to treat me as a stranger
whenever | returned home, and made sneering comments about the ‘life of luxury’ they must be missing.
After awhile, their attitude seemed to affect my father, who aso became distant and definitely hotile.
Only my mother was aways pleased to see me. She understood that it was not for the ‘life of luxury’ that
| preferred Sneinton to my own home. Even so, | took care not to say too much to her about my doings
there. She would have thought so much mentd activity abnorma and unhedlthy - as, in fact, have severd
friendsto whom | have described life at Sneinton. Thetruth isthat the life wasidea for me. At thirteen,
my mind was hungry; | could fed myself changing dmost daily. Without Lyell, it would have been a
period of frustration - of increasing desireto live alife of ‘ sensations and ideas , and hatred of the
everyday world that prevented this. The conflict had already started before | met Lyell; | was dready
beginning to seemy life at home and school as completely futile. What Lydl|l offered me was not
abnormal intdllectud activity, but alife of discovery and purpose. Thirteen isthe age of what Shaw cdls
‘the birth of the mora passion’ - that is, the period when ideas are not abstractions but redlities, when
they arefood and drink. The changes of puberty have atered one' s old conception of onesdlf. Identity
vanishes, one' sinner being becomes formless, chaos waiting for the act of cregtion. Thereisabrooding
fedling of anticipation; the clouds lie there, fragmentary, date grey, waiting for thewind. And abook, a
symphony, apoem, isnot merely another ‘experience’ but amystery, awind blowing from the future.
The problem of degth is till far away; but the problem of life seems quite as tremendous. The mind
contemplates vistas of time, the emptiness of space, and knows that the ‘ordinariness’ of everyday lifeis
anilluson. And asthe everyday becomeslessredl, so ideas are seen to be the only redlity, and the mind
that shapes them the only true power in thisworld of blind natura forces.

Lyell made no attempt to influence the direction of my studies, except to recommend booksto me. He
wanted me to make my own discoveries. When | first went to Sneinton, | read Irving' sfine book on the
Darwinian controversy, and became fascinated by the period. | read everything I could find about
Huxley, Darwin, Lydl, Tynda and Herbert Spencer, and spent my daysin the laboratory, dissecting
gpecimens and examining them under the microscope. | came completely under the influence of Sir Julian
Huxley, to whom Lyell introduced mein London. Huxley’ s belief that man has become the managing
director of evolution in the universe seemed to me self-evident. | was fascinated by Wenddl Stanley’s
experimentsin which hetransformed avirusinto anon-living crystal, and showed that it could still cause
disease, for they obvioudy opened up the question of the dividing line between living and non-living
matter. Lyell kept me up to date on the researches of Watson and Crick into DNA. And both of us
became excited about Stanley L. Miller’ s demonstration that organic compounds can form spontaneoudy
under conditionsthat pardle those of the earth of elghteen thousand million years ago. For they raised
the supreme question: Is*life’ something that permestes the universe like some kind of eectric current,
but hasto wait for * conductors to form before it can enter matter? Or can it play some part in forming
the conductor? Neither of us could entertain for amoment Oparin’s hypothesisthet life arose
‘spontaneoudy’ through the accidenta build-up of organic compounds.

It was during this period that | sumbled on thetrail of the ‘ great secret’ thet later became my life work. |
wasreading an article by Lyell on enzymes - those strange catal ysts that act within living cells, and upon
which al life depends - when | came across his reference to the autolytic enzymes. | asked him what



these were, and he explained that they were enzymes of dissolution, that lay dormant in the cell until
death, when they take over their task of breaking down the proteinsin the protoplasm. ‘But if they're
always in the cdll, why don’'t they causeit to break down whileit' saive? *No one knows.” He picked
up abook, searched for aplace, and read aloud: * The harpies of death deep in every unit of our living
bodies, but aslong aslifeisthere, their wings are bound and their devouring mouths are dosed.” For
once, he seemed puzzled by my intense interest in the subject. He explained that there is nothing very
mysterious about enzymes. If you leave meat to hang, it becomes more tender because the enzymes
begin their work of breaking down the cdlls. | perssted: ‘ But why don't these enzymes attack the living
cdl? He smiled and shrugged. ‘ My dear boy, no one knows. But there must be an explanation. We
don't redly know, for example, why the enzymesin our digestive juices don't destroy the glands that
produce them, or theinside of your ssomach. Perhaps they’ re somehow inactive, like abomb without its
detonator, until they’ re needed. Have alook at Haldane' s book on the subject.’

| looked at Haldan€e' s book, but it was too technical for me. The problem continued to nag me for
severa days. Sometime later, | came acrossthispassagein T. E. Lawrence' s Seven Pillars of Wisdom:
‘During our revolt we often saw men push themselves or be driven to a cruel extreme of endurance, yet
never was there an intimation of physical break. Collapse arose dways from mora weakness eating into
the body, which of itself, without traitors from within, had no power over the Will." | could hardly wait to
get to Sneinton to read it to Lyell. But again, he was unexcited. ‘ Of course the body has resources that
become available under criss...” ‘But don't you think there might be some connection here with the
business of the enzymes? Helooked baffled, and | tried to explain. * It' sthe samething, isn't it?
Something about the will that prevents the autolytic enzymes from destroying the flesh .whileit' sdive.
And the same thing allowed the Arabs to push themselves to extremes of endurance. Without the will,
everything breaks down.” To my surprise, my words seemed to worry him. He shook his head violently.
‘My dear Howard, you really can't reason like that. It' s not scientific. How do you know Lawrence was
right? It might have been wishful thinking. Asto the enzymes, there' s probably some chemicd
explanation. Y ou' re not reasoning scientifically. Can you devise an experiment to test your theory? | had
to admit that | couldn’t. Thiswas one of those occasonswhen | felt disappointed in Lyell. He seemed to
take pleasurein this‘tough minded' attitude. | felt that basically | wasright and he waswrong, but |
couldn’t think of any way to convince him. So | pigeon-holed the question of the enzymes, promising
mysdf to return to it later. Then, in the excitement of other questions, | forgot it.

Thefirst Lady Lyell died in 1960. She had been confined to her bed for ayear beforethe end, so it was
not entirely unexpected. She was a strange person, curioudy unemotiona and detached. | had seena
great ded of her, and grown to like her; but | never grew fond of her. In fact, | occasionaly felt an odd
kind of hodtility. Even when her face was expressionless, her eyes often had afaintly amused expression,
asif shefound dl our talk of ideas an absurd folly to which she was superior. | used to try to draw her
into conversation, to find out whether her detached amusement conced ed depths of wisdom. She would
talk about her childhood, or her travelswith Lyell, but she never said anything to indicate profound
intelligence. | findly cameto fed that her amusement was merely feminine conceit, the device of afool to
justify her shallownessin her own eyes. A year later, Lydl married again; his second wife vasthe
daughter of the biochemigt, J. M. Knowles. She was afair-haired, hedthy girl, thirty years hisjunior, who
loved riding, hunting and svimming. Lyell was obvioudy very muchin love, and | was now old enough -
nineteen - to be amused by it and fedl superior. The new Lady Lyell spent agreet dedl of time on the
farm, and ingsted on his buying horses. He even agreed to go riding with her every morning. | felt -
illogicaly - that he was betraying science by becoming so completely involved. Her French maid, Juliette,
became interested in me, and found excuses for coming up to the laboratory or the observatory severa
timesaday. But | was determined to set an example of the detachment of ascientific man, and | took
pleasurein treating her with polite doofness. | blush now to think of the priggish way | behaved; shewas
addightful girl, and I redlised that | missed her after sheleft.



Lydl’sdeath in 1967 came asthe greatest shock | had ever experienced. He had goneto Chinawith a
group from the Anglo-Chinese Friendship Society. Inasmall village on the Y angtse, he developed amild
fever that kept him in bed for afew days. He returned to Peking tired, but apparently fully recovered. A
Chinese doctor ingsted that he should have an injection in case theillness returned. Somekind of mistake
was made - | have never discovered exactly what happened. Small blisters formed inside his mouth, and
then alarge swelling appeared on the back of his neck. Within forty-eight hours, he was dead.
Decomposition set in so quickly that the body was flown back to England, and the interment - in the
family vault near Inverness - followed twenty-four hourslater. | flew to Scotland with Lady Lyell to be
present. It wasacold, rainy day, and there were only haf adozen other mourners - it had al happened
too suddenly for dl hisrelatives and colleagues to be notified. | should have felt closer than ever to Lady
Lyell, sincethetwo of uswerethe chief mourners. Instead, | felt completely detached. | could see that
she was miserable about the loss of a husband and alover; but she could accept the blow asthe kind of
misfortune that happens to human beings. And she had consolations. She was still under forty, and more
beautiful than ever; shewasrich, and she gtill enjoyed sport and socid occasions.

For me, there was something insandly unreasonable about Lyd I’ sdegth. | find this difficult to explain.
Hazlitt saysthat no young person redlly beievesin hisown death, no doubt thiswas ill true for me, at
twenty-five. But in asense, Lyell had become so closeto me - or rather, hewas dways so close,” from
our first meeting - that he was somehow included in my disbelief in death. The Smplest way of explaining
my fedingisto say that | felt he was atwin brother. From the beginning, there had been some odd
psychic bond between us - the kind of deep and total sympathy that | have occasionally seen between
exceptionaly happy married couples. It was more than merely persond; it transcended the persond in
our mutua love of science and philosophy. As| stood there in the snow, and watched the coffin carried
into the stone vaullt, | experienced the halucinatory belief that | was being buried dive. Inthe redlest
sense, therewas apart of mein the coffin. Thiswaswhy | could fed no sympathy as Jane Lyell burst into
tears and clung to my arm. Her grief wasred, but it was not deep; | had seen her cry like thiswhen her
favourite hunter broke hisleg and had to be shot.

The next day, | moved to the cottage in Essex where he and | had worked together on Principles of
Microbiology. Sheremarried ayear later, but | never met her again. When | discovered how generoudy
| had been treated in Lyel I’ swill, | half-expected her to contest it. But to do her justice, she had little of
the mean or petty about her.

Re-reading what | have written, | am awarethat | have failed to explain why his death affected me so
violently. But in order to makeit clear, | would have to write adetailed account of my twelve years at
Sneinton - during the last seven of which | was his assstant and secretary. And that, in turn, would
require abook aslong as Baynton's Life. He taught me everything | knew: not only in science, but in
philosophy, music, literature, history - even in mathematics, for before | met Lyell, my mathswas of the
log-and-dide-rule variety.

Most teenagers suffer al kinds of emotional upsets and frugtrations, my own teens were completely free
of such problems. It would give afaseimpression to say that | was*happy’, | wastotally absorbed in
work. | was an engine working to the limit of its capacity; happiness would have been apointless
irrdlevancy. And since | never had the feding that ‘the times are out of joint’, | somehow took it for
granted that Lyell would live to be a centenarian and that | would attend hisfunerd in Westminster
Abbey. (I had even chosen the spot, closeto Darwin’s grave.) His death at fifty-seven seemed so
murderoudy stupid that my sense of ‘rightness was shaken. | felt acold suspicion that | had been living
anillusonfor the past twelve years.

Perhaps | should not have gone off on my own; thelondliness. madeit worse. Lyell had many friends



who could have helped me, with whom | could have spent the next six weeks, and talked about the
conflict produced in me by his deeth. Instead, | went to alondly cottage, amile from the nearest village.
There were heavy wooden shutters up at all the windows, and when | took them down, | could ook out
on the sea, with its endless, meaningless movement. | tried to work, but it was hopeless. | sat for hoursin
the window segt, staring at the seal had had no experiencein salf expression or introspection And since
| felt no desireto read or listen to the radio or watch the television, my fedlings coagulated, catalysed by
boredom.

| think | became alittle insane. There was some obscure force struggling insde me, but | felt no desireto
do anything. One night, | took awalk on the beach, and looked up at the sky, and wondered how |
could ever have taken any interest in the stars. They were dead worlds; and even if they weren’t dead,
what meaning could they have for me, or for any other human being? What was the point of science, the
study of the indifference of the universe? One could understand why men should study to maketheir lives
more comfortable - but why study mere factsfor their own sake? What had they to do with us? | began
to suspect that al science is an absurd misunderstanding.

Lydl’ssolicitor contacted me. | had to go to London on business connected with the will. Up to this
point, | had never expected that he intended to leave me so much money; | knew he meant to leave me
something - ‘| assumed it would be asmall income or settlement of some kind. The truth surprised me -
but even 50, | felt dmost nothing. It seemed irrdevant. By thistime, the very fact that | was dive seemed
irrdevant.

His solicitor - John Foster Howard - was a kind old man. He invited me home for dinner, and | accepted
out of indifference. In the same spirit of indifference, | accepted severd whiskies before dinner, and then
drank agreat deal of winewith themedl. | had often drunk wine at Sneinton - Lyell was agrest
connoisseur - but never took any interest the subject. | felt about wine as| felt about sex - that it was an
irrdlevancy, of no concern to the scientist. Now | found, for the first time in two weeks, that | wasfeding
human again. | ended by getting drunk, and talking to Howard at length about Lyell; at two in the
morning, they made up abed for me, and | dept heavily until late the next morning.

| left Howard' s after breskfast, and wandered around Hyde Park for an hour - he lived off the Edgware
Road. Then | did something that | had never done before; | went into a pub in Soho and ordered a
double whisky. When the barman asked me what kind, | looked at him blankly, then said: ‘ Scotch.’ |
drank severd of these, Sitting in acorner of the bar, then ate a sandwich and got into conversation with
an old man who said he was a peddler of jewd lery. Two women friends joined him; | bought them all
drinks. Suddenly, they seemed the friendliest and pleasantest people | had ever met. | went on drinking
until closing time, and then redlised that | could hardly walk. | hailed ataxi and told the driver to take me
to Liverpool Street Station. My case was till in my hotel room, and | hadn’t paid the bill, but | suddenly
wanted to be back in the cottage. | dept on the journey and woke up with a headache and athirst. At
Rochford, | went into the nearest hotel and ordered sandwiches and beer. After my third beer, the
headache went away. | fell into conversation with aboy of about twenty. He told me hewasafarm
labourer who worked for twelve pounds aweek, and that he intended to get married soon because his
girlfriend was pregnant. Suddenly, | felt agreat interest in him, adesirefor indgght into hislife. I got himto
talk about himsdlf at length, while | bought him drinks -we were soon both drinking whisky. (Hewent on
to mix hisdrinksin amanner that even | knew must be disastrous.) He told me about hisfamily, his
brothers and ssters and cousins, and | remember listening to every word with deep attention. Finaly, he
remembered that he was supposed to meet his girlfriend, and that he was an hour late. He went off,
saying that he would bring her back, because | had to meet her. Heleft, and | sat done, staring at the
cod fireand gpping whisky. | was surprisingly clear headed considering how much I’ d drunk - perhaps
because | wasunused to it. And as | sat there, thinking about the life that Frank - the farm labourer - had
been describing to me, athought suddenly cameinto my head: ‘1 amrich, and free to do whatever | like’
| looked around at the bar - the working men playing darts and drinking pints - and it suddenly seemed
clear that | had been ignoring what life was redlly about. These people wanted to live fuller lives, but they



were trapped in an economic machine. | had been lucky. | would be stupid not to seize my luck with
both hands, Lifewasto be lived; science was afraud. | suddenly remembered authors | had read without
much sympathy at the time - Pater, Oscar Wilde, Maupassant. | remembered Jane' s French maid
Juliette, remembered her shapely legsin black stockings, and wished that she was here with me - or,
better still, waiting back at the cottage. When | thought about Lyell, | experienced no pangs of
conscience about my present state of mind; after al, he was dead. He had been taken in by the fraud too,
and now he was dead. But at least | could try to do some of hisliving for him. | remembered his
happiness in those early dayswith Lady Jane. Of course... he must have known the secret. Why didn’t
he tell me? Why did we go on, living in our absurd, dehydrated, sterilised world of ideas and aesthetic
emotions?

By ten o' clock, Frank till hadn’t returned. | rang for ataxi, and got home towards midnight. | ate cold
meat and gherkins from the refrigerator, then dept on the settee downgtairs, where | could see the
moonlight onthe sea. Again, | dept heavily and late.

| woke up with a headache and a hangover of conscience. But il | feltin no mood for scientific work. |
spent athoroughly wretched day, bored, sdf-divided, irritable. In the afternoon, | forced mysdlf to takea
bathein the seg, but it was so cold that | was completely numb after afew minutes. | went indoors and
dried mysdlf, then wandered amlesdy around the house, glancing at bookshelves, leafing my way through
magazines. The Lyells had often spent weekends here, so there were a great many books and magazines
belonging to Lady Lyl - books on horses and dogs and sailing, copies of Vogue and The Tatler and
Country Life. An hour of browsing through these made me fed suicidd - that most human beings are
little better than apes. Then | came across Lyd I’ s books on wine. Some of these had fine colour plates,
showing vineyards of the Rhine, Burgundy and so on, and | stared at them with the pleasure that comes
from theimpersonality of hills. Then | remembered that Lyell kept somewineinthecelar - it wasa
matter in which | had never taken any interest. | went down to look. It was agood collection for such a
smdll cedllar - some hundred or so cases arranged in racks. Another dozen cases were piled near the
door, waiting to be opened. | looked into one, and found that it contained claret - Chateau
Brane-Cantenac, one of Lyd |’ sfavourite wines. | was overcome by akind of sentimental nostalgia |
took a bottle upstairs, opened it, carefully decanted it, and drank down alarge glassfull. It wastoo cold.
| stood the decanter in the hearth, by the wood fire, got out the cheese board, and sat down in the
armchair with one of André Simon’ swine books on my knee. Soon, to my surprise, | found the decanter
empty, and once again, | felt mysalf, steegped in my own past, seeing my life from adistance. It struck me
then that the main problem of human lifeis easy to define. Welive too closeto the present, likea
gramophone needle travelling over arecord. We never gppreciate the music as awhole because we only
hear aseries of individua notes.

| felt theimpulse to get this down on paper. | found a clean notebook in the study and started to write. At
one point, | fetched up another bottle of claret, but forgot to drink it. | was writing about my own life,
about experiencesthat | remembered well, about sudden insights likethe one | had just, had. | realised
that al science has Smply been man’ s attempt to get his nose off the gramophone record, to see things
from adistance, to escape this perpetud tyranny of the present. He invented language and then writing to
try to escape hisworm’ seye view of hisown existence. Later still heinvented art - painting, music,
literature, to try to store the stuff of hisliving experience. It came to me with ashock that art isredly an
extension of science, not its opposite; sciencetriesto store and correlate dead facts; art and literature try
to store and correlate living facts.

And then, the clearest insight of al: scienceisnot man’s attempt to reach *truth’. He doesn’t want * truth’
- inthe sense of mere ‘facts . He wants wider consciousness, freedom from this strange trap that holds
our noses againgt the gramophone record. Thisiswhy he has ways|oved wine and music...

| have summarised my conclusionsin two paragraphs; but they took me severa hours of writing and
severa thousands of words. When | had finished, | redlised that | had reached aturning point in my life.



Admittedly, | had dwaysknown this- inginctively. Now | knew it conscioudy, and the next question
was clear: isthere any straight-forward method, apart from the pursuit of ideas and symbals, for
achieving thiswider consciousness, for obtaining those * bresthing spaces’ when you fed like abird,
contemplating your existence from above, instead of from the gutter?

| was deepy, and | was drunk again. But it wasn't important. | went to bed, full of asense of new
discovery, of knowing something that would change my life. | expected it ill to be there when | woke
up, and it was. | knew then how Newton must have felt when hefinished writing the Principia. It seemed
to methat | had made a discovery of great scientific importance - adiscovery of what scienceredly
amed at. The next question was. what could | do with it? How could | follow it up?

During the next few days, | did agreat ded of thinking and writing, and | came to some important
conclusions. The most important of them wasthis: that although science may not have understood its redl
am, religion and poetry had always understood theirs. The mygtics, like the poets, knew al about this
‘bird’ seye consciousness' that suddenly replaces our usua worm’seyeview.

| went into the Rochford Public Library and found Cuthbert Butler’ sbook on Western Mysticism and a
volume by Evelyn Underbill. More important, | found agramophone record of Finzi’s Dies Natalis, a
setting from Traherne' s Centuries of Meditation. The books on mysticism rather repelled me - my
scientific training was too deep rooted to swallow them eadily - but Traherne' swords were immediately
moving. They madeit clear that | had to get to grips directly with the mystics.

It wasthen that | remembered about Lydll’ suncle. Canon Lyell, acousin of the famous Sir Charles,
never achieved the rank of aVictorian celebrity. But his History of the Eastern Churches was
apparently considered the standard work on its subject - less readable than Dean Stanley’ s book on the
same subject, but more encyclopaedic and reliable. | also seemed to remember that he was the author of
abook on the English mystics, and had possessed one of the largest libraries of religious and theological
worksin the country.

For some absurd reason - after al, | could have found dl the books | needed in the London Library - |
wrote to Alec’ s brother George, who lived in Scotland, and asked him if he knew what had happened to
Canon Lydl’slibrary. A week later, areply came, saying that he had no idea, but that perhaps another
member of thefamily, Aubrey Lydll, could tell me. He enclosed Aubrey Lydl’saddress. It wasin
Alexandria | decided to make do with the London Library and the British Museum.

That weekend, the phonerang: it was Aubrey Lyell, caling from London. George Lyel| had passed on
my message. He said he would like to come over and see me, and | said he would be welcome. He
arrived early on Saturday evening. He was younger than | expected - afew years older than | was - with
black hair and an olive complexion. He wastal and thin, and hisfigure looked oddly digointed. He
spokein afaint, breathless voice, asif too bored to raiseit. But he seemed to be a cultivated, intelligent
man, and after theinitid awkwardness of total strangers Sizing one another up, we began talking as
openly asif wewere old friends. At his suggestion we drove into Rochford for amedl. It was one of
those evenings when everything seemsfated to go perfectly. The food was good; the carafe wine very
drinkable; and each of uswas thoroughly interested in the other’ s persondity. | talked about Lyell, my
home background, and my life since Alec’' s desth; he talked of poetry and mysticism, and told me about
afriend of his, apoet caled Constantine Cafavey, who had died not long before.

Presently he said casudly: ‘I’ d love you to come back to Alexandria’
| asked with mild incredulity: ‘ Are you sure?
‘Quitesure’

‘Alright. Thank you. I'd loveto.” It had been decided within the space of afew seconds, and | fdt a
tremendous exhilaration.



Aswe watched the gpproaching coastline of Egypt, Aubrey told methat anew chapter of my lifewas
opening. Hewasright, but not in the way he meant.

His house was amile outside the city. | wasimpressed. It wasfar larger than | had expected, and stood
in agreat garden with pams and lemon flowers. The grass of the lawn was watered dl thetime by
sprays. The roomswere big and cool, furnished in the European manner. | had spent two daysin Cairo
with the Lyells and had been unimpressed; this struck me as cam and beautiful, giving me a sensation of
inner space. | had oncetried to read Durrell, but given up, finding him too full of defeat and masochism;
now | understood him. Alexandriaisacity to which one must surrender on its own terms, or ignore
completely. Admittedly, it made a difference to be staying in ahouse that overlooked the bay, away from
the dust and beggars and the noise of trams. The city was overcrowded - this was the year of the
Arab-Isradli war - and government organisations tried to persuade refugeesto leave the fly-infested
dumsand moveto D.P. camps - apparently with no success. For Aubrey, the war was merely a
nuisance; it meant that it was more difficult to get to hisfavourite eating places; besides, an Englishman
was likely to be spat at.

| found Aubrey more likeable in his own surroundings; he rel axed, became more serious, took on the
confidence of ahouseholder and agood host. At supper, we drank an Egyptian wine of aburgundy type,
which | had to admit was excellent, and he expounded hisideasto me at length. | was struck because
they corresponded roughly to what | had been thinking afew months before, after Lyell’ sdeath. He
argued his casewdll. Ideas were abstract and finaly unsatisfying, unlessrelated to our human needs.
They might give an impression of satisfying, as hot teatemporarily removes hunger, but itisanillusion.
Manis‘human’, that isto say, heissocid by nature. Hissocid and sexud urges are his degpest; they are
asimportant to his humanity as breathing isto hisbody.

Hiswords might once have struck me astrue. | now saw clearly that his preference for emotions, his
conviction of the unimportance of ideas, was merdly asymptom of hisinability to think logicaly or
serioudy. But hewasintdligent, self critical and sympathetic. When he sensed my basic lack of inclination
for hisway of life, he remained an excellent and courteous host, who had invited meto his house, and
who intended to treat mewel| until | felt likeleaving. | remembered some of my own feglings of
impatience during the days he spent with me, and felt ashamed. | dso found his honesty impressive. On
one occasion, when | had spent half an hour trying to express my sense of our basic difference as politely
aspossible, hesaid: * Y ou mean I’'m not clever enough to think any ideathrough to theend? | had to
laugh when | redlised that my polite circumlocutions had been wasted.

| saw little of Alexandrig; | found hislibrary far too interesting. Canon Lyell had died before he had
finished the second volume of mysticism - it wasto ded with the German school from Eckhart to
Boehme. But his manuscript pages had been sewed together and bound. Most of it had been dictated to
asecretary, whose handwriting was neat and readable. Perhaps it was this personal touch that made the
book so red to me. Mogt of the works referred to in the MS were dso in Aubrey’ slibrary - the beautiful
four volume edition of Boehme, trandated in part by Law (about whom the canon had writtenin the
published volume), rare editions of Eckhart and Suso, Ruysbroek and Saint John of the Cross, and
severd of Blake's own hand printed books. The canon had written down most of hisideasin the margins
and flyleaves, so it was possible to study the development of histhought, asif in anintimate journd. He
had even studied achemy in an attempt to grasp the meaning of Boehme' s symbolism. | aso began to
study the achemists, and was astonished at how much light they shed on pages of Boehme' stext that at
first reading | had dismissed as muddle headed and chaotic.

For thefirst few days, | must admit to finding the mystics baffling and involved. Thelack of scientific
precision irritated me. Then, at exactly the right moment, | came acrossthe key to them - in Aubrey’s
record library. He had agreat admiration for Furtwangler, and had dmost everything Furtwangler had
ever recorded, including the Bruckner symphonies. Lyell had often played me Bruckner in my early days



at Sneinton, but | had not been impressed. | found him mel odious but hopelessly long winded and
repetitive. It seemed clear to me that most of his symphonies need to be cut by ahdf, sometimes more.
His church music satisfied me more, but | preferred Handd. Findly, | had stopped listening to Bruckner,
and Lydl dsolost interest.

Now | came across Furtwangler’ s remark that Bruckner was a descendant of the great German mystics,
and that the aim of his symphonies had been to ‘ make the supernaturd red’. | knew he had begun by
composing church music; surely then, it followed that he came to the symphony because he wanted to go
further in expressing ‘the supernatural’ ? | put on Furtwangler’ s recording of the Seventh Symphony, and
immediately understood that thiswas true. This music was dow, deliberate, because it was an atempt to
escape the nature of music - which, after all, isdramatic; that isto say, it hasthe nature of astory. You
listen to its development as you would listen to the development of astory. Bruckner, according to
Furtwangler, wanted to suspend the mind’ s normal expectation of development, to say something that
could only be expressed if the mind fdll into adower rhythm. So interpretations that treat them as
symphonies - like Klemperer’'s - or asromantic poems - like Walter's - missthe whole point. Thismusic
isnot descriptive of nature; it attemptsto approximate to nature.

When | understood this, Furtwangler’ sinterpretations were revelatory. | put them on when the house
was quiet, and | cdmed my mind, asif | werelying on the seashore, listening to the sound of the seaand
absorbing the sun. Then the music induced utter calm, and even the orchestral climaxes seemed as
impersona asthe crash of waves. | now made the interesting discovery that instead of seeming too long,
the symphonies seemed far too short. They ended just as| had entered fully into their mood. | ended by
piling haf adozen long-playing records on the turntable, and listening to assorted movements of the
Fourth, the Seventh, the Eighth, without bothering about which symphony they belonged to. With
Bruckner, this makes surprisingly little difference, snce for him, asymphony was aways an incantation to
induce the same state of mind, the sense of detachment from our humanity, of entering into the eternd life
of mountains and atoms.

The days passed in an enormous sense of peace. The weather wasided, still cool enough to be enjoyed.
Aubrey took me on occasiond excursions, but otherwise ceased to bother with me. | found amorning
gtting in acafe, taking with the Alexandrian literati, so painful that even he could seethat | hated it. After
that, he would introduce meto visitors with the remark: *He's studying to beamonk’ and | would dip off
to the library as soon as they ceased to notice me,

The month | spent in Aubrey’ s house catalysed an enormous mental changein me. | found that | even
ceased to regret Lydl’ s degth. | would have preferred him to be dive; but my present discovery would
have been impossible without his death. | would have continued absorbed in science, and suppressed any
other impulses.

Two days before | left Alexandria, | came upon the book that caused my second grest change of
direction, and introduced meto my life’ swork. | found it in the bookcase in Aubrey’ sroom one day
when | waslooking for abiography of Furtwangler that he had mentioned. It had the unspectacular title
Human Ageing, A Biological and Behavioural Sudy. | wondered idly what such abook was doing on
his bookshelves. Then | remembered severd remarks he had made about the business of getting old -
about how the past five years had passed like six months, and he expected the next decade to pass even
quicker. He said: ‘ Time saconfidencetrick. It’ s like a crooked guardian who keeps dipping his hands
into your bank account. Y ou think you' ve still got afortune left, and then redlise that you' re on the edge
of bankruptcy.” He also mentioned some statistic, to the effect that by the end of the century, the average
life-expectancy would be eighty-one instead of seventy-four.

| took the book back to my room, and read the firgt article. And then | recalled my discussion with Lyell
about the autolytic enzymes. | turned to an examination of the blood chemistry in healthy aged men, and
discovered that thereisastriking similarity between that of these men and of ‘norma’ younger men,
although thereisamarked decrease of serum abumin. | remembered an odd sentence that | had read



somewhere: that ratsfed on adiet of ecstasy livelonger. | recalled Aubrey’ s remarks about the
acceleration of time, and my own observation that Bruckner’ s symphonies became too short when | was
inamood of tota serenity. Somewhere, | knew ingtinctively, there was a connection between these
gpparently unrelated facts. And with some other idea of mine that eluded me...

It came back that evening, after supper. Aubrey and | had dined done - | had told him | intended to
leave. He wanted to know how | reconciled my love of science with thisinterest in mysticism. | soon
discovered that he had atheory of his own which seemed to fit the facts. He thought of scientists as men
afraid to accept the implications of their humanity - perhaps people ‘ degply wounded in their sexudity’,
as Durrdl said of his Alexandrians. They were dso afraid of deeth. He, Aubrey said, was not afraid of
death; he accepted it asthe necessary corollary to hisbelief that man isintended to be human, to live
humanly and sensudly. The scientist is unwilling to face death, and so he sacrifices his humanity and tries
to identify himself with the abstract and the eternd. And the religious man has the same motive, except
that he may believein an after life for which he hasto prepare.

| pointed out that | had been interested in science and mathemeatics from the age of nine or ten - far too
young to take death serioudy or think of evading it. Then | explained my own view of the scientific urge-
that it isthe attempt to achieve the ‘bird’ seye view’, broader consciousness. And as| said it, the
connection suddenly came to me, and | stopped speaking.

Aubrey asked meto go on; but | wanted to think this out done. So | ended lamely, and let him go on
talking. And when he found me dull, and went to make atelephone call to anight club, | went out into the
garden and sat on alow wall. It was aclear night, and the stars seemed closer than | have ever seen them
in England. And now | followed theimplications of my idea. By life‘we mean being dive, being
conscious - not just “head consciousness, but the obscure forces of Lawrence' s solar plexus . Buit if life
is consciousness, then the problem of prolonging life should be the problem of increasing consciousness -
theam of science aswell asart. Ecstasy isincrease of consciousness - and ratsfed on adiet of ecstasy
livelonger. It followsthat greet artists, scientists and mathematicians should live longer than other men.
And where mathematicians are concerned, | knew thisto be true. Newton - eighty-five. Sylvester -
eighty-three. Dedekind - eighty-five. Galileo - seventy-eight. Gauss - seventy-eight. Euclid - ninety.
Sylow - eighty-six. Whitehead - eighty-six. Russell - ninety-five (and till dive at that time). Weierdtrass -
eighty-two. E. T. Bell once remarked that mathemeaticians either die very young - by disease or accident

- or liveto be very old. Mostly, they live on. | decided to check the figure—how many mathematicians
out of atest batch lived to be more than seventy-five. (I later discovered that it was nearly 50 per cent -
as compared to less than 15 per cent in the genera population.) | began to try to remember how many
artigts, philosophers, musicians, have achieved old age. | knew less about these groups than about
mathematicians, but even so, | could think of across section of such men that seemed significant.
Bruckner, admittedly, only reached seventy-two - but he was in many ways afrustrated and unhappy
little man. But Sibdlius, whose music is equaly serene and majestic, lived to ninety-one. Strauss reached
elghty-five. Haydn reached seventy-seven in an age when fifty was average life expectancy. Vaughan
Williams - another one of the mystical school - reached eighty-six. By thistime, | was so interested in my
gamethat | went to the library and took down abiographical dictionary, then began to look up names at
random. Plato - eighty-one. Kant - eighty. Santayana - eighty-nine. Tolstoy - eighty-two. Bernard Shaw
- ninety-three. H. G. Wells - eighty-one. G. E. Moore - eighty-five. Newman -eighty-nine (athough he
thought of himsdlf asapermanent invaid!). Carlyle - eighty-six (another vaetudinarian). Bergson
-eighty-two.

Aubrey cameinto the study to tell me he was going out, and found me writing down lists of figures. He
sad: ‘Back a mathematics again, en? Had enough of religion? | said: 'Y ou say you want to live to an
old age? ‘1 suppose so, why? * Then your best chance isto become amathematician or a philosopher.
Infact, athinker of any kind. They last longer.’

| showed him my figures. By thistime, | had taken down adictionary of the arts and sciences, and was



samply making lists of ages under various headings. Philosophers and mathemeticians came out best, with
nearly 50 per cent living to be over seventy-five. The average for musicians, artists and writerswas lower
- but then, amuch higher percentage of artists tend to be emotionaly unstable or unhappy. Thefigures
showed that the stable ones tended to live as long as philosophers.

Aubrey looked dazed. Then he said: “Wdll, you' ve made your point. But | till intend to go out and drink
champagne, and spend the evening with aneurotic young model. What do you think that proves? |
smiled at him as hewent out. ‘Y ou know aswell as| do.’

| sailed from Egypt in early May. | preferred the searoute; | wanted time to think: about practical
problems aswdll asideas. | wondered where to go next. | was determined that my life should regain the
sense of order and direction | had lost since Lydl’ sdesth. | liked Aubrey, but the purposalessness of his
life horrified me. The thought that most people lived like this dmaost made me despair of being human. |
decided not to return to the Essex cottage; | would go back to Hucknall until | could decide what to do.

Ontheboat | had abrief attack of dysentery; but even thisturned out to be enlightening. | woke up inthe
night feding sick, and lay awake, trying to fight it off. The smallness of the cabin, the warmth, the sound
of the man in the next cabin tossing in hisbunk - all these intensified the sckness. Then | heard the sound
of steps outside my door - asailor or officer on duty, Since he was wearing shoes. A few minutes|ater, |
heard low voicesthat sounded asif they were arguing. My door was opposite aflight of sairs; they
stopped under the stairs and continued the argument. One of them kept saying: * Don't raise your voice
and the other said: ‘| don’t see why not. It’snone of your bloody businessanyway...” | gathered that one
of them had been in the cabin of afemale passenger, and the other had caught him coming out. After a
few minutes, they went upgtairs, still arguing in low voices. Then | noticed that my interest in their quarrel
had made the sickness subside. | had stopped thinking about myself - and the sickness had vanished... |
recalled aline of Shaw’s: *Minding your own businessis like minding your own body - it’ sthe quickest
way to make yourself sick.” Why should it be? Why should thinking about yourself increase the
sickness, and thinking about something else diminish it?

For the next twenty-four hours | was convulsed with retching and diarrhoes; but in between times, |
thought about my insight. And the following day, when | was again ableto eat alittle, | saw the solution
clearly. Human beings are unlike any other anima on the surface of the earth in one important respect:
they are cgpable of focusing their minds on matters that have no immediate persond significance for them.
The consciousness of an anima is bound to be concerned with its needs and desires; man hasthis
capacity for taking an interest in other things, quite apart from his persona needs. * Other’ things - that
wasthe vita phrase. The human capacity for ‘other-ness'. A certain odour or fragment of music could
remind me vividly of some other place or other time, and make the present moment vanish for an instant.
But this ability to leap away from my own body was not confined to eventsin my own past life. | could
read the biography of along-dead scientist, and make the same ‘leap’. | could makeit listening to a
symphony of Bruckner, or doing amathematica problem. The ‘ other-ness' permits usto draw on
reserves of strength that are normaly not availableto us.

| recalled an incident of my teens. | had heard about the discovery of afoss| coelocanth at Matlock in
Derbyshire, and rode over there one Sunday afternoon to seeit. There was astrong wind against me; |
arrived exhaugted. | was tempted to find acafe and rest for half an hour over teaand sandwiches, but |
waslate. So | sought out the man who had found the fossil, and asked to seeit. He was an old boatman
whoseinterest in such things was purely amateurish. But his enthusiasm wasintense, and heinssted that |
go with him to the cave, so he could show me the spot where he found it. We climbed asteep hill,
borrowed alantern from an obliging guide, and then went down alow, steep corridor that plunged into
the hill. For over an hour we scrambled around over great dabs of rock, through narrow openings, aong
moist corridors, while he showed me other fossils embedded in the stone. And when we came out into
the sunlight again, | realised that | felt completely refreshed - more refreshed than if | had spent the hour



deegping in the sun. My mind had focused with interest on the matter of the fossls, walking through the
caves, | had become aware of the enormous age of the earth, and the brevity of al human history. And
with my mind focused on ‘ other-ness, strength had returned: | had made contact with the inner reserve
of power that isinaccessibleto ordinary ‘persond’ consciousness.

This, | redlised, was the completion of my argument with Aubrey Lyell. Scienceis not ameaningless
abgiraction, unrdlated to human life. Like art, literature, music, rdligion, it isthe pursuit of an * other-ness’
that connects us to some obscure source of power inside ourselves.

It wasal fascinating - but what did it prove? Even though | was convinced that | had ssumbled on a
fundamental truth, it meant nothing unless| could relate it to definite facts. For example, man isone of the
most long-lived animas on earth. A dog or ahorse, even atiger, isold at fifteen. But then, turtles and
elephantslive longer than men. Were these merely exceptionsto arule - or isthere no relation between
man’slongevity and his capacity for thought? Again, man now livesfar longer thanin the past. Inthetime
of Shakespeare, aman wasold at fifty. A few centuries earlier, and thirty-five was the average
expectation of life. Isthisincreased longevity related to our increased capacity to use the mind, to
universal education? Or isit merely due to improved sanitary conditions, shorter hours of work, and so
on? Unless one could answer these questions with adefiniteyes or no, it dl remained afary tae, a
dightly insanetheory.

But how could | set about testing it? | racked my brains, but could think of no answer. Inthe ship’s
library, | discovered a book that made me fed asthough | were being mocked by some obscure demon
of science. It upheld the theory that the earth has had several moons, each one of which has crashed on
the earth, giving rise to the great myths of floods and universal destruction. According to this book, men
were smaller in the Middle Ages (as they undoubtedly were) because the present moon was then further
from the earth. In the meantime, it has come closer, neutralising the earth’ s gravity to some extent, and
alowing usto grow tdler... and, at the sametime, to live longer, Since reduced gravity meansless
wear-and-tear on our bodies!

| remember feding akind of superdtitious shiver as| read the book. It was asif the fates were warning
methat | was drifting dangeroudly close to becoming a crank. My immediate reaction was a
determination to discover the facts about longevity, no matter how long it took. | read the book on
Human Ageing from cover to cover, hoping to find apoint of departure, and finding none. Theories
about the Middle Ages were obvioudy usdless; there was no way of testing them. And theories about
human consciousness were equaly meaningless unless| could devise away of investigating them inthe
laboratory. So where could | begin? Obvioudy, with the human body and its capabilities. But thiswas
one subject about which | knew very little; it had smply never interested me. In that case, | had to begin
with learning about the body.

It would serve no purpose to describe the next eighteen monthsin detail. | lived in lodgings off Goodge
Street, attended lecturesin anatomy and pathology at University College, and spent agreat ded of time
in the British Museum Reading Room. | made almost no acquaintances - | was too absorbed in work for
socidising. My chief relaxations were exploring the second hand bookshopsin the Charing Cross Road,
and wandering around the city. (My favourite time for this was Saturday afternoons and Sundays.)
Sneinton was empty for much of thetime; Howard - Lady Lyell’ ssolicitor - told me that she spent a
great dedl of time staying with friends and hunting. So | spent many weekends there - it was only atwo
hour drive up the M. 1. | also spent more time with my parents, now both my brothers were married.

One day, driving back from Nottingham, | switched on the car radio, and heard avoice saying: ‘Man’s
evolution has been the steady growth of hisindependence from the body and the physical world. His
mind seemsintent on defying the processes of time. In this respect, art and science havethe sameam. A
lover of Dickensfeds as much a home in nineteenth-century London asin the London of hisown day. A



historian may know ancient Rome or Athens aswell as Oxford or Cambridge. And ascientist might find
the Plestocene eramore interesting than the twentieth century. The human mind objectsto being confined
in the present. Man' s history isthe history of a search for wider horizons. And now arisesthe
fundamental question. What is the purpose of dl this contemplation?Isit to make us aware of our own
unimportance, of the fact that our lifeis so brief asto be practicaly meaningless? If so, then science
defeatsits own purpose. We d better remain confined by the perpetua horizon of the present, asthefish
isconfined by its horizon of water. But isthistrue? Isthe fina end of human knowledge to teach man his
own unimportance? Or are we right to trust that curioudy optimistic impulse that drives usto transcend
our imprisonment intimes? (I am quoting the version of the lecture that was printed in The Listener (8
February 1969), not the version that finaly gppeared in Man the Measure (Gollancz, 1970)).

A moment later, the announcer’ svoice said: * That was Sir Henry Littleway, delivering the seventh and
last of the Leath lectures, under thetitle Man the Measure.’

| experienced atingling in the nerve ends, a sensation of physical lightness; the feding that | had arrived at
the beginning of anew stage of my journey. | am certain that | am not imagining thisfeding in retrospect.
It was aflash of second-sight, of definite knowledge of the future. | had never heard of Sir Henry
Littleway, but his name suddenly seemed as familiar to me asmy own. Assoon as| arrived back home, |
looked him up in Who' s Who. Bornin Great Glen, Leicestershire, in 1919, educated at Leeds, earned a
DSO in Normandy, holder of the McDouga chair of psychology a McGill Universty 1949-1956, then
at the Massachusetts Ingtitute of Technology until 1965. The Who's Who | consulted was out of date,
but it gave his address. Langton Place, Great Glen. | immediately wrote him aletter, sketching my own
background, and explaining my present interest in gerontology. Before| seded it, | had amoment of
misgiving. After dl, | had only heard afew sentences at the end of a course of lectures; his views might
be diametricaly opposed to my own. If he had been at M.I.T., he might be afollower: of Skinner and the
behaviourigts. Still, I had nothing to lose. | walked up to the post office a Mornington Crescent to catch
the earliest post next day.

| heard nothing from him for amonth. Then, one day, asmdl armail parcd arrived with an American
postmark. It contained a paperback book. Ageing and the Value Experience by Aaron Marks, and a
letter from Littleway. He apologised for the delay - he had come to Americato attend the conference of
the American Psychologicd Association. He had known Lydll dightly and liked him. He expected to be
back in London at the end of March, when he would hope to see me; in the meantime, the enclosed
book would give me someidea of the work that was being done. He a so mentioned some other books
on related subjects.

| read Marks s book through in one morning. Then | went to the British Museum, and looked up his
other publications, aswell asthe other books recommended by Littleway: Husserl, Scheler, Cantril,
Merleau Ponty, Leicester. | was used to reading and absorbing quickly, but by the end of that first day, |
felt asthough my brain was fermenting under my skull. It was amazing that there could be so much
important work that | wastotally unaware of. Thiswas partly due to the fact that it wasin afield that had
never interested me, the no-man’ sland between psychology and philosophy. For two years, | had
suspected that | was a solitary pioneer in afield that might arouse more ridicule than interest. Now |
reglised that ideas | had thought daring were commonplace to Marks and Littleway.

| soon discovered that Marks had created a battery of terms that made some of my own neologisms
superfluous. Hismost basic ideawas that of the ‘ value experience . For most of histime,” hewrote, ‘man
isconfined by anarrow perceptual horizon. Heislimited in three respects: with regard to space, with
regard to time, and with regard to meaning. He acceptslife asit comes, and insofar as he experiences
values, they are the animal vaues of hunger, thirst, tiredness, the need for self-assertion and territory.
These are so0 basic that he is not even aware of them as values; they are smply impulses. But then there
are certain moments of detachment, moments when he becomes aware of meanings and patterns beyond
his present horizon. He seesthe wood instead of half a dozen trees. These moments of seeing the wood



instead of thetrees| cdl “vaue experiences’ - V.E.’sfor short.” (Students of psychology can skip the
next few pages. | am summarising Mark’ sideas, which are now aswell known as Freud's, because |
want to show their part in my own development).

In other words, Marks s ‘ value experience wasmy ‘bird’ s eye moment’. But his definitions were much
more precise than mine. The V.E. or meaning-experience can take severa forms. For example, the
sexua orgasm usudly bringsthis sense of horizons of meaning beyond everyday consciousness, so one
might be tempted to say that al value experiences gpproximate to the orgasm. Thiswould be untrue,
because there is another type of V.E. that brings a deep sense of cam. For example, if we read
Wordsworth’s sonnet on Westmingter Bridge :

N€e er saw |, never felt acalm so deep.
Theriver glideth a his own sweet will.
Dear God, the very houses seem adeep...

itisclear that he was experiencing the opposite of the orgasm, something closer to the Buddhist’ sideas
of nirvana, rapt contemplation. Marks distinguishes these val ue experiences as moments of
‘ contemplative objectivity’.

Aseveryone now knows, Marks was the first to recognise the idea that about 5 per cent of human
beings- or of any animal group - belong to adominant minority, the ‘ evolutionary spearhead’. The
majority of neurotics belong to this dominant minority, for the obvious reason that, having a stronger
sense of purpose, they are more easily frustrated. Marks performed a series of famous experimentsin
which he ddliberately induced nervous breakdownsin dogs, rats and hamsters by subjecting them to
various forms of frugtration. The dominant minority - exactly 5 per cent - had breakdownsin about half
the time it took to induce them in the remaining 95 per cent. With these experiments, Marks had taken
the decisive step beyond Freud. The dominant 5 per cent isdriven by an urge for self-development and
maturity. Sexud frudtration isan important eement in neuros's because sexud development isavitd part
of the maturing process. But it is not the most important or basic cause of neurosis.

In generd, the dominant minority among human beings behaves and responds very like the dominant
minority among other animas. But thereis an important difference. A very smdl percentage of the human
5 per cent - Marks determined it to be about 0.5 of the 5 per cent, or 0.00025 Per cent of the human
race - needs to expressits dominance by another kind of self expression - the evolution of the mind.
Mogt of the 5 per cent expressesitsalf through socia dominance - it needs to dominate or outshine other
people. The 0.00025 Per cent isbasically obsessed by the value experience; thisisits highest form of
self-expression. For these people, dl other forms of achievement and dominance seem barren.

But now camethe part that redlly excited me. Marks had performed two series of experiments that
placed dl thisin asolid bass of observation. Thefirst wasthe cure of ‘incurable’ acoholics by inducing
V.E.s, the second, the increase of the life-gpan of old people in ahomefor the destitute.

The acohoalic experiment was based on the supposition that alarge number of acoholics belong to the
0.00025 per cent (whom Marks calsthe ‘ creative minority’, borrowing Toynbee sterm). Very few
redlly creative people achieve compl ete self-expression, because the transition from socia-orientation -
the desire to dominate other people - to genuine credtivity - the desire for value-experiences above
everything dse - isso difficult. Thereason for thisissmple: itishard to achieve V.E.sa will unlessyou
have outgrown the desire to dominate other people. This meansthereisa period when aman is* between
two stools . He has started to lose interest in other people, but has still not reached the point of being
able to replace the old domination experience with the value experience. In this stege, the credtive
minority arelikely to look esawhere for some satisfaction - to alcohol, drugs or sexud excess. The gtrain
may aso produceillness - particularly tuberculoss. This explainswhy so many of the romantic poetsand



artigts died tragicaly, or became drug addicts, like Coleridge and De Quincey.

Marks used various meansto induce V.E.Sin hisacohalics - hypnosis, the e ectronic stroboscope,
noise-analysis machines, psychedelic drugs - and cured about 82 per cent of them. (About 23 per cent
later regressed to alcoholism, and of these, 9 per cent were cured permanently by arepetition of the
treatment.)

The experiment with the old people proceeded dong the samelines. In this case, Marks wasinclined to
wonder whether very old people who have ceased to care about art, poetry or music could be
revitalised, or whether something inside might have atrophied. Thistime he took a cross section of old
people, but took care to include several who had once been fond of poetry or music. Onceagain V.E.s
wereinduced by various means, and then al the subjects were exposed to various forms of aesthetic
experience. Since alarge number of the subjects had no interest in poetry, music or painting, he aso
showed severa exceptiondly fine travel ogues of Scandinaviaand American Nationa Parks, with
three-dimensional technicolour and sgnificantly enough - music by Sibelius and Bruckner. Here, the
resultswereincredible. All subjects, without exception, displayed an increase in vitdity, the total
vanishing of gpathy. In severad of them, thistook the form of religious converson, with revivdigtic
meetings. The experimentstook placein early spring, and all the subjects began to take daily walks, and
arranged bustours of the area (Norfolk, Virginia). And seven out of thefifty subjects, including the four
Marks had sdlected especidly, experienced acomplete intellectud and aesthetic awakening, and formed
amusic and poetry society, aswell asareading and discussion group. In al cases, the generd leve of
hedlth rose.

Thefifty chosen were dl over seventy-five, so that there seemed areasonable statistica certainty that
some of them would die during the next year. (The expectation was 17 per cent.) Infact, dl but three
were gill alivetwo years|ater. Eleven more had relgpsed to their former state of indifference, but
remained hedthy.

These two experiments fascinated me - particularly the latter. For it wasimmediately clear that the
successes among the old people were much higher than there was any reason to expect. The adcoholics
were dready a selected group, because of Marks s assumption that the creative minority produce a
larger percentage of acoholics. So the 82 per cent success was perhaps to be expected. Thefifty old
people were atypica group; even the salection of four ‘ cregtive’ ones made less difference than might be
expected, because there were less than ahundred people over seventy-five in the home. So
comparatively speaking, the success rate was out of al proportion to what might have been expected.

Y et this seems at first unexplainable. Old people have lost their expectation for the future. A cured
acoholic might expect to salvage agreat ded of hisfuture, perhaps even to achieve great success. Most
of the old people in the experiment knew that they would never be likely to leave the home (which was,
admittedly, an exceptionaly good one). So why should their rel gpse rate be so much lower than among
acoholics?

Marks made no attempt to explain it. But the explanation that occurred to me was perhaps the most
exciting thing about the whole invetigation. We know that people gradudly losethe will to live asthey
get older because the future holds less in store by way of excitement or love or discovery. We a so tend
to assumethat they fail to develop in any other way. ‘ Do not talk to me of the wisdom of old age’ saysT.
S. Eliot. But supposing this assumption is mistaken? Supposing, in fact, that the Smple process of getting
older involves an dmost automatic process of maturing - aprocess of which we remain unaware in most
cases because it is counteracted by the running-down process?

Perhaps thisis a case where the ancients knew better than we do, They had atendency to regard the old
asnaturdly wise. Today the oppositeistrue - ageis synonymous with senility. But in early societies, there
would be far more to stimulate the aged. Life would be harder; they would have amore active part to
play intriba life, and so on. The running-down process would be dower. (Isthisaso why so many old



documents mention very old men - Noah, Methuselah, etc.?) The natura ‘wisdom’ would not be
counteracted by the running-down process.

And again, if thisistrue (I had to admit that it isabig ‘if’), the next step of the argument is even clearer.
Man must be closer than he supposes to achieving some of the superhuman attributes. For we have a
deeply ingrained ideathat old ageis merely arunning down, asit gppearsto bein most animals. A turtle
doesn't get wiser for being two hundred years old. If it can be definitely shown that thereisaprocessin
man working againgt the running-down of old age, then we have proved that there is abasic difference
between man and the other animas. The mechanigtic view of man fals down. Heisnot smply amachine
that wears out. On another level, he continuesto evolve. But hisevolution isfrustrated by physica

decay, which in turn is the outcome of the collapse of the will. Marks s experiments make this latter
consequence very clear. The acoholic isan oversengtive person who is exhausted by the complexity of
the modern world. Being exhausted, he ceasesto have V .E.s. So he drinksto induce V .E.s. He becomes
dependent on liquor, ceases to exercise any will-power, and so needs still more liquor to induce V. .E.s.
He remains patheticaly unawarethat it is precisaly hisabnegation of thewill that is preventing him having
V.E.s. Marksthen induces V.E.s by afar more powerful and effective method than alcohal; theresult isa
lightning flash of ingght into the nature of the V .E. - that it depends on vitdity, hedth and will-power. The
acoholic sees that when he thought he was pursuing the V.E. he was actudly running in the opposite
direction. So he does an about-face - and ceases to be an alcoholic.

Ontheevening | received Littleway’ sletter, | wrote him aten page reply, setting out these suggestions.
From then on, | ceased to bother about medica school, and trying to devise experimentsto explain the
workings of the autolytic enzymes.

A week later, Littleway’ sreply arrived, together with copies of his Listener talks. And again, | had the
sensation of the carpet being pulled from under me. Littleway had dready advanced a hypothess very
like my own to account for the result of Marks' s experiments. It wasin the fourth of his Leath lectures, in
which he speaks of the history of vitalism, from Lamarck to Driesch and Bergson - with digressonson
Eucken, Edouard von Hartmann and Whitehead - and ends by asserting that it will be necessary for
twentieth century biology to return to someform of the vitaist hypothesis. Littleway ends by writing: ‘ The
concluson seemsclear. Man isdistinguished from the other animals by the intensity of the evolutionary
urge that he embodies. He is an evolutionary animal, capable of greater good and greater evil than any
other creature - Since evil isthe outcome of the frustrated evolutionary drive.” And at the beginning of the
gxth lecture, hewrites: ‘ The vitd forceis quantitatively different in man; it strivesto become quditatively
different. If he could achieve a more-or-less permanent state of objectivity [he was herereferring to
Marks sterm ‘ contempl ative objectivity’] the evolutionary impul se would become sdlf-sustaining,
sf-amplifying.’

My first reaction was disappointment. Like Alfred Russell Wallace, | had been repesting the work that
someone had aready done more efficiently. But when | thought about it, the disappointment changed into
afeding of confidence and optimism. Wallace had reason to be disgppointed. The theory of natura
selection is an abgtract truth that was not going to directly benefit anyone but its discoverer. But if Marks
and Littleway wereright, the consequences might be practical and immediate; it could bethesingle
greatest discovery in the history of the planet. So | returned with renewed vitality to my bookson old
age, and waited impatiently for Littleway’ sarriva.

Anyone who has been reading thiswith sympathy must have redlised that my fedings about the ‘ secret’
swung from one extreme to the other. There were timeswhen | felt so excited that al the world seemed
transformed. | would ook at the people | passed in the street, and think ‘If only they knew...” And there
were other timeswhen it seemed that | might be pursuing adream. For two million years, man has been
more-or-less the same kind of creature. His evolution has been socia rather than biologica. Ismodern
man redly so different from Australopithecus? If you or | were somehow transported back to the Stone



Age, would we be so much better off than the Stone Age men? Would we know where to look for iron
ore, and how to smdit it to make knives? Would we even succeed in starting afirein the seaming
forests? But if the answer to these questionsis no, then how can we hope to completely change human
nature overnight? When | reasoned like this, | accused mysdf of becoming a crank, an unscientific
visonary, and | would read afew chapters of Popper’s Logic of Scientific Discovery asakind of
mental astringent. And then another flash of insght would makeit clear that | was on to something
important, whether | could ‘fed’ it or not. And then there were the ‘in between” moodswhen | studied
my books on gerontology - | had pretty well everything published in English - and felt akind of qualified
optimism, and a determination not to let mysalf get carried away by enthusiasm.

Early in April, | received atdegram from Littleway, asking meif | could meet him for lunch at hisclub,
the Athenaeum. | spent the morning in the Reading Room, then walked down to Lower Regent Street. It
was abright, clear morning, and | wasin my optimistic phase. For the more | thought about Marks's
experiments, themore | saw that | had been incredibly lucky. Throughout my teens| had lived alife of
ideas, driven by inner purpose. The usud conflict between body and mind had been reduced to a
minimum inmy case. So with luck, | might becomethe living proof of my own theory ...

Asto Littleway, | was not sure what | had expected. | had read amost every word he had ever
published; on thewhole, | was disappointed. Much of it was on the philosophy of science, and thiswas
a0 hisgpproach in the Leath lectures. So while individua paragraphs seemed to meimmensdly exciting,
it was difficult to see where he was driving. His mind struck me as curioudly abstract | formed a picture of
him asatal, bird-like man with penetrating eyes, a cross between Sherlock Holmes and Wittgengtein.

He proved to be short, powerfully built, with the healthy complexion of afarmer. He recognised me
immediately. ‘ Ah, so you're Lester. Nice to meet you. Like abeer? There was something energetic,
amogt boisterous, about him. His voice gave the impression that he would be perfectly happy shouting
above the noise of atractor or combine harvester; hiswalk had asort of swing, asif he was setting out
for atwenty miletramp. | am tal and thin, and relatively shy, unless carried away by idess. | said: ‘That's
kind of you, sir.” * Better cal me Henry. Everybody does. I'll call you Howard, (Thislater became Harry)
if you don’'t mind. Pint of draught? We sat in the corner of the bar, and broke the ice by talking about
Lyel. By thetimewewent infor lunch, | felt sufficiently at easeto start talking.

‘Asl seeit, the problemisto try to carry on Marks' s experiments. We need some way of measuring the
metabolic rate of ageing, so asto be able to check how far it can be dowed down.’

He diced hisway through ahuge dab of roast beef.
“You'rerather moreinterested in this ageing aspect than | am. | don't seeit astheimmediate problem.’
‘Thenwhat is?

‘The biological problem. Have you read Hardy’ s Living Stream? His suggestion that the genes might be
affected by some form of telepathy? That' sthe sort of thing I’ d like to investigate. Y ou see why?

Marks stheories about value experiences are dl very well - they might be true for psychology - but do
they have any meaning for biologists? If they do, it'sashake-up for Darwinism.’

‘“How would you go about it?

‘ Study the gene code. Since Komberg synthesised DNA at Stanford, there are al kinds of possibilities. If
you can duplicate genetic materid, it ought to be possible to produce identical specimensto experiment
on. Y ou can see the advantage of that? Suppose | experiment with an abino rat, to determine how it
reactsto frustration, or something of the kind. When my experiment’ sover, I’ velearned acertain
amount, but I might wish that I’ d tried acompletdly different line of experiment. I’d like to sart a the
beginning again, with the samerat. But | can't - because it isn't the same rat any more— it’ s changed.
Andif | useadifferent rat, | don’'t know how far its differences are affecting my results. Now | can gart
al over again with the samerat - or with afairly exact duplicate. At least, that’swhat I'm hoping...



| wasinterested, yet dready | was beginning to fed disgppointed. Somehow, it wasn't what | had been
hoping. He went on:

‘The same thing with experiments about dominance. What would happen if you put severd identicd rats
together in a cage? Which of them would become dominant, and why? That’ s one of thethings|’d liketo
discover. Then there' sanother interesting thing. A few years ago, my daughter had a couple of white
mice, and a pet hamgter. One of the mice was abold little devil, full of curiosity. The other was one of
those mousey mice - shy and nervous. One day, the hamster got into their cage and bit the nearest one -
turned it upside down and bit its somach. It died almost immediately. And of course, it was the nervous
mouse. | was certain of that before | even looked into the cage. But why should | have been so certain?
After dl, if the other mouse had been nearest, surdly it would have died instead? Then | got to brooding
about it. Was the shy mouse shy because it got used to being dominated by the other one? Supposing
you could have put the shy mouse in a cage with an even shyer mouse? Would it develop dominant
qudities? There was no way of finding out, because it was dead. But if both mice could be duplicated,
you could try dl kinds of combinations...’

He saw my expression of doubt.
‘| suppose you' re wondering whether you could really duplicate mice so they wereidentical ?
| said: ‘No. That wasn't what | wasthinking at dl...’

We broke off while the waiter brought us apple pie and cream, and | arranged my thoughtsin order.
Then | tried to explain what was bothering me. | told him about Lyd I’ s degth, and my increasing interest
in this problem of death; of my excitement over thelast lines of hisLeath lectures - that man has reached
aturning point in his evolution; about my even greater excitement about Marks s experimentswith old
people... And now | wanted to attack the problem directly, not in this roundabout way, with experiments
onmiceand abinorats.

Littleway ate hispie and listened without saying anything. When | had finished, he said dowly:

‘| agreewith al you've said. But we ve got to make a start somewhere. | think you' re letting your
impatience carry you away. I’ m twenty years your senior, and | know things can’'t he clone aseasly as
that.’

‘But how about Marks' s experiments? Surely they’ re abeginning?
‘In asense. But Marks doesn't see them in the same way that you do.’
‘No? Then how does he see them?

‘Don’'t misunderstand me. Of course he' sinterested in this problem of the “ evolutionary legp”. But & the
moment, that’ s not hismajor interest. He' sinterested in the kind of values men need to achieve
sef-expression, and the kind of society that could give maximum self-redlisation to everybody. It sa
question of socid engineering, if you seewhat | mean.’

Asweleft the club, twenty minutes|ater, hewas il trying to explain.

‘Look, don’t misunderstand me. | sympathise with your interests. But | can’'t see any practica way of
testing whether your ideas are correct. It seemsto methat al you can do at the moment is speculate.
Andthat’sdl very interesting, but it'sonly abeginning...’

By thistime, | was feding too depressed to object. | could see that his mind was, in many ways, more
acute than mine. He had afine eye-to-business gpproach that reminded me of Lydll. So perhaps hewas
right, and | wasbeing idealistic. | had to agreethat | couldn’t think of any way to test my idess.

We parted at the comer of Piccadilly outsde Swan and Edgars, | to return to the Museum, heto go to
Hampstead, where he was staying with friends. As he was about to climb into the taxi, he said: * L ook,
I’ve got thingsto do in London for the next week. Why don’t you come up to Leicester with mewhen |



go there, and spend afew daystaking it over?

| agreed immediatdly, and walked back to the Reading Room fedling more cheerful. If hewaswilling to
alow meinto hishome, it meant that he couldn’t have dismissed me completely asacrank and atime
waster. So it was now up to meto answer his objections, to think out away of turning my theoriesinto
experiments. But how...?

The more | thought about it, the clearer it sesemed to methat Littleway was basicaly right. Unless| could
discover someway of measuring the process of ageing with extreme precision, there would be no point in
repesting Marks s experiments with old people. He had demonstrated that longevity depends on asense
of purpose. But surely that was obvious enough anyway? Frankl had made the same observationina
concentration camp during the war: that the prisoners with a sense of purpose lived longest. Thet |eft the
maor question: what purpose?

By thetime | reached the museum, | was miserable and fatigued again. | had expected so much of my
meeting with Littleway - and it seemed to be adead end. | had been reading an article about certain old
men in the Caucasus who often lived to be a hundred and fifty, and who attributed their longevity to

goat’ smilk. Now it al seemed such nonsensethat | couldn’t finishiit. | took Shaw’ s Collected Plays of f
the shell, and re-read parts of Back to Methuselah. This deepened my depression. | could seewhy the
politiciansin the second play are so disappointed by the Gospel of the Brothers Barnabas They wanted
to be told how they could live to be three hundred. And dl Franklin Barnabas can say is ‘1t will happen’.
What isthe good of believing it will happen, if you' ve no ideaof how to make it happen?

By five 0’ clock | felt exhausted and bored. Instead of going straight back to my room, | walked down
Charing Cross Road to the river, then wandered along the embankment to Blackfriars Bridge. Thisgot
rid of the headache, but | developed a hedlthy thirst. So | stopped at apub in Fleet Street, behind the
Daily Express building, and drank apint of mixed, and ate a sausage roll. The world began to seem more
cheerful. | ordered another pint, and sat in my corner, watching the journaists coming in and out, feding
pleasantly detached. Then | started to brood on my problem again, and realised that it no longer seemed
s0 insoluble. My present state gave methe clue. It was not merely that | was dightly drunk. Thetwo pints
of beer had only helped diss pate the heaviness | eft by my lunch. What was important was that my mind
was glowing. | had a sense of hovering above the world - the bird’ s eye view. The beer had relaxed my
body, so that it was no longer anuisance, and my mind had gently detached itself, and wasfloating loose.
The sense of urgency had vanished, for | no longer felt identified with my bodly. | flt identified with my
mind - with ideas, with science, with poetry.

And then | saw the next great step in my argument. My sense of detachment made me think of Keats and
the Ode to the Nightingale. | began to repeat the poem mentaly, with adelicious of sadness and
relaxation:

My heart aches, and adrowsy numbness pains
My sense, asthough of hemlock | had drunk...

Thinking about the poem made me realise what Keats had done when hewrote it. He had been tired and
depressed, then started to think about the nightingale... and had ended with the sense of detachment, of
floating above his persona problems, that | had aso induced by drinking two glasses of beer. Now | saw
that thisisthe essence of al poetry — particularly of the romantic poetry of the nineteenth century.
Detachment... floating... freedom from one's persond little problems... the sense of wider horizons.

And suddenly, like athunderbolt, the redisation fell into my mind, so that | felt the roots of my hair stir
with it. Of course! That was the whole meaning of the nineteenth century, Wordsworth and K eats and
Hoffmann and Wagner and Bruckner. Certain people are born evolutionary throw-backs, victims of an
ataviam, lessthan fully human. And certain people he opposite. What could one cal them? Evolutionary
‘throws-forward ? Typicaly, our language contains no word to describeit. But thefact isas clear as



daylight. The romantics represented the next stage in man’s evolution, or at least, possessed one of
its centra characterigtics - the ability to launch into these strange states of detachment.

Could anything be more obvious, once one had seen it? The previous century had been an age of solid,
earth-bound men - Dryden, Swift, Pope, Johnson, Bach, Haydn - even Mozart. And suddenly, for no
gpparent reason, you have an age of visionaries, beginning with Blake. But why? Why did Goethe and
Coleridge and Wordsworth and Novalis and Berlioz and Schubert and Beethoven have these moments
of pure exatation, when man feds god-like? A ‘ development of sensibility’? How could it be caled a
development, asif the change had been gradual? No, it was alegp of senshility, asif there had been a
high wall between the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries...

So what caused it? Could there be some smple cause — perhaps even chemicad? A comet composed of
psycheddic drugs, bresking up in the earth’ s atmosphere and affecting the water supplies? Hardly likely.
In any case, whatever the cause, there could surely be no doubt that the romantics and visionaries were
presages of the future, heral ds blowing trumpets to announce a new stage in human evolution - anew
power in human beings - this power of detachment, of the‘god' seyeview' instead of the ‘worm’seye
view'. At thispoint, | emptied my glass and went to the counter for another. And asthe girl pulledit, |
found mysdf wondering if my greet ‘ingght’ was not merely the result of good beer. But how could it be?
Johnson and Boswell and Pope and the rest drank as much aswe do - more, perhaps. So did
Shakespeare and Ben Jonson. So why did we have to wait until the nineteenth century before men
garted having these clear glimpses of a god-like state of detachment?Why isthere nothing of it evenin
Shakespeare, as great asheis? Or in Milton, with his noble idealism?

By thetime| finished my third glass, | wasdistinctly drunk. But it made no difference. | knew that what |
had seen was not the result of acohal. 1t was as clear and obvious as any mathematica intuition. It would
dill be therein the morning.

| strolled back through Soho, and decided to stop for amedl. | ate lobster thermidor at Whedlers, with a
glass of lager, then took ataxi back to my room. | kept bringing my mind back to my insght, and
examining it again; each time, | felt the deep satisfaction of seeing that it was solid and redl, no
will-0'-the-wisp. The proof wasthat | could think about it clearly in spite of a state of exalted acoholism.
Then | found myself asking: What about Littleway? What would | say to him? And the answer was
perfectly clear. | would explain my insght. If he understood it, well and good. If not, it hardly mattered.
Let him grub away in hislaboratory trying to produceidentical twin rats. | had better thingsto do. If
necessary, | could work done. There were worse things in the world than being alone.

| woke in the morning with adight heedache, but without the fedling of guilt that usualy accompanies my
hangovers. And theinsight was Hill there; if anything, it had deepened. | ate a hasty breskfast and hurried
to the Museum - | kept a portable typewriter in the typing room. There | made my first attempt to get my
ideas on to paper. | wrotein astate of intense excitement, so much so that | worked from ten in the
morning until closing time - four forty-five - without abreak for food. And dl thetime, | kept asking
mysdf: “What would Alec Lydl fed if he could read this over my shoulder? | suspected hewould find it
unscientific; yet he would not be entirely unsympathetic. It was he who had introduced meto Poincard' s
essay on Mathematica Crestion, and to Hadamard' s Psychology of Invention in the Mathematical
Field. Hewas particularly fond of using the anecdote of Kekute' s dream of snakes biting their own tails
that reveded to him the ring structure of organic molecules. He understood the importance of dlowing the
intuitionsfreerein... And so | wrote on for three days, producing about twenty-five pages a day.

Therewould be no point in summarising this paper - itisavailablein severd editions- but | must mention
afew of itsbasic points. | began by quoting Littleway’ swords from the end of the Leath lectures. Then |

spoke of Elgar and Ddlius, two composers of whom Lyell had been particularly fond. Thiswas one of his
few tastesthat | found difficult to share during hislifetime; | found both compaosers feeble and sentimentdl.



But after his desth, they began to evoke acertain nostalgia, and | finally became an enthusiast. Then it
struck me that they are both the perfect symbolic expression of romanticism. Both are suffused with the
consciousness of beauty - and the sadness that goes with it. And how obvious this now seemed to me,
how inevitable! Man isnormally trapped in thetrividities of hiseveryday life, scarcely able to see beyond
the end of hisnose. But in certain moments of beauty, he reaxes; his soul expands; he, sees distant
horizons - of time aswell as space. Hismind overflowswith beauty - for what is beauty but this sudden
expangon of consciousnessinto other times, other places - the delightful relaxation of tension,
accompanied by the redisation that man is not really himself unless he is contemplating immense
vistas'! But at the sametime, he becomes aware of the amount of tragedy and suffering that has gone
into producing theworld’ s great music and poetry. And the sense of tragedy is not due only to the
thought of the men of geniuswho died too soon - Mozart, Schubert, Keats and so on. It isjust as strong
when we think of those who achieved complete salf-expression - Leonardo, Haydn, Beethoven, Eingtein.
For it isthe tragedy of man’s smalness, hisinadequacy, when compared to the greatness he can achieve
in crediivity.

Every day, as| wrote, new discoveries cameto me. For example, one of my most important insights
camein the thoroughly prosaic setting of the men’ slavatory outside the Reading Room. | find that when |
am mentaly tired, it becomes difficult to urinate if someoneis standing closeto me; their presence causes
atenson that prevents the necessary relaxation. One day after this had occurred, it suddenly cameto me:
What isthe mechanism that governsthese physica functions? If | wish to open and close my hand, it
seems to happen spontaneoudy, with no effort of will; in the case of our excretory functions, we are
aware of acertain time lapse between ‘ giving the order’ and the body’ sresponseto it. Then it struck me
that this prosaic activity of ridding ourselves of waste matter is as mysterious as the sudden inspirations of
the poet or the visons of mystics. Sometimesit happens easily and spontaneoudy, sometimes not. And
then, with aflash of insght that made my hair tingle, | redlised that the two processes areidentical. The
reason | find it difficult to urinate with someone beside meis smple; their presence reminds me of my
own existence. | need to forget myself if my body isto function properly. It is obvioudy the same
mechanism | had observed on the boat when | felt sick: power comes from * other-ness . Other-ness
playsthe same part in urinating asin producing poetry.

But the corollary was the most exciting part. If thisistrue, then could we not learn to produce great
poetry as easly asto urinate? We would count aman serioudy ill if he was unable to excrete or urinate.
Why do we not count him ill when hismind isdull and uninspired? Mystica vision should be as naturd to
men asexcreting. Then why isit not? Isthiswhat the Christian church meant by itslegend of origind Sin?

| wrotein afever, for now | had glimpsed this possibility, it al seemed obvious. Why do men die? Degth
isnot ‘naturd’. Therewasatimein the history of the earth when degth did not exist - the time of primitive
worms and amoebas. Instead of dying, the amoeba smply dividesinto two. It doesnot die, but itslifeis
one of tota stagnation. Death brought individudity into the world, and the struggle for existence. And this
struggle brought evolution. If you place agun against aman’ s head, he suddenly knows very clearly that
hewantsto live. Degth isthe gun placed against the head of dl living creatures, the goad of evolution.

And then the solution came to me. If abank robber points his gun at the clerk, he does not use it so long
asthe clerk does what he warnts...

At thispoint in my writing, | could not go on; | was too excited. | needed to speak to somebody, or
smply to wak. Since there was no oneto talk to, | pulled on my coat and walked. It was awindy day
with achill intheair, and | wandered around Russall Square, my hands deep in my overcoat pockets,
muttering to mysdlf. Precisdy... Death comes to those who ignore the gun, who have ceased to struggle.
But how can this be true? So many people who lovelife - diein agony... No, to say that death only
comesto those who ceaseto struggle is untrue. The nature and direction of the struggleisal important.
Chicago ganggters struggled violently enough and died violently. But they were only struggling for money
and power.



The consequences of this thought seemed so revol utionary that | stopped and stared blankly in front of
me. Scientists have dways declared that moras and religion are the business of non-scientists, natureis
immora and irrdigious, and science knows nothing about right and wrong. But if | was correct, then
nature is asinterested in right and wrong asthe saints or mordists were. While man climbsthe
evolutionary stairway, he isimmune from death. | remembered Bartok’ s Miraculous Mandarin balet, in
which the mandarin cannot be killed while his desire for the courtesan is till unsatisfied - athough he has
been stabbed repeatedly. | remembered the dogs that used to hang around Sneinton when Lady Jan€'s
dog wasin hest, apparently indifferent to wind and snow and the need for food, lying on the lawn for
days on end. Why? Because sex isthe mogt primitive form of the evolutionary appetite.

What isit, then, that destroys the evolutionary urge in man? The samething, for example, that weskensa
man's sexua urge after heis married - habit. Repetition and trividity. His horizons narrow. He descends
from the mountain top into the valey. But the will feeds on enormous vistas; deprived of them, it

collgpses.

In that case, thefirst man to develop this evolutionary faculty for * other-ness', for that superb
contempl ative detachment that | had experienced in the pub, would aso be thefirst immortd: or at least,
thefirst man with areal power to resist the erosion of desth.

In that case, the problem was clear. Experiments on rats and al the rest might be useful and interesting;
but they were not redlly relevant. What we needed to do was not to experiment on rats but on poets and
philosophers. In fact, on ourselves.

A few dayslater, | met Littleway by appointment in the bar at St Pancras Station, and we took atrain for
Leicester. Helooked tired, and | watched him drink three large Scotches quickly before we boarded the
train. He admitted that he hated London - that meeting people and keeping appointments exhausted him.
He sat staring out of the window asthe train pulled out of St Pancras - we had afirst class carriage to
oursalves - and said gloomily: ‘1 suppose that’ swhy people become scientists - they can’t stand the
chaos of the ordinary world.” | produced my manuscript and handed it to him; he started to push it into
his briefcase, then changed hismind - obvioudy feling that | would be disappointed unless he at least
glanced at it. So he opened it, and read afew pages, looking asif he were sucking alemon. | could
imagine what he was feding: ‘What on earth’ sthis speculative rubbish... But heread on, and suddenly |
noticed the signs of interest. He looked up a me, nodded briefly, then went on reading, thistime more
dowly. After awhile, he put the manuscript on his knee, and stared out of the window again.

‘It' san interegting idea... Worth saying. I’ ve been thinking along smilar lines mysdif, although...’
After another five minutes of brooding:

Y ou see, what you are suggesting is that these “ value experiences’ can actudly reverse the direction of
human metabolism. | don't see how we could verify that or otherwise, but it sounds unlikely offhand. |
mean... human metabolism islike entropy - it runsdown. It'sagaing dl the laws of natureto think of it
running in the opposite direction...”

‘“What about the rats and the diet of ecstasy?

‘Yes, but that’ s quite Sraightforward... | mean, everybody knows that your morae affects your hedth.
But even if you learned to induce ecstasy at will, there’ d be no way of actually measuring whether human
beings cease to age so quickly.’

Helooked at my essay again.

‘And thislist of mathematicians and philosopherswho' ve lived to be eighty or so... | could cite you
dozens who only reached the average age, or died young. How about Eddington - he died at sixty-two?
And Jeans - he didn’t reach seventy. | knew them both. Even Einstein only reached about seventy-five.



Now if anyone ought to prove the truth of your theory, it should be Eingtein...’

‘| don't deny that. All the same, you can’t ignore the statistics. It' s statistically true that mathematicians
livelonger than other men.’

Heread on for the next hour, and finished the essay. When he laid it down, he said:

‘Y es, you' ve got something. Y ou’ ve got something. But I'm damned if | can think of any way to verify it.
| can’t think up asingle experiment that would prove or disprove al you' ve said here. Now my
experimentswith mice...

He described an experiment that a colleague had performed to discover whether dominance among mice
was dependent on physical size. It wasn't. Severa mice were put together in a cage, and the usua
struggle for dominance began - tail biting and so on - until one of them emerged asthe leader. He was
not physicaly stronger than the others. Thiswas verified afterwards when they were then fed on avitamin
deficient diet until they starved to death. The dominant mouse lived thelongest - dthough it was not
physicaly stronger than the others. Thiswas verified after repested experiments. On the other hand, if the
dominant mouse was removed from the others, and starved in a separate cage, it tended to die sooner.
(The experiment seemed to me unnecessarily crud, but | knew enough of the way ascientist’ smind
works not to say soto Littleway.) Obvioudy, the leader-mouse's‘ morale wasraised by being among
other mice that he dominated. Left donein acage, hismorde sank.

| could see Littleway’ s point. The question of giving aman - or amouse - purpose, issuch addicate
one. It depends on so many different factors. Y ou can't give him courage in the way you can give him
chicken pox - by injecting him with the virus. It depends so much on hisown will.

‘All thesame,’ Littleway said, ‘you’ ve got something here. I’ll get this copied and send it to Marks. He'll
be fascinated. And perhaps he can think up some way of testing it.’

A car met usat Leicester station. Aswe drove out to Great Glen - seven milesaway - he said:

‘I should explain to you. My brother Roger dso livesin the house - admittedly, in hisown part. HE'S...
er... quite unlike me. You'll find him rather odd. He sdright though... He asked the man who drove us-
who turned out to be the gardener-chauffeur: ‘How isMr Roger, Fred?

‘Oh, the same asever. Hedon't dlter much.” | sensed heavy irony in the comment.

Langton Place, Littleway’ s home, was haf amile beyond the village, an attractive placein red brick that
had obvioudy been avicarage. The lawns and flower beds were beautifully kept. It was smaler than
Sneinton, dthough surprisingly roomy inside. Littleway pointed at awing that had been built onto the
south side of the house. My brother livesin there’

The man who strolled across the lawn to meet uswas at first Sight unprepossessing - tal, with sandy hair
and afreckled face that had no interesting features except alarge nose. He wore dirty tennis flannels and
sanda s with abroken strap. He said, ‘ Hello, my dear fellow’, and scarcely acknowledged his
introduction to me. Then, without asking Littleway anything about hiswork or travels, heimmediately
launched into an account of some disagreement with alocal farmer about atree he wanted to cut down.

Therewas acold supper waiting for usingde. Over themedl, | found myself thoroughly didiking Roger
Littleway. He had adrawling, disconnected way of talking, with sudden silences that made it sound asiif
he couldn’t be bothered to waste any more breath. The questions he asked his brother were about
American manners and habits. ‘ Arethe Americansredlly getting more materidistic and corrupt under
Johnson? Littleway said he had no idea- he didn’t pay any attention to such matters - but he doubted it.
Roger shrugged in atired way, then said to me: Typica Henry. He never notices anything - just
generdises. If you asked himiif it was snowing outside, he' d take out hisdide ruleand say “I doubt it”.
Littleway smiled good-naturedly, and said: ‘ That’ snot true, y’know.” He smiled in the same way when



Roger said: ‘I heard your Legth lectures, or, at least, two of them. Lot of old rubbish.” When Roger
asked what | intended to do at Langton Place, | expected Littleway to put him off with some vaguery,
but that was not hisway. He began to explain my ideasin a careful, painstaking way, and | sat and
writhed as | watched Roger’ s expression of boredom and amusement. And when Littleway had finished,
Roger turned to me and said: * It's complete nonsense of course. If ecstasy prolongs human life, the
romantics ought to have lived longer than anybody. Do you know the music of Scriabin? | said | did,
and helooked surprised - in fact, made it insultingly obviousthat he doubted my word. ‘ Anyway, there' s
acaeinpoint. Themusic'sal ecstasy - he even cdled histhird symphony Poéme d’ Extase.” ‘It wasn't
histhird. It was hisfourth’ | said. Helooked startled, and for the first time, looked a me with akind of
respect. ‘ Of course, how stupid of me. Anyway, he died quite young. So did Delius - another composer
who'sdl ecstasy. So did Wagner for that matter. No, your ideajust doesn't hold water.” | didiked his
superior manner so much that | decided not to argue; | only said that | thought there were specid reasons
that explained the life-failure in these composers. Roger said, yawning: * Oh yes, | expect you can find
special reasonsto explain everybody who doesn't fit your theory.” In some ways, he reminded me of
Aubrey Lydl, but without Aubrey’ s charm; instead, he was aggressive and boorish.

After supper, Littleway took meto see hislaboratory at the bottom of the garden - alarge concrete
building. It was here that he had done the work on the brain that made his reputation after thewar. | was
fascinated by his dectro-encepha ograph, and by his own apparatus for measuring ‘brain waves', His
work on inducing epileptic fits by means of the eectronic stroboscopeis now in generd usein treating
epileptics. Hiswork on perception in dogs with brain injuries has al so achieved classic satus (athough,
again, | haveto admit to feding squeamish about some of his experimenta methods). He demonstrated
the encephal ograph to me, and aso showed me various visud illusonsthat he had been using in hismore
recent work in transactiona psychology. At ten o’ clock, we went back to the house, and Littleway said
he wastired and intended to go to bed. | said | would probably do the same. But at this point, Roger
regppeared and asked meif | would like to see his stereophonic equipment. It ssemed hardly polite to
refuse. Littleway said: ‘Don’t kegp him too late - he' stired” and went off to bed. | followed Roger
Littleway through a green baize door into his own wing of the house.

The furniture was modern and expensive, aswell as pleasant to look at. The paintings on thewalls
showed good taste - he told me they were mostly by Midlands artists. His sound equipment was
meagnificent - he played methe latest recording of Parsifal & top volume, whilel lay back inareclining
armchair, feding dightly foolish and nervous. After that, he played me the love scene from Debussy’s
Pelleas. He had the windows wide open, and the smell of flowers and freshly cut grasscamein. | asked
if the volume of the music wouldn’t disturb anyone. He shrugged, * Anyone who' s kept awake by it
should be grateful. Now if you were kept awake by an eectric drill, that’ d be different...” He stood
garing out into the night. The moon had risen over thetrees. ‘Yes, it'svery peaceful here... But asusud,
the peace hides agreat ded of nagtiness...” ‘Y ou mean thislocd farmer? ‘ Oh no. He' s nasty enough,
but there arefar worse things. A village girl was raped and murdered last week only half amilefrom
here. Oddly enough, she was found in dmost the same spot where another girl was murdered in 1895,

Hewas now on to hisfavourite topic - vice and scandal, preferably mixed with sadism. For the next
hour, hetalked of little else, telling me about the history of the areain away that madeit sound like the
brothel quarter of Port Said. Vicars and choir boys, masochistic scout masters, incestuous farm
labourers, even asadistic dairy maid who wasfindly kicked to death by acow... | listened politely,
completely bored, but in away rather pleased that | had his measure. After this, he began to tell me
about his collection of pornography, which he ended by showing me. It was certainly remarkable,
athough in away it struck me as harmless enough - an edition of Burns s bawdy songs with woodcuts, a
French edition of Fanny Hill with nineteenth-century illugtrations that |acked reglism, De Sadein the
Olympia Press editions, and so on. Before | [€eft, he even asked me cautioudy if | would beinterested in
vigting acertain housein Leicester. | said politely that | found science more interesting than sex. He
didn’t seem offended - only smiled, and said something about Joseph and Potiphar’ swife.



Asl lay in bed, feding dightly soiled, asif | had been in contact with a contagious disease, | suddenly
remembered his comments about Scriabin and Delius. A sudden fedling of ddlight rosein melikea
bubble, and the bad taste vanished from my mouth. Of course he' d think my ideas nonsense! What could
be more disastrous than such a person living indefinitely? Charity was dl very well... but the sooner the
earth wasrid of him, the better. He might have adecent side to his nature - most people have - but his
interestswere entirely trivia and persona and squalid.

| redise that this thought was not exactly new to me- | had even written something closetoitin my
essay. Y et thiswas one of those occasions when it seemed to explode like aflare, becoming the centre
of my attention, completely sdf-evident. Thereisa perfectly good reason that most people diefairly
early. Thelr presence would only encumber the earth. As people are today, thereis no earthly reason
why they should live beyond three score and ten. Two score and ten would suffice for most of them.

Andthen| saw clearly, for the first time, the tremendous mora issue involved in thiswhole business of
longevity. | aso faced its consequence. If, by any chance, | should ever discover any certain method of
increasing human life, it would need to be kept a secret. Because the people who would benefit would be
the wrong people, the power lovers, the bosses of giant corporations, the fat rich women with a holiday
homein Cannes and ancther in Jamaica

This statement might seem to contradict my earlier observation that evolution favours only those who
have the genuindy disinterested urgeto evolve. Thisistrue, but only of evolution left to itself. Marks's
experiment with old people, for example, had extended the life terms of most of them, and it could do the
samefor an over-tired business man or a salf-indulgent millionaires suffering from nerves. While | had -
and still have - nothing against over-tired businessmen, an ingtinct told me that the correct procedure here
wasto begin with asmall and carefully selected group, and ignore accusations of ditism.

| fell adeep, thinking uneasily about aworld in which the gangsters and dictators and sexua degenerates
could live to be ahundred or so. But | wastoo tired to let it worry me.

Oddly enough, it was Roger Littleway who showed us the method we had been searching for. | had been
at Langton Place for three days, and Littleway and | had some fruitful discussons. We were egting alight
lunch in the laboratory when Roger strolled in without knocking. He said: ‘I’ ve heard something that
might interest you...

Littleway obvioudy thought it unlikely, but told him to st down.

‘| should have remembered this at supper the other night. There sayoung chap over at Houghton who
got his head in acombine harvester - pierced the top of his skull and went into his brain. Oddly enough, it
didn't kill him, but he logt alot of thissort of liquid...” He tapped the top of his skull.

‘Cerebro-spind fluid.’

‘Yes. And ever since then, he’ sin aperpetual state of ecstasy. Can't do any work, but he hasvisons or
something.’

Nether of uswasimmediately excited. It sounded promising, but we both had afeding that it might turn
out to be lessinteresting than it seemed. Roger said he' d heard about it in a pub. It was now two

o' clock, hdf an hour before closing time. So | drove Littleway over to Houghton on the Hill, asmall
village on the Uppingham Road. Littleway went in done- | didn’t drink at lunch time - and came out a
few minutes later. Roger had been accurate for once. The case was more or less as he' d described it,
and thelabourer, ayouth named Dick O’ Sullivan, lived in acottage in the village with hiswife. We went
to the address, afarm labourer’ s cottage attached to afarm. A rather pretty girl opened the door.
Littleway introduced himsdlf, and asked if her husband was at home. She said he wasn’t, but asked usin,
obvioudy impressed by Littleway. It wasadingy place, dthough tidy enough, and we sat in threadbare
armchairs, and asked her to describe the accident. The topic obvioudy depressed her, and she started to



cry dmogt as soon as she began to talk. We got her to make tea, after which she relaxed. Littleway had
a bedside manner that would have been worth thousands a year to a doctor.

Shetold usthat her husband had had his accident nine months earlier, afew weeks after their marriage.
Beforethis, he had worked for the local farmer at a good wage, and was known as one of the best
workersin thevillage. His only weskness was for rough cider. One lunch time during hay making he had
taken apint too many. The accident occurred immediately after lunch. His head was trapped between the
moving belt and ametd guard, and one of the spikes penetrated the top of his skull. They had turned the
meachine off immediately, in time to save him from becoming completely jammed iniit, but it looked asif it
would beimpossible to move him without killing him. Finaly, with some difficulty, they sawed through the
meta guard, and gently removed him. He was unconscious, of course, and his hair was soaked with a
mixture of blood and cerebro-spind fluid - the liquid that cushionsthe brain, and in which it might be said
to float Rushed to hospita, he was unconscious for two days, and the doctors predicted that the brain
injury would result in his desth within a short period. In fact, he woke up perfectly cheerful, complaining
only of aheadache. There wasaholein thetop of his skull and atwo inch crack running down to his
right ear. Hisfamily were alowed in to see him, but al were warned not to tell him the extent of the
injury. To everyone s surprise, he seemed to know about it, even to the length of the crack. He then
looked at hisfather and said: ‘Y ou think I’'m going to die within aweek, don't you? Hisfather had been
told this by the doctor, but none of the others knew. It was not until afterwards, when they compared
notes and talked with the nurse, that it struck them that there was something odd about it al. The nurse
swore that she had not mentioned the crack in the skull, and no one had mentioned dying. Who had told
him? Hiswife went to visit him that evening, and asked him. *Nobody told me;’ he said, ‘they didn’'t need
to. | just knew.” The next day, one of the other patients stopped by the room to talk to him. As he l&ft,

O Sullivan remarked:  Poor old boy.” *“Why? the muse asked, ‘ he' sgoing out this afternoon.” ‘He'll be
dead by tomorrow.” That night, the man died of acerebra haemorrhage.

Examplesof his‘second sight’ multiplied. But it seemed to function erraticaly. He accurately foretold that
the father of one of the nurseswould break hisleg, yet failed to foresee that his own mother would almost
die of influenza Hetold abrother that he would win alarge sum of money on thefootball pools; infact,
the brother won asmall sum at the greyhound track. At other times, he smply had a vague premonition
that something was about to happen to somebody, but he had no idea of whom or what.

An X-ray photograph showed that the brain had been penetrated by the spike, but the patient showed no
sgn of it. Hismemory seemed unimpaired, and his co-ordination remained excdllent. But his
temperament changed completely. He had been athletic and vitd, given to displays of physica strength or
skill, and to practical jokes. Now he became dreamy and lethargic. He had aways been good tempered
and generous, now he positively radiated benevolence and affection, so that severa nursesburst into
tearsthe day he left the hospital. He had been completely uninterested in any form of relaxation except
sport; now helost all interest in sport, but would sway about in arapturousway if there was music on the
radio.

After afour-month conva escence, the doctors pronounced him well enough to work, although he was
warned that any violent exertion might damage his brain. But he had no inclination for exertion of any
kind. Work obvioudly bored him; he did it badly, with no attempt at thoroughness. The farmer liked him,
but finally had to give him ajob watching the sheep, and bringing the cowsin to milk; he seemed
incapable of anything ese. And now, hiswife said, they had been told that the cottage was needed for a
new labourer, and that her husband would have to accept alarge reduction in pay if he wasto work for
the same farmer. She was four months pregnant, and frightened about the future.

Littleway cheered her. He told her that he wanted to study her hushand’ s case, and that he would pay
him awage and give him a cottage to live in. He could have ajob hel ping the gardener after we had
finished our studies. She was so delighted that she wanted to rush to her mother-in-law’ s house to tell
him immediately. We drove her there, and went in with her.



Her husband was sitting in the garden in adeck chair. Herose to greet us shyly. He had obvioudy been
grikingly good looking in abucalic sort of way, but his face had become thin and lined. He walked with
one shoulder dightly higher than the other - the only observable consequence of the accident His amile
was absolutely charming — baby-like and innocent. And as we talked to him, he kept nodding as he
stared past us, over the stream that ran at the bottom of the garden. He gave me the feeling that he was
watching or listening for something that we could not see or hear. Later on, | realised hewassmply
listening to the sound of the water, which sent him into akind of ecdtatic trance.

He made no kind of objection to our arrangement, and we agreed to fetch him to Langton Place the next
morning, and arrange for the removal of hisfurniture later in the week. They owed money inthe village,
and Littleway |eft enough to pay the debts.

On our way home, he said:

‘This confirms atheory of mine. | always suspected that the pressure of the cerebro-spind fluid on the
brain helpsto keep us*down to earth”. | heard of aman who drilled aholein his head because he
wanted to stay permanently “high”, and apparently it worked to some extent.’

“Y ou think thisfarm labourer’ sin amore-or-less permanent state of poetic ecstasy, then?

‘I"'mnot yet sure. But | suspect something of the kind. We don’t know enough about the human brain
and its states of intengity. For example, | think that drugs like mescalin and LSD have some effect on the
mid-brain, the part of the brain that givesis detachment - that enables us to see things down the wrong
end of atelescope, asyou put it. We pay for this detachment in the usua way - with afedling of
non-involvement, asif there' s a pane of glass between us and the world. LSD destroys this detachment.
Suddenly you' rethere, involved in things, and things suddenly have asensud texture instead of the clean
detachment of visual experience. | suspect that'sdl that’ s happened to this young man.’

“How about the second sight? Do you think it’ s genuine?

‘Oh, I'msaureitis. I’ ve seen too much of it to be sceptica about such things. | had an Irish nurse who
aways knew when anyone in the family was going to beill. I’ ve seen Richardson’ s [the gardener’ ] dog
stand with hishair on end, growling at a comer of the room where Mrs Richardson used to keep apet
gpanid in its basket until it got run over.’

“Y ou think it was the ghost of the spanidl?

‘I don't redly believein ghosts. Perhaps smply the imprint of the spaniel’ s personality on the corner of
theroom. It was ajedouslittle creature... Most animal's seem to possess second sight. I’'m afraid the
prevalence of it among the Irish hardly argues avery high place for them on the evol utionary ladder.’

‘Couldn’t it mean the opposite? After all, how do we know we shan't al develop telepathy one of these
days?

‘Perhaps.’

After supper, we discussed in detail how we might conduct the investigation into Dick O’ Sullivan’s
personality changes, and we spent some hours preparing for hisarriva. The next morning, early, we
drove back to Houghton, and fetched the O’ Sullivans. He sat in the car on the way back, staring out of
the window with the same child-like excitement | had noticed the day before, occasiondly singing to
himsdlf. Hiswife was obvioudy happy, and their mood communicated itsdlf to us. When we stopped the
car, | went to the back door to let them out. Mrs O’ Sullivan climbed out, but her husband sat till, staring
with arapt expression at the flower beds. Findly, asif hypnotised, he obeyed us, and followed usinto the
house. In the hdl, he shivered suddenly and said: * Somebody died here” *A lot of people,’ Littleway
sad, ‘the houseisvery old.” *No, here; O’ Sullivan said, pointing to the floor. Roger, who came out of
the other room, said: ‘ Ther€’ salegend that aman waskilled by two burglars over in that corner.’

O Sullivan said dreamily: ‘Y es, two men did it. They hit him with sticks weighted with lead. But it was



just here. Hiswife saw it from the gairs’

Roger was looking with interest a Nancy O’ Sullivan. At this moment, her husband seemed to notice him
for thefirg time, and heimmediately drew away. | waswatching him closdly, and it was an interesting
gesture - far too swift and immediate to be the result of sometrain of thought; it was more like aman
snatching his hand away from adog that snaps at him. Roger noticed it too, but he pretended not to. He
sad: ‘Have you had breakfast? There still plenty left. Do comein.” Nancy O’ Sullivan was obvioudy
charmed (I could never understand why); her husband responded to the friendly tone, but obvioudy
mistrusted Roger on sight. We al went into the breakfast room. There was a bookcase in one comer,
which contained severa novels and some American paperbacks with bright covers. Ingtantly, Dick forgot
hisdidikefor Roger, and rushed over to sare a them. He said: ‘ Gor, ain’t they pretty,’ but hisvoice was
amost awhisper. Hiswifesad: *E likes colours. E stands and looks at my old party dress sometimes just
likethat.” Littleway and | were looking at the expression on Dick’ sface; we both had the same thought:
that we had found someone who could plungeinto ecstasy a amoment’ s notice. Herewas a
Wordsworth without the power of salf-expression, a Traheme who could only say ‘Gor, ain't it pretty’.

Littleway’ s published account of our six monthswith Richard O’ Sullivan has become aclassic of
parapsychology, and it would be pointlessto repest its details here. But | must admit that | would find it
difficult to describe our observations at any length; | look back on it as a defeat.

What Littleway failsto mention in his book isthat Roger seduced Nancy before she had beenin the
house aweek. Her husband - whom we called Dick from the beginning, asyou would call achild by its
Chrigtian name - knew about it. His attitude was strange. | don’t think he minded her being unfaithful in
thelesst.

If one spent any time with him, it wasimpossible to doubt that he was ‘ high' most of the time. Thismade
him alittle tiresome as a companion, like adrunk. Everything ddighted him. It obvioudy cost him an
effort to answer our questions and perform the small tasks we set him. If we pressed him with questions,
astubborn, petulant expression would settle on hisface; then suddenly he would shout ‘Look’, and jump
to hisfeet to point a abutterfly that had settled on aflower outside the window. At other times, hewould
ank into akind of trance for hours, looking completely contented.

Our experiments were designed to test whether this state of contentment made any differenceto his
generd hedth. Before his accident, he had suffered from asthmaand winter colds, but had otherwise
been exceptiondly hedthy. Since the accident, the asthma had disappeared completely, and he seemed
amogt immune from colds. We decided to begin our experiments by giving him acold. Littleway
procured cold germs from the Birmingham Research Centre, and we injected him with afairly strong
dose. Within twelve hours, his eyes and nose were streaming. We gave him ordinary treatment - aspirin,
vitamin C, hot milk - and the cold disgppeared in nine days. He took the cold very much in hisstride; it
seemed to make no difference to his appreciation of music and vivid colours. He enjoyed hearing music
played very loud - we used Roger’ s stereo equipment for this - but would complain of a headache after a
while, and becomevery pde.

We learned from his mother that he had adways been happy at Chrissmastime. He loved Christmas cards
with pictures of snow and robins and mail coaches. He loved the sound of bells, and his favourite
‘Chrigtmas carol’ was a cheap popular tune called * Snowy White Snow and Jingle Bells' with words as
nausegtingly sentimental asitstitle. He was particularly fond of atoy made of a glass globe containing
imitation snowflakes in water, with asmal cottage and some trees, when shaken, the snow seemed to fall
gently around the cottage.

Our first experiments paralleled those that Marks had done with his acoholics and the old people. A
room in the house was turned into acinema. When Dick’ s second cold was & its height - so that he had
to blow hisnose every few minutes - we gave him a cinema show built around the idea of Christmas
scenes of gently falling snow againgt adark blue sky, cottages with lighted windows, Chrismas trees,



cherubsin white nightdresses singing ‘ Holy Night’, and finally; agramophone record of * Snowy White
Snow and Jngle Bells .

| found the whole thing more moving than | had expected - since| had arranged most of the show myself.
But | was quite unprepared for the effect on Dick. It waslight enough to watch hisreactions closdly. If
his body had been made of sugar, it would have dissolved on thefloor. | could amost see waves of
emotion flowing over him, until he was obvioudy totaly unaware of his surroundings. The expression on
his face became so completely innocent that | felt obscurely ashamed to be manipulating hisfedingsin
thisway. It was an interesting Sight - | wish we had filmed his reactions. It was like watching time flow
backward, watching an adult turn into achild - as, in afilm of Wilde's Dorian Gray, | had seen the hero
shrivel and become wrinkled and old. There was an effect of magica transformation. It brought back my
own childhood with such intensity that | became incapable of accurate observation for five minutes or
more. It wasal | could do to prevent mysdf from betraying my emotion by sniffing. Finaly, when | could
seeclearly again, | found that Dick himself was crying, so that it must have been impossiblefor himto see
the screen. | blew my nose hard before the film came to an end. Littleway switched on the lights. Dick sat
completely still for perhaps five minutes. Then he seemed to become aware of us. He jumped up,

grasped my hand and Littleway’ sin aconvulsive grip that hurt, and said with grest conviction: “You're
both good men. Y ou're good men.’ It cost me an effort to produce a thermometer to take his
temperature. Predictably, histemperature had increased.

But in the morning, the cold had amost disappeared. It seemed incredible. It should have reached its
third stage - of hoarse voice, sore throat, the thickening of nasal mucus, and so on. Instead, it was as if
the clock had been, put forward severa days.

Twenty-four hours later, it had disappeared completely.

We restrained the impul se to congratul ate one another. 1t could have been afluke. Perhaps the cold
germs had been weak. Perhaps he had built up aresistance from the last cold. The experiment would
have to be repeated in another week or so. In the meantime, we pressed on with other experiments. |
think neither of us had any doubt that it was no fluke or accident. | had seen Dick’ sface during thefilm
show, and after. He had re-lived childhood innocence, perhaps with an intensity never actually achieved
in childhood, and the result was atota certainty of universal goodness, complete affirmation. Any
Chrigtian Scientist would have predicted the result, the immediate recovery from the cold.

During the next three months, Dick alowed usto experiment on him with colds, nettle rash, mumps and
German meades. The results of the first experiment were confirmed - up to a point. We discovered that
the ‘value experiences weinduced aso had the effect of exhausting him; they left him emotionaly
drained. This meant that physica exhaustion might counteract the effect of the emotiond intensity. Even
30, the results were spectacular. We were constantly in touch with Marks, who waswildly excited, and
wanted both of usto fly to New Y ork to read a paper to the American Psychologica Association.
Littleway declined, saying the experiment was only half completed.

Towards the end of August, Dick became listless, and began to complain of headaches. We decided to
suspend the experiments for afew weeks. We had been using a Black Room to hasten hisrecovery in
between experiments; he would deep for thirty or forty hoursin thetotal silence and darkness, and wake
up refreshed. Now the Black Room seemed to have no effect. We both wondered if some germ could
belingering in his system. On 10" September, we took him to the Leicester City Generd Hospitd for a
thorough physical check up.

An X-ray reveded that he was suffering from a brain tumour. We were both shattered, athough the
surgeon assured usthat, from the size of the tumour, it must have been present before we began the
experiments. We both had the same suspicion - that the experiments that had accelerated his recovery
from colds and mead es had dso accel erated the development of the tumour.



Littleway haswritten about the next six weeksin his book, but | must confess| find the subject too
painful. | find it hard to write even thisbrief account. | wasfond of Dick, of course - we both were; but |
had a so been certain that he was the proof of my theory: It had al seemed perfect. Because of his
accident, hewasin aperpetua V.E. state. There was no need to give him mescain or LSD. All our
experiments confirmed Marks sresults. 1linesses that should have taken weeksto throw off were thrown
off in days. | used to find myself staring at him as he walked around the garden, wondering if we could
devise some means of actually measuring his metabolism, to prove that it had been dowed down - that it
was actually reversed in his‘value experiences . And | suppose there were the usual daydreams about
being the saviour of the human race and so on. Now it al dissolved. According to my theory, abrain
tumour should have been impossible, | believed - as| till do - that cancers are the result of a sudden
drop in vitdity that alows acertain part of the human body to proliferate as a separate organism -
provided some other irritant - abruise, for example - can giveit ahold. ‘Vaue experiences havethe
effect of raising the vitality - how otherwise could they hasten recovery from illness? In that case, how
could value experience lead to cancer? It was absurd, totally self-contradictory - unless my whole theory
was nonsense.

| stayed on at Langton Place until Dick died in late October, but we did no work. Littleway, of course,
was less depressed than | was. Hefelt that the results of our experiments were important in spite of the
brain tumour, and was inclined to accept that the tumour was the result of the origina accident. Hedso
pointed out that a cancer is of acompletely different nature from avirusillness. | was unconvinced. |
knew the report that recognised the connection between low vitdlity and cancer; it pointed out that even
among young people - students, and so on - cancer tends to be associated with long-term depression or
fatigue.

Roger Littleway wasn't in the least surprised when he heard about the tumour. He didn’t actualy say ‘|
told you s0', but one day he took the trouble to write out alist of men of genius who have died of cancer,
tuberculosis, and so on. He asserted that experiences of ecstasy, far from increasing man’ svitdity, tend
to lower it and make everyday life intolerable. Ddlius, the poet of ecstasy, had died blind and paraysed.
Ramakrishna, the Hindu mystic, was able to induce ‘ samadhi’ - ecstatic val ue-experiences - merely by
repeating the name of the Divine Mother, yet he died of acancer of the throat.

When not working, Littleway was afairly heavy drinker; he could absorb most of abottle of whisky inan
evening without showing any effect. | also began to drink rather too much again. Wevisited Dick in
hospital several timesaweek, and | dwaysfound it an ordedl. He was as gentle as ever, and obvioudy
felt strongly attached to mysdlf and Littleway. Thiswas harder to bear than reproaches. In mid-October
he went into a coma, and was seldom fully conscious after that. Littleway suggested that there was no
point in vigiting him, snce hewas no longer able to recognise us, and was paradysed from thewaist down.
By thistime, | had entered the masochistic phase, and my increasing detestation of Roger Littleway
increased the emotional unbalance. Under the guise of friendly concern, he gave me lectures about the
importance of being ahuman being instead of athinking machine, etc. Like most confused and wesk
people, hefelt that his own messy emotiona life was the human norm, and that clear thinking wasa
dangerous form of hubris. Normaly, thiskind of stupidity would have left me untouched:; it would have
been dismissed automatically as soon as| settled down to work. The active human mind was intended to
flow like ariver; and, like running-water, it has no time to stagnate. Emotiona poisons - fedlings of
humiliation, envy, detestation - are carried away by the flow. If thisflow is dammed, sicknessand
stagnation follow quickly. Thisiswhat happened to mein the two months Dick took to die. Roger
Littleway encouraged Nancy to believe that our experiments had caused the tumour, and she became
openly hogtile; her attitude increased my depression because | suspected she wasright.

Writing about defeat boresme, so | shall hurry over the events of the next week or so. Dick died under
drugs; | left Langton Place and went back to the cottage in Essex. During November | saw dmost no



one. Grocerieswere delivered to the cottage. It rained continuoudy, and one night a storm brokein the
wooden shutters and flooded the downgtairsrooms. | felt completely emotionaly exhausted, drained of
feding, and found it hard to believe | could ever again fed interest in anything.

Inlate November, | hit rock bottom. I can remember staring at the sea, and wondering how long it would
taketo drown. | walked on the beach one grey, icy afternoon, and decided that | lacked the courageto
walk into the sea. It seemed absurd that something in me obvioudy clung to life, and yet | felt atotd lack
of interest in my own existence. The damage to the cottage was repaired sooner than | had expected; but
when | looked at the Sitting room after the windows and shutters had been replaced, | felt only
indifference. What did it matter whether it was Six inches deep in seawater or dry? Itsdryness gave me
no pleasure.

But the day after this, | felt arenewd of interest in my essay on longevity. | read it through - in adesultory
kind of way - and tried to reason out where | had gone wrong. | couldn’t; but the re-reading had made
me fed that | was not entirely wrong.

That afternoon - it was the 2™ of December - was sunny, and the seawasfairly cam. | had turned the
settee to the window, and | was half-lying on it, my back propped by apillow, with a blanket over my
leg. | remember that the oil fire made agentle but irregular roaring noise, which had irritated mein the
depth of my depression. | stared at the sea, trying to understand where | had gone wrong in my essay,
then | looked across the room at the bookcase. The sunlight shone on the backs of the books. They
were mostly American paperbacks, in bright colours - classcs of science, afew volumes on music, some
history and archaeology, avolume of Whitehead' s Adventure of |deas. The sunlight on the bright paper
covers produced a sense of euphoriafor amoment, but it vanished dmost immediately.

The sunlight hurt my eyes, so that | closed them, and lay back further on the pillow. The sight of the
books caused an after-image on the inside of my eyelids. And then, in aflash, | saw with perfect clarity
the solution of the problem that had almost driven meto suicide. It was asif | had seen to the
inner-nature of the books, and understood that they were not books at al, but apart of theliving
universe. Each one of them was awindow on ‘ other-ness’, on some place or time not actualy present.

Animmense, soothing fedling of relief flowed over me that made my eyesmoist. The sense of peace
seemed infinite. | dipped into alight deep, but it was so light that, in asense, | continued to think; or
rather, my subconscious mind repressed for so long, continued to feed thoughts and ingghtsto my
conscious levels.

| must explain thisclearly, for itisthe core of dl | have done and thought.

Firg of dl, | saw with perfect clarity why the ‘value experience does not guarantee long life, or even
immunity of iliness. It is totally unimportant. It islike aflash of lightning. But what isimportant is not the
lightning, but what you see by it. If lightning explodesin empty space, it illuminates nothing. If it explodes
over amountain landscape, it illuminatesagreat ded. In the sameway, if | experience asense of tota
affirmation after agood dinner, or on the point of deep, itismerdly a pleasant feding, akind of emotiona
orgasm that illuminates nothing but itsdlf. If | experienceit when | am wide awake and intensely excited, |
glimpsewholevigtas of redlity. It isthisredlity that isimportant, not the light by which | seeit.

What waslacking in Dick O’ Sullivan - aswell asin Ddlius and Scriabin and Ramakrishna - could be
defined in oneword: will. They accepted the value-experience asgood in itsalf.

The mogt difficult thing to explain isthe insght about books, becausethey aretoo familiar. Every literate
person has lived with books from the age of two. So it sounds atruism to say that books are man’s most
Spectacular spiritual achievement. It is neverthelesstrue. Man haslearned to conquer time through the
written word. It explainsthe accelerated evolution of our civilisation. After al, civilisations evolve through
the agency of extraordinary men. Who can doubt that the great milestonesin human history were the
work of sngle extraordinary individuas: the discovery of fire, of thewhed, of smelting iron, of living by



husbandry rather than hunting? Or the extraordinary individua might be ateacher or prophet, a Socrates,
aMohammed, a Savonarola. But before the invention of printing, the influence of such anindividud was
small. If, like Savonarola, he preached from a pulpit, only the peoplein his own city benefited much, and
the few who could trave to hear him. The invention of books suddenly meant that the influence of the
extraordinary individuals could be spread over the whole nation or civilisation. Likeradio or televison, it
was fundamentally amethod of broadcasting. Before printing, the Master had afew discipleswho
benefited from histeaching; now anyone could benefit who was capable of grasping its essence. ‘Mute
inglorious Miltons could study under Homer and Virgil. Books represented the release of immense
spiritual resourcesin mankind - just as oil derricks represented the release of physical resourcesin the
world.

Through books, man has conquered time. Theinsghts of poets and saints are il dive. For two million
years, man ascended the evolutionary ladder dowly and painfully, changing hardly more than the ape or
the horse. With the invention of books, he took a gigantic step into the redlm of the gods.

This, | saw clearly, wasthe direction of man’s evolution - from the animal towardsthe god. And thesign
of that evolution is deeper knowledge, broader consciousness, agod-like grasp of distant horizons. The
vaue experienceisdl very pleasant, but it is not auniquely human experience. Every anima can
experience ecstasy. That is not the point. But think of the difference between the ecstasy of ababy and
the ecstasy of agreat scientist or philosopher. The ecstasy of the scientist illuminates mountain ranges of
knowledge acquired over alifetime.

| woke up and stared at the celling. It was asif | had just recovered from adangerousillness, froma
delirium inwhich | had thought and said meaninglessthings. But now, &t least, | could see the answer. Of
course the value experienceisimportant - just aslight isimportant if we areto see. But | had been
experimenting with value experiences for their own sake. Naturaly, they had achieved nothing. In fact,
they had probably ended by acting as an irritant on the organism.

| could have laughed a my own naivety, my stupid inability to seethe obvious. Dick had been an
excellent worker before his accident. After the accident, he was unable to concentrate, unable to focus
his mind. He had become capable of ‘value experiences at the cost of dipping back towardsthe animal.
It had not been *an evolution but a* devolution’. But what distinguishes the greatest men is precisdy that
ability to focus, to concentrate the attention. So my search for longevity through the va ue experience was
awaste of time,

Thereisone more point | must explain if the reader isto follow the redlly important stepsin my search. It
is necessary for me to explain something quite ssimple about the nature of human consciousness.

Ever snce Husserl, we have redlised that consciousnessis ‘ intentiond’ - that you have to focusit or you
don't see anything. Everyoneisfamiliar with the experience of glancing a hiswatch while heishaving a
conversation, and smply not taking it in. Y ou certainly seethe face of the watch and the position of the
hands, but you don't see thetime. In order to grasp what timeit is, you have to make that act of
concentrating, of focusing. And thisistrue of al perception, and in fact, of dl mental acts. Our language
tendsto cover up this obviousfact. We say * Something caught my attention’, asif your attention werea
mouse waking into atrap; but it isn't. It is much morelike afish that hasto bite the hook beforeit can
get ‘caught’. It hasto go halfway. Wetalk about ‘falling inlove', and the phraseis deceptively smple,
like'aseasy asfdling off alog'. Infact, it isextremely difficult to fal off alog; you would practicaly have
to fling yoursdf off. And you haveto fling yoursdf into love too; you don't fall.

All that is straightforward enough and most phil osophers now recognise itsimportance (with the
exception of the English, who play at philosophy asif it were cricket). But thereis something el se about
consciousness which is even more important than itsintentiondity. And no one had ever recognised this.

Congder what happensif you try to read when you are drunk, or just very tired. Y ou can focuson
individual phrases and sentences, but you still don’t understand what you are reading. Because the



moment your eyes have roamed across a sentence, they forget it - they lose their grasp oniit. So athough
you understand each sentence perfectly well, you can’'t grasp what isbeing said. Your mindislikea
pencil-flashlight beam that travels over the page. But asit il luminates each new sentence, therest of the
pagefalsinto total darkness.

Now think what happens when you read the page with understanding. Y our mind still travels over each
word like aflashlight beam, but it also continues to grasp the meaning of the sentences that have gone
padt. Itisasif your mind had two hands, one of which picks up new meanings asit travels over the
page, the other one of which continues to grasp the old meanings of previous sentences. And one hand
keeps passing the meanings back to the other, so it can leave itsdlf free to pick up more new meanings.

When you are drunk, your consciousness triesto work with only one hand. So it loses the meanings as
fast asit picks them up.

Now asmpleway of expressing al thiswould be to say that consciousnessis relational . Whenitis
working properly, it keepsrelating new meanings, which it picks up with the right hand, to the old
meanings, which are held in abunch in theleft hand.

Perhaps my meaning will be much clearer if | say that a hedlthy consciousnessislike a spider’ sweb, and
you are the spider in the centre. The centre of the web is the present moment. But the meaning of your
life depends on those fine threads which stretch away to other times, other places, and the vibrations that
come to you along the web. Y ou can imagine Wordsworth standing on Westminster Bridge, the threads
of hismind stretching to distant comers of the universe and hisown life.

Thisrecognition that consciousnessis not only intentiond but relational enables usto grasp the nature of
al so-caled mystical or poetic experiences. Normdly, your consciousnessislikeavery smdl spider’s
web; itsthreads don't stretch very far. Other times, other places, are not very red to you. You can
remember them, but they aren’t redlities. And our lives are turbulent, like living in astrong wind, so the
web gets broken pretty frequently. But sometimes, the wind drops, and you manage to creste ah
enormous web. And suddenly, distant times and distant places become redlities, asred asthe present
moment, sending thelr vibrations down into your mind.

But such experiences are not really mystica or unusua. All consciousnessis ‘web-like', rationa, but the
webisusudly smdler.

The conseguences of thisare tremendous. It meansthat the ‘visons and ecstasies of the mysticsare
perfectly norma, and that any human being is capable of experiencing them. It dso meansthat the
mystic's sense of affirmation and goodnessis based upon areal perception, not anillusion. The
pessmigtic philosopherswho find life meaninglessare smply living in avery small web. What Sartre calls
‘naused isliving on aweb that isso tiny that it can hardly be called aweb at dl. Nauseais meaningless
because it has no threads stretching e sewhere. But even ‘naused isavery smal web. All consciousness
isweb-likein structure; otherwise, it would not be consciousness; it would be unconsciousness.

Thisingght connected up directly with what | had redlised in the pub in Holborn. At thisstagein his
evolution, manis naturally developing afar larger ‘web’. So poets, philosophers, scientists are dways
having these momentsin which they grasp enormous meanings. These moments of meaning areaso
moments of tremendous affirmation, a clear recognition of what human evolutionisall abot.

Thisaso explains, of course, why, when theromantic’s ‘vision' isover, and he comes down to earth
again, the ‘meanings no longer seem to be there. Of course not. He can till see them, but they no longer
seem tremendous or important. Heis only seeing them, not touching them. The thread has broken. This
aso explains one of the oldest criticisms of mystical vision - that when the mystic can put it into words, it
is perfectly commonplace, something we al know dl thetime. Of courseitis. We ‘know’ it, but it isn't
red to us.

All of thisdid not cometo mein a sudden rush, that afternoon on 2@ December. The core of theinsght



came, but the rest took longer to develop. That didn’t matter. What was so important was that | now
knew that my theory was correct. Dick’ s death proved rather than disproved it. Evolution doesn't
particularly favour ‘value experiences or ecstasies. But it does favour ‘web-like consciousness .

Soif | could discover away of increasing the ‘relationd’ quality of consciousness, then | had solved my
problem of human longevity.

| sat down and wrote Littleway atwenty-page letter. It was not very coherent, but it said al the
important things, said them clearly.

Asif to confirm my belief beyond al doubt, | began to have intense experiences of ‘other-ness’ over the
next few days. | would suddenly recal Aubrey’ s place at Alexandria, or my home at Hucknal, with
tremendous vividness, asif | had been transported by atime machine for afew seconds. Proust
describes such amoment in Swvann’s Way when his mother gave him a* petite madeleine’, and he dipped
itin histea- sudden total remembrance of another time and place. But Proust, absorbed in hismisery
and hypochondria, lacked the key to such moments. | was convinced that | now had the key.

Littleway wrote back afew dayslater. He was asinterested as | expected, although perhaps less
excited. What he said was. ‘In that case, it looks asif we have to start working with adifferent kind of
subject. Idedlly, we need an Einstein or aWhitehead... | wonder if Bertrand Russall would be
interested?

But it seemed less smpleto me. | was not thinking of how my theories could be tested in the |aboratory.
If I wasright, then man was approaching pretty close to the conquest of time. | wanted to know exactly
how he could cross the threshold into the * promised land'.

Itisworth mentioning, by theway, that all sgnsof my suicidal depression had vanished within twelve
hours of my ‘dream’. Most of our assumptions about illness - particularly mentd illness - are profoundly
mistaken. If our physical batteries run low because of along illness, they may take weeksto recharge.
With the menta batteries, the rechargeis nearly instantaneous once the cregtive drives are re-established.
Thiswas perhaps the most exciting time of my life— in spite of the remarkable experiencesthat | shdl
describe later. For | knew | was close to a breakthrough, and | suspected that it would be the most
important breskthrough in the history of the human race.

It also seemed to methat | now had pretty clear indications of the direction my physical researches
should pursue; into the human brain. For thiswas where the secret lay.

Congder: thisbrain of oursis more amazing than the largest eectronic computer ever built. It istrue that
our largest computer today can perform amillion operations per second. It can solvein asecond
mathematical problems that would take a great mathematician ten years. In spite of this, the human brain
isafar more complex computer; you would need to build acomputer the size of Westminster Abbey and
the Houses of Parliament to riva the human brainin complexity. The largest computers at the moment
have aquarter of amillion trangstors (and at the time | am writing about 60,000 was the maximum). The
brain has billions of neurons, the basic unit of the nervous system. What ismore, it seemsto be ableto
operate on saverd levels, or in severd dimensions at once, while acomputer can only pursue one path at
atime - this explains the human capacity for creetivity.

However, let me emphasise: the brain is not merely amagnificent compuiter. Itisdive. Y ou could not
build a computer, even the size of New Y ork, that possessed freedom of choice. For man’sfreedom is
redly amisnomer; what makes him freeisthe evolutionary urge which drives him upward, and which
therefore provides areason when heis confronted by choices. To build acomputer responding to an
evolutionary urge (which wouldn't be too difficult - it would merely need atendency to

s f-complexification built into its organisation) to respond, that is, with al the subtlety and complexity of
the human brain, you would probably need a computer the size of the moon.



Now different areas of the brain control different functions: sight, hearing, muscular movement, etc. There
iseven an area of the hypothaamus which controls sexua orgasms, and can flood the body with

pleasure. (We later did someinteresting experimentswith it, which finally disposed of the old argument
that man’ shighest idedl ispleasure. | found that even with the ability to stimulate overwhelming fits of
pleasurein myself asoften as| liked, the basic desire for knowledge remained unabated, and the
pleasurefindly became rather abore.) But, in spite of our considerable knowledge of the brain, we il
know very littlein comparison to what we don’t know. From the point of view of most of our everyday
functions, from walking to writing poetry, abrain one tenth our present size would suffice. Sowhy do
we possess the other nine tenths?

Thereisaso the problem of the brain waves. The brain has abasic rhythm, called the dphawave, which
runson most of thetime, like the engine of acar in neutral. When you start looking at something, this
stops, as when you put the car into gear. In the black room, it also stops, but for adifferent reason; it is
liketurning off theignitionin your car. Thisisserious. There are dso betawaves, of a higher frequency,
deltawaves, which are dower, and arare wave labelled theta. These are connected with the pleasure
mechanism in that they stop during pleasure, intensify in frustration.

But we know amost nothing about the actud relations of these waves to our most important mental
activities. We know that deltarhythms are associated with deep and disease; beta rhythms with tension
and the ectivity of thewill, but very little ese. We know that sexud activity isassociated with the
hypothalamus, and that nearly al the higher human functions - self-control, imagination, and so on - are
associated with the fronta 1obes, which appears to be the control room of the brain.

What | now wanted to know wasfairly smple, and yet incredibly difficult to investigate. The animal brain
isrelatively smple; it isacomputer that is meant to deal mostly with present experience. * The nearest
creature to us, the chimpanzee, cannot retain an image long enough to reflect onit,” says Grey Walter in
his classic on the brain. Animals have memory, of course, but it operates on aprimitive, inginctive level.
The human memory ison an dtogether different level. For example, is there anyone who has not
imagined some painful accident - trapping hisfingersin adoor, or something - and winced involuntarily?
We havethis curious ability to respond strongly to purdly imaginative simuli.

For example, | have mentioned that a pha rhythms cease when you start to look at things. They aso
ceaeif you imagine something vividly. Animalsand small children do not possessthis capacity. Like
sdf-contral, it is something developed dowly and painfully.

So what happens to the human brain asit develops this capacity to useimagination? If thebrainisa
computer, what kind of circuit congtitutesimagination?

| knew that if | could answer this question, then | had almost solved my problem. If the hypothaamus can
be stimulated e ectricdly to provide pleasure, then it should aso be possibleto ‘boost’ the brain’ s higher
functions, to intensfy theimagination.

Let us be clear about this problem. Y ou may wince when you imagine trapping your fingers, but it only
lasts afraction of asecond. Y ou cannot sustain the thought for long. In the same way, you may try to
recall your holiday last year, and manage to conjure up afew of its sghtsand smellswith great vividness.
But again, you can't sugtain it. Imagination seemsto have very limited powers.

On the other hand, there is one respect in which human imagination can reproduce some of the most
important effects of aphysica simulus. | meaninthe areaof sex. A man can imagine getting into bed with
apretty girl, and he can carry hisfantasy to the point of asexua orgasm.

No animal can masturbate without the actual presence of a sexual stimulus. Monkeys masturbate a
great ded in azoo (athough less so in their natura surroundings). Placed alone in a separate room, they
eventually cease to masturbate; they need at least the visua stimulus of another monkey. A picture of
another monkey, no matter how redlistic, produces no effect.



And so, paradoxicaly enough, the ability to masturbate is one of the highest functions man has yet
developed. It isthe one function in which imagination can sustain the effects of physicd redity.

Thementd activity involved inimagination isthe highest form known to man. Y ou might suppose théat his
reasoning faculty ishigher till. Thisisuntrue. There have been many mathematical prodigies who could
do incredibly complex calculations at agreat speed - Vito Mangiamele calculated the cube root of
3,796,416 in aminute and a hdf (it is 156). Most of these prodigies have been of average or

bel ow-average intelligence, and many of them lost their powersin later life.

Now if my theory was correct, man has been struggling to develop anew leve of imaginative power in
the past two centuries. And he is succeeding to aremarkable degree. If we could understand the
mechanism of imagination, the answer was dready within our grasp. For example, suppose the answer
should prove to be that imagination is associated with a power to suppressthe brain’ s a pharhythms.
(Weknow that these rhythms cease in intense mentd activity.) We might then concentrate upon methods
of aiding the brain to suppress them -perhaps through the use of certain drugs, or certain stimulants, or
even eectrical methods.

| knew thiswas not the answer. Alpharhythms are the result of inattention, of the brain ‘ticking over’;
they are an effect, not acause.

No, the answer, | was certain, must be associated with ‘relationa consciousness . Our normal
consciousness isathin searchlight beam. But moments of intensity, moments of crigs, bresk this habit,
and give us aglimpse of broader meaning, so that the searchlight beam widens and illuminates awider
area. These are Marks' s ‘ value experiences .

| remembered an example that had happened to afriend of Alec Lydl’s. The man had aseries of minor
misfortunes that made him apathetic and depressed. One day, he came home and found a note saying
that hiswife had left him. He was plunged into despair, and began to think of suicide. Automaticaly, he
switched on the television set to watch the news - and learned that asmall Californian town, in which he
and hiswife had spent part of their honeymaoon, had been totally destroyed by an explosion. A dynamite
truck with atrailer had skidded on an icy road and jack-knifed, so itstwo halves clapped together. The
explosion wiped the town and itsinhabitants off the face of the map. Shattered by the enormousness of
the catastrophe, Lyd I’ sfriend totdly forgot his own troubles. When he remembered them, ten minutes or
o later, he thought: *Oh, that - how trivid.’

The mechanism isobvious. The crisis- even though it did not directly concern him - acted on some
cerebra hormone, snapping him into a state of wakefulness. He saw things as awhole, and saw that his
personal problem was small enough compared to what goes on in the world every minute of the day.

Thisisthe kind of overall vison that the scientist and the poet both strive to achieve. If we could achieve
control over that ‘ mental hormone' that breaks habit patterns, we would be on the verge of becoming
supermen. For the chief human problem is our davery to thetrivia, which we can only bregk by rather
dubious methods - alcohol, drugs, violence, and so on. Y et our need to escapethetrivid isso
compulsive that we prefer to commit crimes or start wars rather than remain bored. Could | solvethe
problem? Even at thisearly stage, | had avery definiteidea- akind of premonition - that | could.

Littleway had returned to Americain the January of 1969, so | had to work aone for the time being.
However, he allowed meto use hislibrary. | spent severa weeksin Great Glen absorbed in books on
the brain. They were mogstly fairly advanced text books, and | had to rely on the Leicester Public Library
for smpler works. Themore| read, the more dissatisfied | became. Brain physiology has been a science
ever since Hartley suggested that consciousness depends upon brain *vibrations', in 1749. Y et our
ignoranceis dtill enormous.

The outline of my theory grew steedily clearer, but it wasintensdy difficult tofill initsdetalls. | could see



clearly that ‘value experiences are merely momentsin which man becomesfully conscious of what he
already possesses. For example, a man threatened with death suddenly becomes aware of how deeply
he wantsto live. But otherwise, habit patterns can be so strong that he can commit suicide without
snapping out of hisnarrow and limited state of sdif pity.

Now the essence of my theory wasthis: there is no such thing as ‘ normal death’; thereisonly
suicide. A man does not die of ‘old age’. He getsfixed in old habit patterns until his capacity for
‘other-ness’ isdestroyed, and then he allows himsdlf to sink into death.

If thiswas true, the consequence was obvious. If man could learn to *sngp’ out of habits at amoment’s
notice, to make his brain respond as if someone were pointing agun &t his head, then he would never
lose touch with the springs of life deep in the subconscious, and he would live indefinitely. The body does
not die; cells reproduce themsdavesindefinitely. Even the brainitsaf respondsto thiswill tolive. 1t was
once believed that pardysis caused by brain injuriesisincurable, until someone tried encouraging
paralysed soldiers to make immense efforts to move their limbs. Again and again, it was demonsirated
that the motor cortex can recover itsfunction, if thewill to recovery is powerful and persistent enough.

Later on, Littleway invented the smple and convenient term ‘ newness' to describe afully awake mind.
Newnessiswhat you experience on the first morning of aholiday, or enjoying poetry or music. The
human brain, like a battery, has a cagpacity for ‘output’ or ‘input’. When it isthinking, remembering,
dreaming, that is‘output’ . When it is passive, wide open, recelving impressions as an open flower
recaives sunlight, that is‘input’. Sometimes, the input channels get completely blocked - by fatigue,
neuross, trividity, and ‘newness’ cannot get in.

Newnessisthe principle of life. Deprived of it, man becomes subject to illness - physical and mentd -
and then dies. And this, | believed, iswhy al men die. Solve the problem of keeping the ‘input’ channels
open to newness, and you have solved the problem of immortality. Thiswas the basic ideathat drove our
researches.

But if | attempted to go into detail about our researches over the next two years, thisMemoir would run
to athousand pages. | must try to summarise our approach to the problem.

To beginwith, | should mention that Littleway arranged for me to work with him &t the University of
Wisconsin from September 1969 until the following May. Dr Stafford, in charge of Physical Sciences,
was fascinated by Littleway’ s account of our experiments, and offered mea*visiting lectureship’ which
involved only two hours' lecturing aweek. Stafford himself has been responsible for some classic
experiments concerned with the prefrontal 1obes of monkeys.

From the beginning, | felt that the answer lay in the prefronta 1obes of the brain. These are the parts of
the brain situated immediately behind the eyes, the fore-part of the frontal |obes. No one quite knew in
those dayswhat the prefrontal |obes were for; and experimentd evidence seemed contradictory. Itis
known that the frontal lobes are concerned in man’ s higher faculties' - sympathy, tact, self-discipline and
reflection, aswell asin motor responses. It was assumed that the prefrontal cortex was probably some
kind of extrastorage area. Injury to this area seems to calise no damage to the nervous system - thereis
afamous casein which acrowbar shot through aman’s skull, destroying the cortex; he lived for twelve
yearslonger in aperfectly norma manner, except that his behaviour was in many respects coarsened. A
stockbroker suffering prefrontal damage became boastful and tactless, and ceased to carefor hisfamily.
On the other hand, damage to the prefrontal areahasafar greater effect on children, involving generd
loss of intelligence. Thiswould seem to indicate that the prefrontal |obes play some important part in child
development.

Children experience more ‘ poetic’ states than adults - “the glory and the freshness of adream’. So it can
be seen why | suspected that my search for the mechanism of the value experience should be
concentrated in the prefrontal cortex.



Dr Stafford had performed some experiments with rats and monkeys, to test what happened when the
prefrontals are damaged or removed. He discovered that, on the whole, intelligence is unimpaired, but
memory is to some extent affected. Monkeyswith prefrontal damage were shown food being placed
under one of two pots, then a screen was lowered for afew seconds so the pots were hidden. When the
screen was raised again, the monkey often raised the wrong pot.

| was aware of the danger of jumping to conclusions, but the more | thought about it, the more | was
convinced that the prefrontal cortex is, so to speak, the centre of poetry and intelligence. After dl, what is
it that distinguishes the poet from the ordinary man? At avery early stage, it isobvioudy not ‘tdent’. The
talent develops asaresult of a certain search - the search for va ue experiences, the childhood moments
of universal ‘newness and happiness. Most people forget them; poets cling to them - and spend their
lives searching for them. It isaquestion of acertain kind of memory - what we might call ‘feding
memory’. More mechanica forms of memory are taken over by the frontal lobes. Monkeyswith
prefrontal injuries can be trained to remember which pot the food isunder - i.e. they can learn by habit.

Readers may aso remember the obsolete operation caled prefronta leucotomy, in which ascalpd was
inserted behind the eyeball to sever the prefrontal areafrom the rest of the brain. Inviolent or intensely
neurotic patients, this often had acaming effect. Obvioudy they stopped feding, and sSncetheir fedings
had been mostly unpleasant, this was often agood thing. Unfortunately, they were also made coarser and
duller by the operation, so it was eventualy abandoned.

Our first Sx months at Wisconsin were occupied with experiments on monkeys, to try to determine
whether, in fact, the prefronta region has any function gpart from ‘storing’ dusty memories. We
experimented with baby monkeys, adult monkeys and senile monkeys. We connected electrodesto the
media hypothalamus to provoke pleasure reactions, and tested the sensitivity to such stimulation of
monkeys to whom we had administered psychedelic drugs. (The results were disgppointing, athough
later experiments with albino ratswere less s0.)

After sx months, we changed the direction of the experiments. | was anxiousto try the effects of
hypnotism, and this meant that we had to find human subjects.

Hypnosis has aways fascinated the student of the brain because it seemsto indicate that our waking
facultiesare limited by the ‘brain mechanisms'. A subject under hypnosis can do things that would be
impossiblein hiswaking state. What hidden powers are tapped by the hypnotist? And how?

Obvioudy, | suspected that the answer again lay in the prefrontal cortex. But first of all, we did awhole
series of experimentsto establish the generd background. A psychiatrist friend, skilled in hypnosis, taught
us the techniques. We quickly established that hypnosis makes no physica differenceto the brain. If the
subject’s eyes were closed, and he was told that they were open, he behaved exactly as though they
were open, avoiding obstacles with the uncanny skill of adeep-waker; yet the dpharhythms - thesign
that he could not see anything - persisted. And when the subject’ s eyes were open, and he was told that
they were closed, he behaved exactly asif they were closed, but the a pharhythms ceased. When told he
isadeep, the subject failsto register the typica deep rhythms.

Since these experiments are described at length in our joint book on the subject, | shall not go into further
detail here, except to say that most of our conclusions have subsequently been accepted by
psychologists. Human anxiety - characterised by betawaves - prevents usfrom utilisng our full
capacities; we cannot relax. The hypnotist soothes the waking sdif, the persondlity, out of existence, and
reaches straight through to the ‘robot’, our degper mechanica levds, to which the confused and tense
personality often gave contradictory orders. What isinvolved hereisthe human tendency to placetrustin
aleader, even to submit their will completely to him, like the Germans under Hitler. The*leader’ (the
hypnotist) can often evoke aresponse of salf-sacrifice and endurance that the subject would be quite
unableto evokein himsdf for his own purposes.

These experiments led us much farther afield than we expected - for example, into the area of the



pathologica crimindl. It wasinteresting to discover that crime often seemsto be the revolt of the ‘ robot’
(which, in spite of itsname, isvery much dive) againgt an inadequate persondity. Crimind psychopaths
are characterised by strong theta rhythms (which are produced by anger and frustration). In normal
people, thetarhythmslast for only about ten seconds after some frustration; then ahigher leve of the
persondlity suppresses them. In some psychopaths, they persst al the time. We discovered that these
rhythms could often be affected by hypnosis; under the orders of his‘leader’, the psychopath could
achieve adegree of sdlf-control impossible under norma circumstances, and this could often be carried
over into hiseveryday life. Predictably, prefrontal damage tended to increase theta rhythm. | mention
these results here because they were not included in our book, which only summarisesthefirs year's
work, before the great discoveries began.

We were getting closer. | was continually aware of this. Whenever | studied the prefrontal cortex, | had a
strong sensation of being in touch with the secret source of ‘relationa consciousness’, of man's greatest
powers. And yet | had found no practical method for releasing these powers. Hypnosis could often
produce profound ‘ value experiences, after some probing into the past life of the subject. But they were
exactly like Dick O’ Sullivan’sV .E.s. | was aware that what | was seeking was something closer to the
sheer power of the sexual orgasm.

On 2 February 1971, Littleway remarked: * The breakthrough will probably come by accident.” The
following day, his prediction wasfulfilled.

Our experiments had been concentrated for some time on the brain waves, particularly on those of the
highest frequency, the gammarhythms. Thiswas dmaost routine work, since we were both convinced that
these waves played no important part in the higher processes of the brain. Man achievesvalue
experiences without the help of brain waves, they are aby-product, just asthe sound of acar’ sengineis
aby-product.

It isknown that the flicker of an eectric light can interfere with the brain’ s norma rhythms, often to the
point of causing the subject to lose consciousness; this technique has been used for the control of
epileptic fits. We became interested in the question of interfering with the brain rhythms, to see what
results could be produced. In 1971, there was still an enormous amount of work to be donein this area.
We experimented with mild currents of varying frequencies, fed into the brain directly by means of
electrodes. These dectrodes had to be extremely fine, of course, sometimes aslittle as afiftieth of a
millimetre in diameter. To begin with, we used insulated sted, until Littleway heard about the properties
of ‘Neumann’'sadloy’, themeta discovered in 1931 by the Austrian brain physiologist Alois Neumann. It
isandloy of iron, copper, zinc, platinum and gallium, with aminute quantity of graphite. Neumann was
interested in it mainly because of its* delayed action effect’; with currents of lessthan amicrovolt, it fails
to conduct, but ‘holds the current for afraction of a second, then suddenly releasesit asaflash at higher
voltage. Discovered accidentdly by achemist in the Krupp armament worksin 1919, it has excited very
little interest becauseit is of no particular usein science or industry. Neumann had started to use
electrodes tipped with thismetd in hisinvestigation of the ‘K complex’ - the flashes of brain energy that
occur when you are on the point of deep, and which often jerk you awake. His researches were cut
short by his desth, and his son Gustav subsequently presented his papersto the University of Wisconsin.
| discovered them accidentally, and we decided to try to obtain aquantity of Neumann metd. It wasa
long process, but we eventually succeeded. It proved to be thoroughly worthwhile, for we soon
discovered that the metal had variable propertiesasfar as‘retaining’ went, and could be used to interfere
not only with deltarhythms, but with theta and gammawaves aswell.

Itschief troubleisthat it isagreat deal softer than stedl, so that it cannot be brought to so fine apoint.
However, thisdidn't bother us. We stuck to stedl electrodes for investigating motor areas, and used the
Neumann aloy mainly for experimentswith the frontal and prefrontal cortex. The results were extremely
encouraging. The delayed ‘flash’ evidently stimulated some memory trigger process, so that subjects



could recdl events of childhood without the need for hypnosis. (To begin with, we used an old acohalic
patient who had figured largely in our hypnotic experiments, and whom we partly cured.)

The process of insertion of the electrodes was smple - alocal anaesthetic, then two fine holes drilled into
the frontal bone of the skull. The subject sat upright, his head held in awell-padded frame, to prevent
brain damage in the case of sudden movement.

A week after the commencement of our experiments, Littleway noticed that the cerebro-spina fluid
seemed to have some dight effect on the Neumann aloy; it had darkened dightly in colour. Careful tests
showed that it was lighter, amere fraction of amilligram. This seemed unlikely to do any damage, and as
the experiments had reached a crucia stage, we pressed on.

After the experiment, the e ectrodes were again weighed. Thistime, one of them wasdmost amilligram
lighter. Examined under amicroscope, we discovered that avery tiny piece had snapped off the point.
Experiments were suspended, and the subject kept under observation for severa days. There wasno
red causefor darm. Obvioudy, if aman can survive after acrowbar has amputated most of his
prefrontal lobes, the damage to be anticipated from a thousandth of agram of soft meta isvery smdl
indeed. When, after severd days, there were no il effects, we decided to go ahead once again. (The
patient was aso eager for usto start; hewasbeing well paid, and the effects of our *eectrica therapy’
seemed to be entirely beneficial; he aready looked severd years younger, and seemed to have gained in
intelligence)

We agpplied the current - and the result startled us. We were both watching hisface carefully, in case of ill
effects. He was an oldish man - | mention his name here because of hisplacein the history of science -
Zachariah Longdireet, formerly of Grand Rapids, lllinois. When we had first met him, he wasfifty-nine,
and had just served three yearsin the penitentiary for incest. He was a confirmed acoholic. Hewas still
living with hiswife, and at her request had gone to Harvey Grossman - our psychiatrist friend - for
trestment. Hypnosis had proved beneficial, and the attention and interest he received from the three of us
seemed to improve himin every way. Hiseyeslost the dull, rather resentful expression, and histheta
wave pattern improved. However, left to himself for more than amonth or so, he tended to relgpse into
acoholism, and then into sexua exhibitionism.

He was sixty-one when we conducted the test using the Neumann eectrodes, and in good generd hedlth.

When the current was turned on, hisface became thoughtful, asif he wastrying to remember aname that
hed dipped hismemory. We watched carefully, expecting him to say something. But thelines of hisface
remained composed, his eyes staring past us, till concentrated. In previous experiments, he had become
drowsy, dmost asif hypnotised.

The expression of concentration deepened. Suddenly, he said clearly:

‘Alright. Turn it down. It stoo strong,’

Littleway did as he said automatically, adjusting the rheostat - with aglance of surprise & me. He said:
‘How doesit fed?

‘Interegting. Extremdly interesting.’

Again, welooked at one another. It was smply not the kind of phrase Longstreet would normaly use.
Hewould say, ‘ Pretty good’, or sometimesincomprehensible dang phraseslike, ‘Y € retootin’.

Littleway asked: ‘In what way?
Longstreet grinned at us, and said: ‘I’ ve found your bit of dloy.’

The tape recording of this session shows that neither of us bothered to ask him what he meant
immediately. We were too fascinated by the obvious change that was taking place in him. | wish we had
thought to film it aswell asrecord it. From the expression on hisface, neither of us had the dightest doubt



that something important wastaking place.

| wasthefirg to grasp what thiswas. We had induced value experiences so often that | was used to the
sgns- relaxation, the glow of ecstasy, sdaf-abandonment, sometimes violent tears or convulsions of
emotion. Inthiscase, it was nothing of the sort. The face seemed to become firmer. The eyes, very pae
blue, and normaly dightly bloodshot, stared past uswith the intensity of aman observing something that
grips hisinterest. He reminded me of something or someone - then | remembered who it was. acertain
picture of Sherlock Holmesin one of the early illugtrated editions, ditting, with his head against acushion,
playing aviolin. The eyes had that aguiline, penetrating qudity that Watson is dways describing.
Suddenly, I knew what had happened. | sad:

‘My god, Henry, we'redoneit.’
‘Donewhat?
‘Induced area vaue experience. Contemplative objectivity. Other-ness.’

Then he saw it too. We both stared. 1t was dmogt frightening; although for me, it was perhapsless
exhilarating than the afternoon of my ‘dream’ in Essex. | asked Longstreset:

‘Can you describe what' s happening?

‘No.’

‘“What did you mean abouit finding our piece of aloy?

He made adight movement of his heavily gloved handstowards hisface.
‘It'sin here. It'slodged in thisfront part - what do you cadl it? Thelobe...
‘What isit doing? ThiswasLittleway.

‘Can’t describeit. I'm opening up.’

‘Inwhat way?

Longstreet only smiled. It was a pitying smile, but not patronising. He was smply condoling with usfor
not knowing what he meant.

His breathing became extremely calm and regular, then ceased to be noticeable, dthough he was
obvioudy fully conscious. Heignored our questions. Only after Littleway had repeated severd times
‘“What can you see? hesaid briefly: * Sameasyou.’

He gestured to usto push the rheodtat closer to him - it was on atrolley. Littleway looked dubious, but |
moved thetrolley. Longstreet only wanted to turn down the current. He sat with it turned down for more
than aquarter of an hour - so low that the rate of ‘firings must have been less than one every two
seconds. Then hetried to turn it up again, jerked suddenly asif the effect wastoo violent, and turned it
right down to zero. He said:

‘ Get these things outamy head.’

We did as he asked, seded the holesin his skull with adhesive tape, and moved him to an armchair. His
expression had relaxed; it now became very sad. We alowed him to rest for ten minutes without
questioning him. Then hesaid:

‘It safunny thing. It didn’t matter al thetime.’

We could get nothing coherent out of him after that. He became deepy. Hisface grew duller, and he
made no objection when we suggested moving him back to bed. Before the nurse came with the
gretcher, he wasfast adeep, snoring gentry.

Littleway sad:



‘But what the hdl caused it?

| said: ‘I’ m going to make one wild guess. That tiny piece of dloy somehow worked itsway into the
prefronta cortex.’

‘But what would that do?
“Your guessis as good as mine. Maybe closed a synaptic gap.’

‘That’ simpossible. They're only afew Angsirom unitswide. This metal would be ahundred timestoo
big. Anyway, it wouldn’t make any difference. Nerve impulses are pretty congtant. If they’re strong
enough to cross a synapse, they don't lose strength anyway.’

At this point, we redlised we were taping oursalves, and Littleway switched it off. When | listen to the
tape, | am amazed by how quickly we grasped what had happened. Perhaps Longstreet’ s mention of
finding our metal gave usthe clue.

What, then, had happened? Littleway was mistaken as we discovered later, when Longstreet’ s head
X-rayswere blown up to fifty timestheir size. The piece of metd that had worked itsway into the outer
layer of the cortex was aminute fragment of the piece that had broken off the electrode - astiny asthat
had been. It had lodged in the dendrites of a synapse, or very closeto them. And its effect wasto delay
the nervous stimulus, and then dischargeiit. In other words, it acted as an amplifier.

Then everything became clear. Poets develop by wanting to develop the ability for ‘ other-ness'. The
prefrontal lobes contain vast reservoirs of memory and meaning, of akind that is quite unnecessary for
our daily surviva - infact, anuisance, because it would distract us from the boring necessities of
everyday living. But it isextremely hard for poetsto divert brain energy from more practica areas of the
brain to these great memory tanks; our anima caution refusesto allow it. So these strange moments of
purevision, of broad ‘relational consciousness', only occur when there happensto be alot of brain
energy to spare - for example, when a crisis has led us to tense oursalves, to draw upon our reserve
energy tanks, and then the crisis disappears.

The minute fragment of metal had amplified some nerve impulse, o asto produce acontinual effect like
the disappearance of crigs. The reason Longstreet could not describe his menta condition was that he
had no way of describing it. And when hetold usthat he was seeing ‘ the same asyou’, he was being
grictly accurate. Only hewasredly seeing it, like awide angle camera, instead of thetiny lensthrough
which most of us contemplate the world. He was getting abird’ seye view of hislife- agod' seyeview.

We had accidentaly solved the problem | set out to solve - how to *boost’ the ‘ new faculty’ that has
begun to appear in man. Admittedly, we had no evidence that we could repeat the experiment. | suppose
we also had no redl evidence of what had happened to Longstreet - that it was not an ordinary V.E. But
neither of us had the least doubt, having seen Long-street’ sface.

It seemed pretty clear that the most difficult part of the experiment would be the placing of aminute
fragment of Neumann alloy &t the right nerve junction in the cortex. We consulted a brain surgeon about
this, and he confirmed that it would be difficult without damage to brain tissue. But again the solution
proved unexpectedly smple.

Longstreet was eager for usto continue to experiment on him. We were atogether less eager, becauseiit
seemed likely that we would learn aslittle as on the first occasion. But we were both curious about one
point: whether he would be able to learn the ability to induce ‘relational consciousness without the need
for dectrica simulation. After the first occasion, hewastotaly unableto recdl his sate of intensty. He
was not even able to remember what it had been like. He seemed inclined to believe that we had caused
the intensity with the dectric current. When | tried to explain what had redlly happened, he didn’t seem
interested - he only wanted to know how soon we would do it again.

We were not entirely happy about it. The skin punctures on his scalp were chafing; we wanted to alow



them to hedl up. But he was so persistent that we performed the same experiment forty-eight hours after
thefirst one. The results were much the same, dthough thistime he was more takative. One of the things
he said was:. ‘It' s better than being drunk.” Another was: ‘What’ swrong with most people anyway?
Littleway commented that he had re-discovered the doctrine of Origind Sinfor himself.

After the second occasion, we decided to alow the skin punctures to heal before wetried it again. Inthe
meantime, we consulted brain surgeons, and looked around for another subject. Ten days later, we had
Longstreet’ s skull X-rayed again. The piece of Neumann aloy had moved, working itsway closeto the
outer surface of the lobe. We hurried Longstreet to the laboratory and connected up the electrodes. The
movement of the metal seemed to make no difference; the effect was the same as before! It seemed to
make no difference where the dloy waslocated in the cortex. The flow of current immediately produced
the same intengity of concentration. And, oddly enough, Longstreet was aware that the piece of aloy had
moved. We pressed him to explain himself. He was not very clear, but we gathered that he was aware of
the metdl asasource of intensity.

Thiswas the most exciting thing that had happened since the greet discovery, and the most important. It
obvioudy meant that it didn’t matter where the aloy lodged in the cortex; the effect was the same.

Three days later, the X-ray plates seemed to indicate that the metal had vanished. We assumed that it
had dissolved in cerebro-spina fluid. Nevertheless, we decided to test Long-street again. The result
puzzled us, for it was exactly the same as before. Either the meta had set up some kind of habit patternin
the cortex, that was stimulated by the current, or there were tiny quantities still in the cortex, too minute to
show on X-ray plates, but powerful enough to cause thetypical reaction. In due course, we discovered
the latter wasthe case.

By thistime, we had another subject for experiment - agirl of twenty-three who had been suffering from
suicidd depression. Harvey Grossman had suggested that we try her when we described our results with
Longstreet. She was exactly what we had been looking for - a college graduate who had published
poetry in smal magazines, intelligent and articulate. Her name was Honor Weiss. Her case higtory is
unimportant, except to say that the attempts at suicide occurred after an abortion.

Wetook care not to say too much to her about our aims; she seemed to accept that we intended to try
some new form of shock treatment. Her State of vitality seemed so low that | suspected she hoped to die
inthe experiment.

The same technique was used as before: amild anaesthetic (she was afraid of pain, so we decided
againg novocaine), ahole an eighth of an inch widein the flesh, made by a hot platinum wire scalpd, then
an eighth inch holedrilled in the skull. This part of the operation was performed by Dr Arnold Soddy;
athough Littleway had amedica degree, his hands lacked the necessary steadiness. Cerebro-spind fluid
was drained off to reved the brain surface. The fragment of Neumann metd was propelled on to the
brain’s surface by repulsion; aminute current was alowed to flow through the platinum wire on which it
rested, and the discharge kicked the fragment off the wire on to the brain surface. Two hours later, it had
been absorbed. The cerebro-spina fluid was pumped back in, and the hole sealed. The next morning,
X-raysrevealed that the meta had penetrated to adepth of haf aninch. Oddly enough, it wasin dmost
exactly the same spot asthe fragment in Longstreet’ sbrain.

That afternoon, asecond hole was drilled. Two hours later, when she had completely recovered from the
anaesthetic, we applied the eectrodes, and cautioudly turned on the current.

| expected the result; nevertheless, it produced a tremendous wave of emotion. Honor Welsswas not a
pretty girl; her face was small and pointed; it made me think of amouse. The skin was grey. With thefirst
touch on the rheostat, colour came back into her cheeks. Within haf a minute, she had become an
attractive and vitd girl. | possessthe film records of this, and they are gartling. The transformationis
complete, asif another girl had been subgtituted.



Honor Weiss showed more tendency to emotion than Longstreet had; her eyesfilled with tears. But after
afew seconds, she seemed to master it. Gradually, her face took on the same expression of complete
calm and concentration that we knew so well. Thefirst thing she said was: ‘ Thank you.” The next was.
‘“Why don't you try thison yourselves? ‘Weintend to,’ | said. ‘ Good. Y ou deserveit.’

We asked her the routine questions. She answered politely, but we could tell she was bored. She asked:
‘Whereisit? and when we asked what, said: ‘ Thething in here - you' ve put something in here, | can fed
it.” We had not told her about the Neumann metal.

Littleway asked: ‘How would you describe what is taking place?

Subject: ‘I'm moredive... more aivethan I’ ve ever been before’

Littleway: ‘Hasit improved your memory? Can you recal your childhood, for example?
Subject: ‘If | want to. | don't redlly want to. I’ ve got other things |’ d rather do.’

Mysdlf: *‘What do you think about your suicide attempt of last month?

Subject: ‘| wasadeep.’

Mysdlf: ‘In what sense?

Subject (with atouch of impatience): ‘ Like adeepwalker. Like one of those svimmersin an underwater
balet.

At this point, she asked us severd questions about the operation - that we answered truthfully. Then she
sad: ‘Do you think we could skip questionsfor the next ten minutes or s0? 1’ ve got alot of thinking1’d
liketo do.’

Littleway: ‘Would you mind if | ask about what?

ubject: ‘My own life. I’ ve never been able to think much. I’ ve dways been too emotiond. Thisislike
being free on a holiday, where you can walk where you like, with no one to stop you. | want a chance to
walk around.’

She added, without prompting, a moment later:
‘It slike having ten minutesto tidy up amessyou' ve madein alifetime”

We asked her if she would answer more questions when she had finished thinking. She agreed. We
showed her how to work the rheostat in case of discomfort, and retired afew feet away, where we
talked in low voices. She became oblivious of us, asif she were completely aone.

The ten minutes went by, then twenty, then haf an hour. Thirty-seven and ahalf minutes|ater, shelooked
at usand sad:

‘I'msorry. I'm being sefish!

We assured her it didn’'t matter. | asked how shefdt. Shesaid: ‘Drowsy, I'm afraid.’
“Y ou find that thinking absorbs alot of mentd energy?

‘Not redly. It shouldn't. It should be a self-charging process. But I'm not used to it.’
Littleway: ‘When would you like to stop?

Subject: ‘In aout five minutes, if you don't mind.’

Littleway: ‘1 redisethat it' s very difficult for you to describe your present state of mind. But would you
mind trying?

Subject: ‘1 don't mind. But it’snot redlly aquestion of describing my state of mind. That doesn’t really
matter much. What' simportant iswhat I’ m aware of .’



Mysdlf: ‘What are you aware of ?

ubject: * Something | dways knew and wanted to believe... | suppose the easiest way to expressitisto
say: The poetswere dwaysright. I’ ve always|oved music and poetry and painting - yet | never redly
understood what they weretrying to say to me. They'retrying to say: Inthelast andysis, the big remains
true, not thesmall.’ (Thereisapause herefor nearly aminute) ‘| supposeit’ sterribly smplereally.
Everybody - at least, al people like me - redly want to know whether it sal worth while, whether
poetry and music redlly do any good, or they’ re just the sugar coating on the pill. But we re dways so
involved intrividitiesthat we never redlly get achanceto judge. Thetrividitiesblock our vison. Grest
poets are like optimists who say: Better times are coming. But we don’t redly believe them... So the
trividities get us down, and wewant to die’

Mysdf (interrupting): “ How would you fed about death if you could aways see beyond thetrividities?

Subject (pause): ‘1 don’t know. | suppose death’ sinevitable. But there wouldn't be any suicide,
because... well, it would be obvious. You' d redlise what the suicide’ sthrowing away. But we lack
courage, so wedie’

Her face twisted briefly with pain, and she said: ‘ Thisisbeginning to hurt.” Weturned off the rheostat,
removed the electrodes, and hel ped her to the armchair. She was adegp amost as soon as she sat down.
| noticed that her cheeks kept their colour.

Obvioudy, my main concern now was how soon | could try the operation. But Littleway was not entirely
happy about theidea. To begin with, Longstreet underwent a complete change of attitude. He had been a
complete nuisance, nagging usto use himin further experiments. Now he became apathetic. When |
asked him about thisone day, he said: ‘1 guess|’d be better off as| was before. After dl, | didn’t do
anything very bad, did 17?7 Littleway asked: *What about your daughter? That wasn't so bad, wasit?
Anyway, she enjoyed it. She only said she didn’t when people found out.’

Littleway took thisasa sign of relapse. Before the operations, he had expressed contrition about his
incest, and said he thought he had been insane when he committed it. Now he gave the impression he
would doit again if he got the opportunity. His youngest daughter was agirl of twenty-three, with an
extremey low Q.

| waslessaarmed. It seemed to methat perhaps Longstreet had never redlly been sorry, and that now
he was smply being honest. Besides, | fdlt that Longstreet’s ‘relgpse’ was perhaps just menta
exhaustion. His brain had been stretched like aspring; it was now easing back into its old position.

The other thing that bothered Littleway was that Honor Weiss showed more and more sign of strain as
the number of testsincreased. The spasmswould occur within seconds of the beginning of the
experiment. By thistime, the fragment of Neumann metal had worked itsway out of her brain, aswith
Longstrest.

Littleway and | argued about it one evening over dinner. He said that the operation could be dangerous.
He reminded me about Dick O’ Sullivan and his brain tumour, and asked me to account for Honor
Weiss s headaches. | admitted | couldn’t, but said there was only one way to find out - for one of usto
try the operation. He argued that we needed more tests. | said that we already had al the materia we
needed; we now needed to know the ‘why’, not the ‘how’. Finally, he agreed.

On 27 February 1971, Littleway and Soddy performed the operation on me, after shaving the front part
of my skull and freezing it with novocaine. | remained fully conscious throughout, although | began to see
double when thefluid was drained off. | fdt nothing. | sat dtill in the chair for two hours following the
operation, fedling curiousy wesak and lethargic. Then the fluid was replaced and the hole sedled. The
X-ray showed that the fragment had penetrated haf an inch or o, thistime towards the front of the right
hand lobe. (The way in which the fragment penetrates the brain is till unknown, although, of course, the
brainisextremey soft. It seems certain that the brain somehow absorbsit - much larger fragmentsremain



on the surface of adead brain - but it isnot known how it doesthis.)

Four hours after the operation, a second hole was bored, and the electrodesinserted. Littleway turned
the rheostat gently.

Thefirgt thing | observed wasthe actua sensation of the current entering my brain. It was not unpleasant
- abubbling sensation, that reminded me of the water bubbling into an aguarium. A moment later, |
became clearly aware of agresatly increased sengtivity which affected the whole of my brain. | wasaso
aware of the location of the fragment of Neumann aloy, just asyou are aware of food in your ssomach
after svalowing it, or waste matter in the bowels.

There was nothing very startling about the sensation of increased ability to think. It was very much like
the sensation of remembering something important. Therewas afeding of lightnessand relief, of the kind
that occurs when you have a bad cold and a stuffy nose, and then a deep breath causes the nasa

passagesto clear.

| had dready done so much work on the phenomenology of the val ue experience that nothing that now
happened to me seemed strange or inexplicable. Littleway said that no remarkable change seemed to
take placein me, so that for afew minutes, he doubted whether the experiment had worked. | was
awarethat the ‘powers’ | fet risng in me were my own. But | could also seewhy Longstreet believed
that his experience of intensity was entirely due to the current. For someone without the habit of
introgpection, thismenta ‘opening’ must have seemed startling. It had the air of aspectacle; it reminded
me of the opening of Christmas pantomimeswhen | was achild. - the curtains sweeping back to reved
the whole cast on stage with highly coloured scenery and costumes.

Oddly enough, the ingghts that now arose in me did not seem to be locdised in the prefrontal cortex.
They involved more or less every part of the brain, particularly the hypothalamus.

After thefirg thirty seconds, the feding of lassitude had completely disappeared, and afeding of
increased strength and concentration had begun to build up. At the sametime, | was aware of an ability
to project this concentration in reelms of thought. It was like nothing so much asthe clearing of a blanket
of fog.

Littleway asked: *What are you experiencing?
‘Ordinary consciousness.’

Helooked surprised and disappointed.

“Y ou mean ther€ sno change?

‘Ohyes, thereé sachange. | didn’t say it was everyday consciousness. | said ordinary consciousness.
It severyday consciousness that’s sub-normal. Thisisnorma.’



PART TWO
JOURNEY TO THE END OF NIGHT

It has been ayear since | broke off thisMemoir. The last words | wrote were not the ones on the
previous page; | went considerably beyond this point, trying to describe the operation, the exact nature of
my ingghts, my conversation with Littleway. Then | knew | could not go on, for | saw a problem that
should have occurred to me earlier. What audience was | writing for? For * ordinary peopl€e’ or for
people of the future - men who have made the ‘ evolutionary legp’ ? If for the latter, then most of my
explanations were superfluous, if the former, they wereinadequate.

What has happened since then has determined me to make another attempt.

Theinsght that came to me, on that rainy February afternoon of 1971, wasthat using the ‘ dormant
areas of thebrainissmply amatter of atrick, and that thetrick consstssmply in ‘ putting it into gear’,
exactly aswith acar. But putting the brain ‘into gear’ takes energy, and man seldom hasthis energy
avalable. A ample pardld will makethisclear. We are dl aware that sexud desireisintentiond. | can
quite ddiberately turn my thoughts towards some sexudly stimulating object, and induce erotic
excitement. But if | try to do thiswhen | am tired or suffering from ahangover, | get far lessresult than
when | am feeling healthy and wide-awake. Because when | am tired, thereissmply less energy
available,

Moods of mystica ecstasy are dso intentiond. In theory, they could be induced as easily as sexud
excitement. Why, then, are they so rare? Because they burn up even more energy than sexua excitement
does. And that iswhy they happen mostly to young people.

Butif | have apiece of powerful eectrical equipment that takes alarger current than usua, | smply ingall
atransformer. | put myself out to make quite surethat | shall have the electricity needed to runit.

Now the reason the Neumann aloy produces such mental intensity should be obvious. It actsasa
transformer, and producesadight ‘kick’ in the brain which isvery smilar to the rdief we fed when some
crissvanishes, or when something unexpectedly pleasant happens. At leadt, it reminds the fronta cortex
of thisflash of pleasure. Infact, the dight eectrica discharge is harmful; if continued for too long, it would
destroy brain tissue. But the dight jogging of the memory is enough. The brain soon picks up thetrick, of
going into gear, of stepping up the willpower and ‘intending’ the mystica experience, aseasly aswe can
‘intend’ sexua excitemen.

Thisiswhy, after my second experience with the electrodes, | no longer needed thisartificid stimulus. |
told Littleway to take them off, and then sustained the experience by will power alone.

All thiswill become clearer as| go on. For the moment, this sketchy explanation should suffice.

But what of the problem that was the beginning of these researches - the process of ageing? How can |
know at this point that the problem has been solved?

| can only statethat it iss0. Shaw once remarked that people die of laziness and want of conviction and
falure to makether livesworth living. With his poet’ sintuition, he came closer to solving the problem
than any of the scientific gerontologists, dl working upon the false assumption thet lifeischemica in
nature. Men die for the same reason they fal adeep - because the senses close up from boredom when
there is nothing to occupy them. But aman who is deeply interested in something can stay awake dl
night.

| have explained thet the brain’ sapharhythmsare akind of ‘enginenoise’, likeacar idling in neutra.
When you look at something, they cease; the car goesinto gear. If you are confined in darknessfor a



long time, they also cease, but that is because the car engine stdls.

Now intelligent adults differ from children and animasin one important respect. If they are deeply
preoccupied with some problem, using the intellect or imagination, the dpharhythms aso cease. An
intelligent man’ sbrain can go ‘into gear’ without needing something to look at. However, we dl know
that thiskind of concentration cannot be sustained for too long. Our menta energy flags. Why doesit
flag? Thisisthe key to the whole mystery. It does not flag because you have used up al your available
menta energy; when necessary, we can concentrate for hours. No, it flags because the senses narrow.
Concentration is dways accompanied by a certain narrowing, of course; that iswhat the word means.
But we cannot stop this movement once it has started. We try to economise on energy, like a bad
workman trying to hurry ajob. Everybody isfamiliar with what happensif you try to read along book in
one sitting; long before the end, you are no longer reading with full attention; you are skipping, hurrying
impatiently, and the result isagradua flagging of mental energy, an exhaugtion of the attention that can
lead to akind of mental dyspepsia

To put thisin terms of an image we have aready used; when you are deeply interested, your
consciousnessislike a searchlight focused on quite alarge area of the spider’ sweb, or fishing net. You
seealot of ‘relations . Asatention flags, the searchlight beam grows narrower, until it may end by
focusing on only one square of the fishing net. When this happens, you fed mentad fatigue.

The basic cause of ageing isthe same. When we are young, the senses are wide awvake; lifeisintensay
interesting; anything might happen. So the beam of attention stayswide. As age comes on, we fed we
now know what to expect out of life. And the attention gradually flags, so that akind of life-boredom
becomes an everyday condition that we take for granted.

The basic point | am making here will seem so obviousto our grandchildren that they will not be able to
grasp how it could ever have been unknown. It isthet life is sustained by will . Every living cregtureisa
conflict between will and habit, freedom and automatism. Man has reached the highest degree of freedom
so far - dl other animds are mere machines compared with him - but it is automatism - gradualy creeping
automatism - that kills him off. The machinewins, he gopswilling; dowly, the batteriesrun flat and the
lightsdim...

Now it should be clear why | can state with certainty that | have solved the basic problem of ageing.
There are dill other problems, related to mere physica ageing, destruction of bodily cells by cosmic rays
and so on. These will be solved. The mgjor problem is aready solved. Control over the powers of the
prefronta cortex isthe ability to widen the beam of attention at will, to see as much of the ‘fishing net’ as
you like. The creeping automatism is defeated; there isno need for emotional poetsto advise usto ‘rage,
rage againg the dying of thelight'. We have control of the light switch.

| shall not go into detail about my insight and sensations during those first days after the experiment. It
would be as boring as those postcards from friends on holiday telling you how much they are enjoying it.
Besides, it was not exactly amatter of pleasure. A mental balance had been tipped. All that happened
wasthat | was confirmed in tendencies | had aready had dl my life. | have dwaysloved idess, and found
the physica world relatively boring. | have never been tempted to burn out my emotiona fuses, like
Honor Weiss, or carry mildly perverse sexud fantasesinto practice, like Zachariah Longstreet. But there
had been times of despair, when | had thought the whole thing amistake; now | knew these timeswould
never recur. The sunwas up; | could see my way.

And that, | thought, wasdl. A pleasant condition, but not so very different from my previous state. For |
didn’t want to summon up mystica ecstasiesten timesaday. Hedth seems completely normal and



natural to those who have it; so my new state seemed to me. | worked like a dynamo, and spent hours of
every day writing and thinking. | became abnormaly thin, as my body shed its surplusfat. | lost interest in
acohoal - people drink to induce a condition that | could induce by asmple act of will - and | also
became avegetarian. | dso found that four or five hours of deegp was enough for me. Shaw’ s suggestion
that his*long livers would dispense completdy with deep was based on falure to understand its function:
to clear the circuits of our mental computer through dreams and relaxation. But if necessary, | could have
gone without deep for days or weeks.

| suppose the most noticeabl e consequence, during those early months, was my constant sense of the
future, stretching ahead for thousands of years. Wells once divided men up into thosewho livein the
present, and those for whom the future isaredlity. But even for someone like Wells, the future only
becomesaredity at long intervals, in flashes of intensity. But | now had reason to believe that | might be
thefirgt of Shaw’s‘long livers', and | could see that there was no reasonable limit to life. It isabalance
between freedom and automatism; | had swung the balance decisvely; theoreticaly, | might beimmortd,
unless unforeseen problems arose. Thiswas agtartling idea. We dl get so used to theidea of dying, to
the thought that we shall be dead when our grandchildren are middle aged, that al our speculations about
the twenty-first century arein some waysirrelevant, snce so few of uswill liveto seeit. Weare mildly
curious about what will happen to the earth over the next few centuries, but it hardly matters much. Now
| had to face that | would probably be adive to see the twenty-fifth century. And far more than this. Since
my intelligence would obvioudy qualify me as aleader sooner or later, | would probably beacrucid
factor in the history of the future. Thisthought gave me no particular pleasure; | have aways believed,
with Y edts, that * truth flourishes where the scholar’ slamp has shone’, and | shrink from involvement with
people. It was ordinary realism that made me face that, sooner or later, | may end as the world leader of
these childish creatures caled human beings.

The next obvious step wasfor Littleway to undergo the operation. But he was cautious. My reassurances
made no difference. It was not precisely that he doubted my word. But | knew what he was thinking: that
the brain isaddicate instrument, and that perhaps this crude treatment of introducing aforeign body and
then discharging eectricd currentsinto it might cause damage that was not at first apparent.

Besides, | have mentioned that neither Zachariah Longstreet nor Honor Weiss wanted to continue the
treatment. | think Honor Weiss was permanently ‘cured’ of her suicidal and depressive tendencies, in the
ordinary sense. | know exactly why she decided not to let us continue our experiments. Under the
gtimulation of the Neumann dloy, she could see what was wrong with her messy emotiond life. She could
a0 seethe answer: that she was intelligent enough to achieve an intensity that was not merdly of the
emotions. Longstreet wasn't, of course; his‘vison' could only show him that he would be better off

dead. But Honor Weiss was not stupid, and she was young. She shrank away from the responsibility in
the way that emotiona people do. She has preferred to retrest into her warm damp little cocoon of
emotion and ‘ordinariness .

Most human beings do. That iswhy thereis death. Evolution has no use for those who refuse to accept
itsimperatives.
At al events, Littleway declined to be persuaded to try the experiment during the remainder of 1971. |

could see no reason to hurry him. He could think clearly; there was no taint of intellectual defeat about
him. Hewould cometoiit.

Meanwhile, | dmogt abandoned my scientific work. Experiment seemed awaste of time when therewas
30 much rethinking to be done,

My colleagues and students noticed no great change in me, except that | seemed more cheerful. Thisis
not surprising. Think of the mood of cam and insght induced by great music - Furtwangler’ s Bruckner,
for example; the fedling of wide horizons, of theincredible beauty and multiplicity of life. Thiswaswith

me quite permanently. | now saw the aim of human evolution as clearly as| can see my own hand. For



many hundreds of yearsto come, it will be to achieve increased awareness of the position we have
aready achieved. Anyone who understands cybernetics can grasp this. Cyberneticsis the science of
making machinesthink for themselves - or at least, making them behave asif they do. A train doesn't
haveto think for itsdlf - it goes forward on rails, which prevent it from dtering its course. But aguided
missile or an unmanned aeroplane needs to take constant account of its surroundings, and to constantly
adjugt itself to new conditions. Well, most human beingslive like trains - they just chug forward through
life, held on course by the railway lines of convention and habit. For several hundreds of years now,
evolution has been aiming at creating anew type of human being, who sees the world with new eyes all
the time, who can readjust hismind ahundred timesaday to see the familiar as strange. We are
fighting awar, awar againg matter and automatism. So far we have fought dimly and ingtinctively; itis
now time to drag the war into the open, and fight with al the resources of the mind.

This iswhat preoccupied mefor day after day in that vita year 1971. But there were also practica
problems. | wanted othersto join me. It seemed to me that the task of immediate importance wasto find
adozen other people | could trust - Alec Lyell would have been ided - and perform the prefrontal
experiment on them. Thiswas a seed that needed scattering as soon as possible.

And the absurd thing isthat | did not even suspect the real potentialities of our discovery. | knew that my
energy and vitality and sense of purpose had been multiplied by ten; that seemed enough.

Just before Christmas, 1971, Littleway decided to risk the operation. | was evidently suffering noill
effects, and my intelligence had obvioudy not been impaired. We hoped to return to England at
Chrigtmas, and remain there for at least two years. Admittedly, the operation could have been performed
in England as conveniently as elsewhere. But the gpparatus was dready assembled at Wisconsin;
besides, we dso had the help of Harvey Grossman. He was even more sceptical than Littleway, but his
tough-minded, empirical approach had often proved of valueto usin the past.

Littleway was nervous. | think he had spent so much time brooding on the pros and cons of the operation
that he could hardly believeit would al go smoothly. But it did. Once again, thetiny fragment of
Neumann meta was absorbed without difficulty. At Littleway’ singstence, we used amuch smdler piece
than before - he was afraid that it might set up an irritation that would lead to abrain tumour. It made no
difference. Asthe current ran through the eectrodes, alook of pleased surprise came over hisface. He
wanted to jerk his head round to talk to me, but luckily the padded frame held it tightly in place. But he
sad nothing; merely sat there, and became utterly relaxed, until he looked twenty years younger. Findly,
he sgnalled for usto remove the eectrodes, then said to me: * Alright, you wereright. | apologise’

From then on, there was no further difficulty with him, although he experienced more difficulty than | had
in learning to reproduce the intensity without the help of eectrodes. This may have been dueto the fact
that heistwenty years my senior, and his habit patterns are more strongly established; or it may be that
thereisacertain physiologica variation from brainto brain. It was aswell that | had been throughiit dl
before, for a one point he became convinced that it could not be induced without the aid of the current.
But hafway through his fourth experience, hesaid: ‘I think I’ ve got it. Take off the dectrodes” And he
had. | left him aonefor nearly twenty-four hours after that. | knew he would have agreat ded of thinking
- and fedling - to do.

Now oddly enough, it was the same night that | began to suspect that we had only touched the surface of
the possihilities of thisdiscovery.

It happened in acommonplace way. | was dreaming that | had been commissioned to compose apiano
concerto. (I have never composed abar in my life.) At the climax of the dream, | sat down at the piano,
waved my hand at the orchestra, and the music sarted. It was magnificent. | woke up with the sound of it
gill in my ears, and knew that it was my music, not some echo of my favourite composers.



| lay therein bed thinking about it. | had never thought much about the nature of dreams. | had dways
assumed they were nocturnal versions of daydreams, endowed with an undeserved redity by the absence
of the competitive daylight. That isto say, they were astory you told yoursdlf. But in that case, where did
the music come from? | now remembered the story of Coleridge and Kubla Khan, which | had aways
been inclined to dishdlieve, and it no longer seemed improbable.

It istrue that most dreams are no more than fantasies of the deeping mind. But certain dreams have a
redity, an dement of surprise that implies some deeper leve of the psyche. And when | cameto think
about this, it seemed obvious enough. The conscious mind may be inventive, but it isnot creativein the
rea sense.

It dawned on mewith akind of shock. Heream |, Howard Lester, lying awake in bed, apparently sure
of my own identity. And down below the surface of my consciousness - even below the realm of
intuitions that were now accessible to me - there lay another Howard Lester, who had more right to bear
my name. | was an impostor; hewasthe ‘real me'.

It was a curious sensation: this notion of my ‘redl identity’ lying deep down ingde me, like some
monstrous whale at the bottom of the sea. And at the sametime, | saw with clarity that my new mastery
of the prefrontal cortex had not brought me any closer to this hidden sdf. Admittedly, | was dmost
congtantly aware of asort of ‘ connectedness’ with the universe, afeding of belonging, of being intuitively
in touch with the visble world around me and the secret world that lies beneath it. But the hidden identity
lay far deeper.

| left Littleway aone most of the next day. At four in the afternoon, he rang me and asked meto go to his
house. Thiswas a pleasant clapboard structure just off campus, surrounded by limetrees. His Negro
odd-job man let mein. Littleway was sitting up in bed in the west room upgtairs, with the golden
December sunlight falling across the counterpane. | stood and stared. The changein him was
unbelievable. Working with him so closaly over the past few years, | thought | knew every line of his
face. Now | would have sworn that this was another man with aremarkable resemblanceto Littleway -
histwin brother perhaps - but with basic differences of character. | have said that he looked like afarmer
- hedlthy, shrewd and humorous; he could have been used asamodd for John Bull. It was not some
kind of an ‘act’ hewas putting on; it wasthered Littleway. This had vanished, asif he was an actor who
had taken off his make-up and relgpsed into hisred persondity. Thiswas gentle, vague, innocent and
dreamy. The paeness of hisface may have added to this effect.

This ' character change' has perssted to thisday. It isjust aswell we left the University of Wisconsin that
Christmas. His colleagues would have thought he was an impostor. And even now, | till get afaint shock
if I hear hisvoice outside adoor, and then he comesinto the room; | expect the old Littleway, and this
‘twin brother’ walksin.

Hisfirst wordswere: “Well, well, you' ve been very patient with me, haven't you? Didn’t you ever want
to cal meadamn fool ?

| assured him | didn’t. The odd-job man brought usin tea (made with tea bags, das), and we dropped
the subject. He turned to more serious matters.

‘I’ ve been thinking about your suggestion that we find a dozen more people. And | don’t think we should
hurry.”

‘Why not?

‘Thiswhole thing has got to be kept a secret until we' ve explored its possibilities. I’ ve just been reading
Back to Methuselah - | could never stand Shaw, you know, soit's practically thefirst thing of hisl’ve
read. But you remember that part where one of the paliticiansthinks they’ ve invented an eixir, and warns
them that people would kill one another to get it? He wasright. If this ever leaks out, we' d never have
another day’ s peace, even if we lived to be athousand. Have you told anyone a al?



Luckily, | hadn’t. At least, | had once mentioned my obsession with ageing to Harvey Grossman, and he
had dismissed it. Everyone el se on the faculty thought of our work smply as an extension of Aaron
Marks s experiments with value experiences.

Littleway said: *Good. When | think of our lack of precautions so far... Honor Weiss might betelling
everyone she meets about the experiment.’

‘I don’t think so. Shefound it al too much of astrain. | don’t think she wants to grasp itsimplications.’
‘Let’shope you' reright. Longstreet’ s dying of cancer - Jodl just told me.’

| said: ‘But don't you see? It didn’t do Honor Weiss any good because she prefersto live on an
emotiond leved. Red intellectudity frightens her, asit does most people. It wouldn't be any good
performing this operation on paliticians or millionaires or ganggters. It might improvetheir characters, but
they wouldn’t know how to useit. What's more, they wouldn't want to...’

“Y ou may beright. But we wouldn't get aminute' s peace once the thing was out. So let’ skeep it quiet.’
We spoke of other things, and | remarked on the changein hisface.

‘1 know. That shouldn’t surprise you. | remember you once telling me that persondity isonly protective
colouring, likealizard's. Did you ever read that book called The Three Faces of Eve.’

It was strange that he should have brought this up - the psychological classic on the total persondlity
change in awoman, acomplete Jekyll and Hyde transformation, of which her * Jekyll’ haf was
completely unaware. | remember, when reading it, thinking that a hundred or so years ago, thiswould
have been taken as evidence for the existence of demons or spiritsthat can take over ahuman body. It
brought up the subject that | had spent haf the night thinking about | explained my ideato Littleway. He
listened without interrupting, but seemed scepticd.

“Y ou may beright, but | suspect you' re not thinking clearly enough. The deeper you descend into the
mind, the closer you get to our primitive animal levels and the degp mechanisms. How could therebe a
“secret identity” down there? Identity’ s an attribute of consciousness.”

He said that, in his own opinion, tota persondity changes could only occur when there were severe
neurotic blockagesin the mind, just as extreme sexud perversions only occur when there are sexud
blockages or frustrations.

| said: “‘How about yoursdlf?

‘Surely acasein point? | developed without any severe frugtrations. My father’ s mannerisms were rather
like mine - | supposethat’swhere they came from. | fed different now - | can seefurther and deeper -
but I’'m not redically different.’

‘Perhapsyou’'reright,’ | said. But | was certain he wasn't.

We arrived back at Great Glen in the early hours of Christmas morning. It was strangeto seeit - like
returning to another life. Roger was till there, and had moved in an Itdian girl caled Clareta, sultry eyed
and big-hipped. She had a quick temper, and seemed to dominate him. | now no longer didiked Roger;
trapped in aworld of hisown making, he was as pitiful asachild brought up to alife of crimeinadum.

Littleway had become unexpectedly interested in philosophy. He spent Christmas reading two enormous
volumes by Jaspers called The Great Philosophers, apparently fascinated. He remarked to me that the
most Sartling redisation since his ‘ operation’ was that human beings had advanced so far without the full
use of the prefrontal cortex. Jasper’ s attempt to see the whole sweep of philosophy asagreat unity isa
casein point. Littleway aso became interested in Whitehead and Hegd - two other philosophers who
hed avision of unity.



But | wanted to pursue my insight. How could | reach down below my persondity, to the hidden levels
that expressthemselves only in dreams and intense creative activity? | was aware that it was amatter of
‘rdlaxing’. The more we are obsessed by immediate objectives, the narrower we become, the more we
take theworld for granted. Poetry is relaxation, when the blood seemsto flow in mental channels we had
forgotten about - just as when it flows back into anumb forearm when you have been deeping onit.
Consciousness becomes web-like.

Then theoretically, web-like consciousness should gradudly reved the deepest levels of the mind,
Husserl’ s “transcendenta ego’, the hidden sdlf. So | spent Christmas inducing intense states of web-like
consciousness. On Christmas morning, | waked around the country lanes towards Houghton on the Hill.
It wasicy cold; the sky was grey; even at midday, there was ill frost on the grass and the hedges. It
struck me that the popularity of Christmasisamaiter of web-like consciousness. Childhood conditions
usto relax and expand at Christmas, to forget petty worries and irritations and think in terms of universal
peace. And so Christmasisthe nearest to mystical experience that most human beings ever gpproach,
with itsmemories of Dickens, and Irving’s Bracebridge Hall.

Now, walking along the deserted lanes, | let mysdlf relax and expand completely. Even the greyness of
the sky seemed inexpressibly beautiful, asif it were abenediction. | saw cottages acrossthe fidlds with
smokerising from their chimneys, and heard the distant hoot of atrain. Then | was suddenly aware that
al over England, at this moment, kitchenswerefull of the smell of baked potatoes and stuffing and
turkey, and pubs were full of men drinking unaccustomed spirits and feding glad that life occasiondly
declares atruce. Then there was the thought that thisworld is probably one of the most beautiful in the
solar system. Mercury isal white-hot rock; Venusisal heavy cloud, and the surfaceistoo hot to
support organic life. (Oddly enough, | had aclear intuition thet thereislife on Venus, but that it somehow
floatsin the amosphere.) Marsisan icy desert with dmost no atmosphere, and Jupiter islittle more than
agtrange ball of gas. All barren - metallic, meteor-pitted rocks, revolving around the blank sun. And here
we have trees and grass and rivers, and frost on cold mornings and dew on hot ones. And meanwhile,
welivein adirty, narrow claustrophobic life-world, arguing about politics and sexud freedom and the
race problem. Undoubtedly, the timefor the Great Changeis at hand.

| gpologisefor sounding didactic. It isimpossibleto say anything that is not commonplace without
sounding didactic.

After haf an hour of this state of intensity, my automatic mental cut-out cameinto operation. | wasusing
too much energy. And | seemed to be no nearer to penetrating below my norma persondity levelsto the

deeper-sdif.

A week after Chrigtmas, | went to Hucknal to vigt my family. Thiswas an interesting experience.
Although the place had changed so much since my childhood, it was till full of memories. And my ability
to re-create childhood memories with Prougtian intensity meant that | kept dipping back thirty or so
years, and becoming a child again. The whole mystery of persondity was underlined, for it became
obviousthat the being | normally accepted as‘me’ was made up of layer upon geological layer of
response to experience, habit patterns. To return to my childhood wasto fed half-naked. But it was aso
to redise that the seeds of distrust-of-life are planted in us very early, and permanently stunt most human
beings.

After aweek at Hucknal, and aday spent at Sneinton - having ascertained that Lady Jane wasin South
Americawith her new husband - | went back to the Essex cottage. Thiswasfull of damp, with the
window frames corroded and the curtains rotted from the sea. It seemed to be full of immense spiders,
and it took me daysto catch them dl in a cardboard box and throw them into the garden. (No doubt
they died there; but | wastoo aware of the small creatures' terror to squash them with afolded
newspaper.) Largefiresand aloca cleaning lady soon had the place comfortable enough, and in due



course, new curtains were bought and the window frames replaced with auminium ones.

| wasintensely happy there. My brain overflowed with energy, so that | had to practise akind of yogato
get to deep at night. If | woke up in the night, the world suddenly seemed so interesting that | had to get
up and walk out on the beach. It came to me with great clarity that man isthefirst objectiveanimd. All
otherslivein asubjective world of ingtinct, from which they can never escape; only man looks at the stars
or rocks and says‘How interesting...” instantly leaping over thewall of hismereidentity. It isthefirst step
towards becoming agod.

| decided it wastime | expanded my scientific interests, which had become so narrow over the past few
years. | sent for back-issues of Nature and The Scientific American for severd years, and read through
them systematically, searching for new directions, cluesto the nature of the creative excitement | felt
dirring ingde me. | turned to mathematics, to see whether my new powers of relationdity would improve
my mathematica faculty. They did, but to asmaller degree than | had expected. | was ableto see
interesting relations between different disciplines - number theory, theory of functions, non-Euclidean
geometries and so on. | devel oped remarkable powers as an agorist - alowly branch of mathematics
concerned with devising methods for solving problems - because of acompletely new ability to see, for
example, how certain variables could be replaced by the functions of other variables. But | wasalso
awarethat thiswasdl agame, that to be good a mathematicsis not very different from knowing the
Greek dramatists by heart, or speaking fifteen languages. Thered problems of human beings are so
unrelated to these absiractions. The trouble with most people is an obsessive desire for security. They
want domestic security, sexua security and financia security, and they waste their lives pursuing these
until one day they redise that death negates al security, and they might aswell have saved themsdlves
trouble from the beginning. No wonder most philosophy and art has been so pessmidtic. It isdtatisticaly
true that 999,999 people out of every million waste their lives so completely that they might aswell have
saved themsealves the effort of being born.

My gresat breakthrough occurred in the spring.

| had spent some weekswith Littleway, who was now writing an immense work to be caled
Microcosmos, that would go beyond Hegel and Whitehead. We would drive off in agreat secondhand
Bentley that Littleway had bought, and aim &t getting to some large city before the afternoon was too far
advanced. Nottingham, Derby, Birmingham, Chester, Bath, Cheltenham, Lichfield, Hereford, Gloucester,
Brigtol, Coventry, Exeter, were dl explored. The aim was bookshops, especialy secondhand ones. We
would ransack these for works on philosophy, load up the car, and drive back. Littleway’s collection
was becoming enormous. We found works by odd, half-forgotten figures like Lotze, Deustua, Edouard
von Hartmann, Eucken, Vahinger, Schieermacher. Then we would spend days sitting in thelibrary in
front of thefire, quietly reading, and | had to make summaries of the books | read.

One warm, showery day in April, we were driving back near Stratford on Avon when Littleway said: ‘I
wonder if old Miss Hinckson's till alive? | asked who she was, and he explained she had been the
governess of hiswife (who had died in 1951). We turned south towards Evesham, and found the small
Warwickshire village amile off the main road, a the bottom of asteep valley. MissHinckson livedina
cottage on the outskirts. She proved to be a pleasant old lady in her late seventies, with an enormous
amount of thick white hair. She lived with her sster, afew yearsher junior. The old ladies were charming.
They were obvioudy farly well-off, for the cottage was actudly asmal Tudor house, with about an acre
of land, mostly smooth lawns. They gave usteaon the lawvn. Therewas only avery dight breeze, and it
amdt of lilac. Since Littleway did most of thetalking, | sank into a condition of drowsy relaxation,
enjoying the peace, looking at the old ladies and thinking that, like all of us, they must fed timeto bea
swindle. The house was of awarm grey stone, with the usua Tudor beams. Littleway was asking them if
they had seen the ghogt; | gathered that the ghost of alady dressed in blue was sometimes seenin the
hall, carrying asmall black dog. It cameto me, looking at this quiet garden, that thiswaswhy thereis so



much sadnessin romanticism - in the thought that we can only enjoy these thingsfor afew years. | could
enjoy its beauty without any such thought, free of thisfeding that there is always sorrow concedled inthe
heart of happiness. They came so close, the romantics... they saw that our capacity to enjoy beauty for
its own sake indicates that we, have moved into the borderland between animal and god. But it never
struck them that, in that case, we might be closer to the god than we realise.

The old ladies wanted to show Littleway anew flower bed and present him with some mint; they left me
gtting onthelawn.

My eyefel on ashallow ditch at the bottom of the lawn, which ran in acurve around the house.
Suddenly, it came to me with complete certainty, asif someone had spoken in my ear, that thiswasthe
remains of amoat. | tried to imagine what this garden had looked like when it had amoat - idly, asone
does. Theresult was surprising; it was asif the ditch had filled with water. | do not mean that | could see
it full of water. Thiswasnot an hdlucination. | wasimagining it; but imagining as if in a dream, so that
the imagination was akind of inward seeing. Moreover, with the same vividness, | could seeabridge
across the stream, somewhere in the direction of the garden gate, and bare ground between the trees on
the other sdeinstead of grass, athough there were some bluebells.

| hardly dared to bresthe, afraid thisintensity would go away. | looked at the house, and tried to imagine
it asit had been four centuries ago, using intelligent speculation, and my knowledge of the period. The
beams would probably not be painted; they would be tarred. The roof might be thatched, but more
probably, would have wooden datesinstead of dull-red tiles. Again, theimpresson wasvivid, asif | had
quite suddenly dozed off to deep and dreamed of the house.

Then | understood, and it was so obviousthat | laughed aoud. Human beings are completely mistaken
about the function of the senses. To put it very cruddy, and to over-smplify to the point of falsification:
the senses are not intended to let thingsin, but to keep things out. We are superior to the animal's because
our senseslet in less than theirs do. Most animal's possess a degree of “second sight’, as many
dog-ownerswill testify. Like the pet greyhound of Richardson, the gardener at Langton Place, who used
to growl at the corner where his predecessor, aspaniel, had his basket. | do not believe he saw the ghost
of the spanid; his senses performed the same kind of trick that mine had just played; he was aware the
spaniel had been there, and would resent him, with aredlity that makes human awareness seem abstract
and thin. The homing ingtinct is the same thing, the use of some smple, direct sense of place and time that
human beings have logt. Pigeonsthat find their way over hundreds of miles; edds swvimming from the
Sargasso Sea across the Atlantic; deer mice returning unerringly to home territory. Aaron Marks had
been astudent of animal behaviour before he turned entirely to psychotherapy, and he had once spent an
evening telling us of dozens of smilar examples, al demongtrating that animals possess akind of ‘psychic
radar’. Man haslogt it, for the very good reason that he wanted to. Too much insight destroys efficiency.
Dick O Sullivan demondratesthis; while the accident to his skull gave him second sight and a gift of
amost perpetua ecstasy, it prevented him from being able to do the most ordinary jobs, just asa
drunken man loses the ability to concentrate. Man has narrowed his perceptions because narrownessis
synonymous with concentration. And to compensate for theloss of this direct perception of multiplicity,
he has devel oped art and literature and music and science.

But apoint has arrived in evolution where he can afford to relax, to broaden his sensesagain. And this
explained my ‘vison’ of the Tudor manor house. | have said that my ‘vison’ had the quality of adream,
and this explains exactly what happened. We cannot normally dream in broad daylight, because sensory
impressons are so strong, and the imagination so weak in comparison. Theimagination comesinto its
own in deep, when thereis no aternative redlity to contradict it. My power to control the prefrontal
cortex had amplified these powers we call imagination, so that the daylight reality was no longer strong
enough to prevent its operation.

| say ‘these powerswe cdl imagination’, becauseit isnot ‘imagination’ in the ordinary sense - the ability
to daydream. Imagination isthe ability to grasp the redity of factors not actually present to the senses.



Thesefactorsredly exist, so the power of grasping them is closely related to sight or touch, not to
daydreaming. It isapower to reach out beyond present redlity just asradar can penetrate clouds. Manis
dowly developing amental power andogousto radar, to free him from this salf-chosen narrowness of

perception.

Now, looking at the soft grey stone of the house in the golden, late afternoon sunlight, | recalled a
passagein Rilke, in which he spesks of asilence as undisturbed astheinterior of arose, and of how he
was standing, leaning againgt the fork of atree, when this degp cam came over him and he experienced a
sense of mystica union with nature. It reminded me that man has dways had clear flashes of the powers
that will one day be natural to him.

| thought about the ghost of the lady in blue, carrying her black dog. | had thought of her as coming out of
the front door, and walking towards the gate, and | looked in this direction; but my imagination created
her coming out of aside door of the house, visble from where | was sitting, and walking towardsthe old
bridge across the moat. The black dog was not in her arms, but running in front of her.

Littleway returned with our two hostesses. He looked at me curioudy; he was sensitive to my changes of
mood. We declined to go indoors for agin and lime, and the ladies walked us towards our car. | asked
casudly if the*ditch’ had been amoat; Miss Hinckson said it had. | said: ‘| wonder how they got across
it? By drawbridge?

‘Oh no, it wasn't that kind of moat. There was alittle bridge, over there, | think. The garden gate was
over therein the seventeenth century - we have a print of the house indoors. Y ou must look at it next
time you come.’

| wished they had suggested this earlier; | would have liked to find how close | wasin my mentd picture
of the place. Finally, aswe climbed into the car, | said: * If the garden gate was over there, which way did
your lady in bluewak?

‘Out of the sde door over there. Emily saw her only ayear ago, didn't you dear? Her sister looked at
me oddly and said: ‘Y ou haven't seen her, haveyou? | laughed. ‘No, I’'m not at al psychic.’

‘l am, sad Emily sadly.’

| wasn't sure how much to tdll Littleway. His mind was on great Hegdlian syntheses; it seemed apity to
changeitstrack. So | kept silent about it, and let him talk on about Lotze. But now | had had the basic
ingght, | thought about it day and night. Thiswill seem alittle difficult to grasp for most people, who fall
to recognise that al our sensesare akind of radar. Y ou do not see agreen tree. Y our eyesrecord light
of acertain wavelength, and asymbolic shape which you cal ‘treg’ . If acar backfiresin the next street,
your ears catch wavesintheair, just asafish’s Sdes record pressure waves in the water that warn it of
the gpproach of an enemy. We are smdll spots of sengtivity, catching dl kinds of vibrationsfrom the
surrounding universe. And providing the vibrations are there, thereis no theoretica limit to our sengtivity.
What is more, man has been developing unusua powers of appreciation of nature in the past few
centuries, from Gray and Cowper onwards, these odd moments of degp communication with “aien
modes of being’. Surdly thisexplains, for example, the odd experience of Miss Moberley and Miss
Jourdain at Versaillesin 1901, when they were apparently transported back in time to the days of Marie
Antoinette? Why assume anything supernatural, or a‘loop intime' of the kind that J. W. Dunne suggests?
All they had experienced was a presage of the powersthat al men will possess one day.

One might raise an obviouslogica objection at thispoint. Let us agree that | might somehow be capable
of reaching back into the past by akind of sensitive imaginative insght, reconstructing it, asit were, just
as apalaeontologist can recongtruct the skeleton of a prehistoric mammal from afew bones; but with a
far more delicate intuitive sengtivity, rather than abstract thinking. It is<till along way from thisto seeing
Marie Antoinette and the Comte de VVaudreuil near the Petit Trianon.

Thisagain springs out of our preoccupation with the * natural standpoint’, the everyday life-world. Think a



moment; as | look out of this open doorway at my lawn, with the treesjust putting out green leavesand a
thrush anging noidly, | am not redly ‘seeing’ my garden; | am receiving light of acertain wavelength and
sound of acertain pitch, and | have learned to distinguish the light green of the lime treesfrom the darker
green of thefuchgiasin theway that agood musician canimmediately tell the difference between an dto
and tenor saxophone, or a piccolo and aflute. What my sensesreceiveis mere energy; | clotheit with
colour and sound and warmth. Thisisamiracle; that isto say, it cannot be *broken down’ into smpler
terms. Obvioudy, our powers of synthesising ‘reality’ out of dead energy areincredible. Look a a
newspaper photograph through amagnifying glass. All you will see are black and white dots. Removethe
magnifying glass - you have apicture of achild laughing, and you can see the expresson onthe child’'s
face. Look at it again through the magnifying glass. How can those crude dots - and so few of them -
produce that subtle expresson? If Martians were the size of fleas, and aMartian could walk over the
page and look at the photograph, he would assure you that you are merely imagining that you can seethe
child’ s expresson. These black and white dots cannot have an expression.

We adso seetheworld ‘close up’, and we can see it is made up of mere objects, like stones and trees
and houses. Staring &t it, we say: ‘ It cannot possibly reveal any moreto anyone thanitisnow reveding
to me. Anyonewho says S0 isletting hisimagination run away with him.”

When | got back to Langton Place, | tried to repest the *trick’ of letting my imagination carry me back in
time. It didn’t work, but | knew why. | wastired. Moreover, | had to preparefor the‘legp’, as| had at
the Tudor cottage; through relaxation, a sinking deep into mysdlf, agathering-together of my forces.

Thisability to somehow reach out to the past was obvioudy the next stage of development beyond the
ordinary use of the prefrontal cortex. And suppose there should be till further vistas beyond that?

We ate a hearty supper of adish prepared from artichoke hearts and parmesan cheese - one of my
favourites, an invention of Littleway’ s French chef. With it, we drank asmal quantity of good wine - less
for the effect than for itstaste. And afterwards, we sat in front of alargefirein Littleway’ slibrary,
examining our findsfor the day, which included severd early trandations of Kant, among them the
Dreams of aGhost Seer. It was a pleasant room with ahigh ceiling, although somewhat too large for
comfort on awinter evening. | found myself wondering about the portrait of the bearded man in the
corner above Littleway’ s chair. Once again, | made the effort of projection. Again, very briefly, it
worked. | saw - or imagined with dream-like clarity - the same library asit was nearly two centuries
earlier, before the turn of the nineteenth century. The hugefire, was of logs, not cod, and there was
something odd about their arrangement: instead of being piled up in the usua manner, they were arranged
neatly to form, asit were, three wallsin the fireplace, with the fire burning in the middle of them. There
was no grand piano in the far corner, of course. The room was it by candles. And the bearded man sat
by thefire, in ahigh-backed chair that |ooked extremely uncomfortable to me, reading asmall octavo
volume, with apile of othersat hisebow. All thiswas aglimpse, an overal impression, without timeto
take anything in. | could not, of course, examine anything closaly, evenif | had been ableto maintain the
image. One cannot examine an imaginary object, no matter how vivid the imagining. To do so would be
to invent what one saw. If | wanted amore detailed impression, | would have to put far more effort into
the act of imagining, and get amore vivid overal impresson, which would include more details.

| said: “Henry. Do you know anything about the man up there?
‘Not much. He made hismoney in cod - indugtrid revolution. Why?

“Y ou don't know, for example, whether he had an odd way of making hisfires of logs arranged in walls
around the three sides of the fireplace?

Helooked & me curioudy.
‘No, | don't. | believe there are letters and old diariesin chests upgtairs, if you want to investigate.



What'sit al about?
| told him. * A sort of flash of intuition that cameto me as| looked at his portrait’
Littleway said dryly: *Y ou' re getting very fey in your old age’

Neither of us spokefor haf an hour. Then | said: ‘ Still, it would be strange if this prefrontal cortex gave
usthe secret of timetravel.’

Helooked startled. *What on earth are you talking about? Time travel ? Y ou know that’ s an
impossihility.’
“Y ou thought the prefrontal business was an impossibility too.”

‘| don't deny it, my dear Harry. But we retalking on atotdly different level now. Timetravel’ sdl right
for the people who write sciencefiction, but it’s obvioudy amisunderstanding of language. Time doesn't
exist as such. | mean, suppose we had aword to describe the fall of water over awaterfall, aword like
“fluming”, let’ ssay. So that if you talked about the flume of weter, people would know that you meant
thefaling of water over awaterfall. Just because there sanoun “flume’, it does't follow there' sanything
definite to correspond to it. It'salot of things - water, rock, kinetic energy, and so on. Or supposing
people were born on trains, and they invented aword to describe the way that objects seem to flow past
the windows of the train when it moves... What shall we say? - aword like zyme. When the train stands
inagation, they say “There sno zyme’. But if you started to talk about “ zymetravel”, you' d obvioudy
bemaking alinguigtic error.’

| quote these remarks of Littleway’ stoillustrate the way that his mind had begun to work in this
philosophical, andytical way. It would have been completely out of character for him before his
‘operation’ afew months before. Power over the prefrontal regions produces awidening of perspectives
that makesfor brilliant, if discursve, thinking. (For example, my chief problem in writing thismemoair isto
stick as closely as possible to the narrative, for every sentence suggests a dozen fascinating parentheses.)

| tried to explain to Littleway the theory | have set out above, but hishighly trained scientific mind
rgected it. He said:

‘Alright, | agreethat we don’t perceive the universe, we read it. But you can't read what’ s not there.
And once Marie Antoinette' s dead, she' s not there any more. And if you think sheis, that’ s pure
imagination.’

‘| agreeit’simaginationinasense...’

‘Inthat case, it doesn't fal within the province of science. It’'s pseudo science. Read Popper and Martin
Gardner.’

| said: ‘Look, take an example. Suppose these papers upstairs revea ed that your great great grandfather
did make the firein the way I’ ve described. Wouldn't that be a sort of proof?

He amiled in away that indicated that he was humouring me.
‘I supposeit would be. Y ou go ahead and proveit if you can.’
That ended the discussion.

One of the best things about this new consciousness was the experience of waking up in the morning. Its
nearest equivaent in ordinary consciousnessisthefeding on thefirst morning of aholiday, with its sense
of excitement and expectation - of the enormous potentialities of the day ahead. Most people are
aready in menta harness when they wake up. Their eyes are fixed straight ahead, on the next job to be
done; they don't look to left or right They behave asif they had no choice - which indeed, they probably
haven't, asfar aswork goes. On aholiday, thereis choice; the mind withdraws and contemplates the



world with pleasure, surveysit before moving into activity. And thisbird seye view of one slifebringsa
surge of affirmation, of energy. And one suddenly redlisesthat the choice was dways there, even on the
busiest day. For it isnot achoice of activity, but achoice of consciousness. Y ou can start any day with
the sense of multiplicity and excitement that a holiday induces.

Now | woke up every morning to the feding of life as an immense holiday, a holiday from desth and
darkness. And on the morning after my experience at the Tudor cottage, it was much stronger than usual.
| drew my curtains, and looked down on the gardener weeding the flower beds, and on the smooth
lawns. Littleway had had afountain placed in the centre of the main lawn. Before the operation, he had
been indifferent to nature; now heloved to Sit on the lawn and watch the play of water, and the
movement of the goldfish under thefloating leaves.

Again, the surge of ingght came, as on the lawn of the cottage. But thistime it was not related to Langton
Place, but to the cottage we had been in yesterday. It came asa‘redisation’, thet is, afeding that it was
something | dready knew - like searching for akey and then finding you had it in your hand al thetime. It
was thefedling that Miss Hinckson' s cottage had in some way been connected with Ben Jonson and Sir
Francis Bacon. For afew minutes, | wondered if | had read about it somewhere and then forgotten it, but
finally decided that this could not be so.

At breskfadt, | asked Littleway if he knew anything about the cottage. He said no. Miss Hinckson had
bought it out of alegacy at the end of the war. His wife had spent some time there, but he was too busy
at thetimeto take any interest in the place.

| said: ‘1 think I’ll drive down there thismorning. I’ d like to ask them more about the place.’
Therewas no need for him to ask what | had in mind. He only smiled and nodded.

Driving down towards Evesham in my open-topped car, it came to me that there was nothing very
srangein thisfaculty | seemed to be developing. When | look at an object, | assume that my sensesare
giving meits‘redity’; but thisis untrue. For example, looking at the Tudor cottage, | seeits shape and
colour and dimensions with greet clarity, and | fed that my senses aretelling methe ‘whole truth’ about
this cottage. | forget that it possesses adimension that is not gpparent to my ordinary senses. atime
dimension. It has a history; other people have lived here and died here. Now if | Sink into a condition of
meditation, the ‘sSllence like theinterior of arose, this historical dimension becomesred to me. As| look
atit, | redlise (and the word isimportant) that it has a history. In other words, my senses give me more of
itsredity than when | am stuck in the present. Thisisnot imagination. It redly hasahistory, and | can
redisethis, asclearly asif | could see long-dead tenants walking around the lawns. So why should there
be alimit to how much one can ‘redlise’ about a place? It should be possible to look at arock in the
Grand Canyon, and intuitively grasp its history over millions of years...

It took me about an hour and a half to get to the cottage. The old ladies were sitting under the trees, one
of them sewing, the other reading. They seemed glad to see me and offered me coffee. | accepted and
cameto my point immediately, explaining that | was interested in Tudor architecture, and wondered if
they knew anything about the history of their house.

Miss Hinckson said: “Y ou could have saved yoursdf ajourney. Diana Littleway was fascinated by the
place, and she looked up all kinds of old records. | thought | had them in my room, but | can't find them.
So they must be at Langton Place.’

| asked: ‘ Did shefind anything interesting?

‘That depends what you mean by interesting. It was built in 1567 by ardative of Lord Burghley’s. There
are the usual documents - account books and so on.’

‘Hasit any literary connections, asfar asyou know - with the Elizabethans, for example?

‘I don’t think so. Certainly none with Shakespeare.’



They were polite and charming, but they obvioudy knew nothing. | drove back to Langton Place and
arrived a mid-afternoon. The day had become amost uncomfortably hot, and Littleway sat inthelibrary,
with al the windows open, surrounded by books, and making notes on atape recorder.

‘Any luck?

‘The materids should be here somewhere. Miss Hinckson said your wife became interested in the place
and made alot of notes!’

‘Yes, | told you that. Damned if | know where they are. There’ sacouple of chests of her things till in
theattic. It'll betoo hot up there a the moment. Why don’t we look early in the morning?

But | wastoo interested to be put off. | borrowed the attic key, got Roger’ s permission to go through his
part of the house (for the sairsto the attic were in his half) and went up immediately. Oncein theattic, |
saw why Littleway had never taken the trouble to look through hiswife' s effects. The place was very hot
and very dusty, and piled to the roof with cases and trunks, broken chairs, spare mattresses, old
magazines and newspapers, items of disused garden equipment, rolls of wire netting. The large bundle of
keys Littleway had given me seemed to fit none of the trunks or cases, so | started by investigating a
chest of drawersjammed in acomer. It contained bundles of letters, neatly tied with ribbon and labdlled:
‘Letters from Henry, 1937-1939', * L etters from mama, 1929-1941', and so on. Lady Diana had been
an obsessvely tidy woman. It took me only ten minutes to track down a stiff covered notebook with a
typed label ‘Notesfor history of Bryanston House' . Although | did not know the name of the cottage, |
knew intuitively that | had found what | wanted. She had written insde: * Notes based on books and
documents found at Bryanston House, near Bidford on Avon, and at Gorhambury House, the home of
Sir Francis Bacon, June 1947'. | took my find down to Littleway, and showed him the inscription. *What
the devil would the documents be doing a Gorhambury House if the cottage had no connection with
Bacon? Littleway said ‘| dunno,” and leafed through the volume. Then he amiled, and pointed.
‘Bryanston House (so named by its fourth owner, Mgor Thomas Bryanston, in 1711) was built by Lord
Burghley, the uncle of Sir Francis Bacon'.

| spent the rest of the afternoon reading Lady Diana’ s neat and pedantic notes, fifty-two pages of them.
Littleway had been in Americathat year - a M.I.T. - and hiswife had become fascinated by Bryanston
House, and dightly exasperated at the Misses Hinckson, who saw it Smply as a pretty cottage, and were
totally uninterested in its history. She had decided to devote afew monthsto finding out about it. She
found documentsin a priest’ s holein one of the upstairs rooms, and took them to the British Museum, to
be looked at by the Elizabethan expert, Y orke Cranton. She found the Elizabethan writing impossible to
decipher. Cranton was ableto tell her that the cottage had been built to the order of one Simon D’ Ewes,
of Stamford, acousin of Lord Burghley. But from 1567 until 1587, it was occupied by two ladies,
Jennifer Cook, of Hillborough, in the Parish of Temple Grafton, and her cousin, Annette Whateey, or
Watley. In 1587, both ladies married, and the account books found in the cottage ended in thisyear. In
1622, the cottage was sold by Thomas Burghley, the son of Queen Elizabeth’ s great minister. The new
owner was William Hoare, alandowner of Bidford on Avon.

Y orke Cranton was gpparently sufficiently intrigued by the Burghley connection to check at Hatfield, the
home of Burghley’ s son, where most of the Burghley papers are preserved. A cluethereled himto
Gorhambury House, near St Albans, where, apparently, there was definite evidence that Lord Burghley
was the owner of the cottage.

Tojudge from Lady Diana s account - less explicit than it might have been - Y orke Cranton had become
rather excited about these documents, indicating that Burghley, known for his caution and virtue, had
been involved in asexud intrigue with the daughter of a Charlecote gamekeeper - for the evidence
indicated that Jennifer Cook, born in 1549 (and therefore only sixteen when she became mistress of
Bryanston House) had been some kind of a servant maid at the home of Sir Thomas Lucy when Burghley
met her. If the intrigue could be proved, then it threw anew and interesting light on Burghley. And then,



for no discernible reason, Cranton’ sinterest seemsto have evaporated. Perhaps hisresearchesled into a
blind dley. Lady Dianarefused to be put off, and spent sometime at Gorhambury House, examining
documents that showed that the cottage was given anew roof in 1588 - the year after the two ladies |l eft,
indicating that it was il in use- and that alocal farmer was alowed to plant whest in the field adjoining
itsorchard. From this, Lady Diana made two deductions. that Burghley ceased to use the cottage after
1587 (for otherwise, he would have wanted to preserve his privacy, and would not have alowed the
farmer to use hisfield), and that it was used by some other person, probably amember of the family,
since the account books were found at Gorhambury House. Who paid for the repair of the roof? Not
Burghley, who was reputed to be mean. Then it was probably either Francis Bacon or his brother
Anthony. Theindication would therefore seem to be that one of the Bacons used the cottage after 1587.
(Their father had died in 1579.)

Although the notebook was full of details copied from accounts and documents, thiswas the sum of its
information. So my intuition had been correct. The place had been connected with Sir Francis Bacon
after 1587. There was only one minor puzzle - why was there no definite evidence of this? Surely a
village the size of Bidford would be full of gossip about the visits of aman asimportant as Bacon,
particularly after thetria of the Earl of Essex in 1601. Somelocd historian would dmost certainly have
preserved the memory. The only mention of anamein connection with the cottage was of aMr John
Mecombe, who paid twenty-seven shillings and eight pence in 1590 for ‘ three hogsheads for the storing
of cyder’ to Nicholas Cottam, a cooper of Stratford upon Avon.

| had never before done any literary research, and thisfascinated me. | found alife of Sir Francis Bacon
in Littleway’ slibrary, and read right through it. That Bacon used the house was soon verified when |
discovered that he became a member of parliament for Melcombe in 1584; ‘ John Mecombe’ and
Francis Bacon were dmost certainly the same person. A life of Lord Burghley gave no indication
whatever of an intrigue with Jennifer Cook of Charlecote. But the story of hisrunaway first marriageto
Mary Cheke, sster of the great teacher, indicates that he was of aromantic disposition, while his second
marriage, close on the deeth of hisfirst wife, indicates that he was aman who did not enjoy celibacy.
And why apriest’shole in the house of aman who was a staunch Protestant and persecutor of Catholics,
unless as a hiding place for someone who could not afford to be caught having alove affair with a
gamekeeper’ s daughter?

Littleway wasinterested enough in the puzzle to lay aside his philosophy, and help mein my search. He
wroteto Y orke Cranton to ask if he had made any new discoveries about Bacon’ s tenancy of the
cottage, and received a curioudy evasive reply, whose main point seemed to be that Cranton thought the
cottage may have been used by Bacon’ sinvaid brother Anthony rather than by Bacon himself. He made
no comment &t al on the question of Burghley’ s affair with the keeper’ s daughter, and ended by excusing
his handwriting in grounds of ill-heglth, and mentioning that he expected to be leaving soon for the south
of France. This seemed a pretty clear hint that he would not welcome further correspondence; in fact, he
did not reply to asecond letter from Littleway.

The more we looked into the affair, the stranger it became. In Bidford on Avon, we discovered that there
isatradition that Shakespeare and some friends held a drinking contest there, and that Shakespeare
caught abad cold - from which he died - after adrinking bout with Ben Jonson and Michaegl Drayton (in
the course of which hefdl adeep under atreein therain). Jonson isknown to have been afriend of
Bacon's. Both were at court; both wrote masgues (athough none of Bacon’ s have survived). Thewhole
thing was beginning to fit together into a pattern. Where was Jonson staying when he and Shakespeare
had their drinking bout at Bidford? Obvioudy a Bryanston House.

We were both complete amateurs at this kind of thing; otherwise, our next discovery would have been
made earlier. Every student of Shakespeare slife knowsthat shortly before the poet’ s marriage to Anne
Hathaway in 1852, the clerk of the Bishop of Worcester issued a specid licence for *Willdmum
Shaxpere and Annam Whateley de Temple Grafton’. No moreis heard of Ann Whateley, for



Shakespeare married the pregnant Anne Hathaway, eight years his senior. Could there possibly be two
Ann Whateleys of Temple Grafton? If not, then the woman whom Shakespeare first intended to marry
lived as the companion of Jennifer Cook from 1567 until 1587. Assuming that she was about the same
age as Jennifer Cook, she must have been thirty-two or three at the time of the issue of the marriage
licence.

By now, | had discovered that my powers of insight were strongest early in the morning, although there
were sometimes vivid flashes during the evenings too. During the time when | was reading the biographies
and other documents, | made no attempt to use my ‘intuition’. | wasinterested only in collecting the facts.
But in the morning we received the reply from Y orke Cranton. | induced the state of calm intensity that |
had induced on the lawn at Bryanston House, and then concentrated on the mass of facts. Immediately,
without any possibility of doubt, | saw the genera outline of the solution to the first part of the problem.

In 1566, Queen Elizabeth had visited the Earl of Leicester at Kenilworth, then gone on to see Sir Thomas
Lucy a Charlecote. Burghley had seen Jennifer Cook there, and probably seduced her during the days
they spent at Charlecote. The forty-six-year-old minister must have found the fifteen-year-old girl an
important emotional experience. In the sixteenth century, forty-six was more than middle age; it wasthe
threshold of old age. Burghley experienced one of those total infatuations, to which virile old men are
prone; (Goethe and Ibsen had much the same experience). He could easily have bought ahousein
Bidford or Stratford, but isolation was important; usng hisreative at Stamford as a cover (Stamford was
the Burghley family borough), he built the house haf amile from the village, and moved in Jennifer Cook,
together with her cousin, Ann Whateley. It was arash action, but men who are cautious in business or
politica life are often prone to rashnessin love; besides, Burghley’ sfirst marriage showed him as capable
of recklessness. The parish register at Bidford on Avon shows the baptism of agirl ‘ Judith Whateley’ on
4 June 1569. The names of the parents are not noted - an unusua omission. Had Ann Whateley also
become the mistress of the insatiable minister, or was this designed to protect the real mother, Jennifer
Cook? | suspect the latter.

Thereisaperastent tradition that Shakespeare was caught poaching deer on Sir Thomas Lucy’ s estate
at Charlecote. | place the date for thisin 1852, when Shakespeare was eighteen.

It iscertain that Sir Thomas Lucy knew of the intrigue between Burghley and Jennifer Cook, since she
was his gamekeeper’ s daughter. (It may have been her father who caught Shakespeare.) Sir Thomas
would have every reason for being helpful to the powerful minister. He was aware that Burghley was
getting tired of his affair with Jennifer, and wanted to break it off. A useful first step would beto find a
husband for Ann Whateley, now well past the usual marrying age for Elizabethan girls. Shakespeare was
either bullied or bribed - or perhaps both - into agreeing to marry Ann. Then, at the last moment, plans
were changed, and he married the other Anne, Anne Hathaway. Why? Was she dready pregnant by
Shakespeare, as most biographers believe, and inssted on her prior clam? Thisis hard to believe for two
reasons, (1) that Burghley was not aman to be trifled with; (2) that the connection between Shakespeare
and the Bidford household continued; it would dmost certainly have ceased if Shakespeare had smply
married hisown misiress. The aternative view isthat Shakespeare married to serve Burghley, but Smply
accepted another choice. Burghley’ staste for young girls was unabated by his sixty-two years, Anne
Hathaway was pregnant, and Ann Whateley was not. So Anne Hathaway got the husband. Ann
Whateley had to wait another five years.

All of thiscameto me as sdf-evident when | surveyed al the materids. It was no speculation but insight.
Our discovery of the entry in the Bidford parish register, and the | etter from Thomas Burghley to his
brother Robert in which he speaks of * our father’ sfriendship unto Sir J(sic) Lucy of Charlecote’ came
leter.

The next question was an obvious one: what did Shakespeare get out of his marriage to Anne Hathaway?
Probably money, for thereis no record of hisfollowing any occupation between hismarriage and his
flight to London five years|ater, dthough hewas living with hisfamily in Stratford, and hisfather wasin



seriousfinancid difficulties. But dmogt certainly, to some extent, the friendship of Queen Elizabeth’smost
powerful minister was equdly asimportant. For it issgnificant that in 1587, the year Burghley findly
gives up the Bidford cottage, Shakespeare a so abandons hiswife and goesto London. | aminclined to
believethat Duke Angdo in Measure for Measure, the upright statesman who is secretly alecher, isa
portrait of Burghley.

It was at this point in our researchesthat Littleway came across a description of the Northumberland
manuscript in Spedding’ s biography of Bacon, and we suddenly understood the whole plot. In 1867, the
Duke of Northumberland commissioned aMr James Bruce to examine his manuscripts. In
Northumberland House in the Strand, Bruce found abox containing various documents, including the
twenty-two sheets which are the remains of anotebook kept by Francis Bacon. This notebook has since
become known as the Northumberland manuscript, and it contains copies of anumber of hisworks,
speeches, essays and letters. But the cover, which contains alist of the contents, also contains the words.
‘Richard the Second, Richard the Third', and ‘ By Mr Ffrauncis William Shakespeare’ . Theword

‘ Shakespeare’ iswritten in severa other places on this cover - someone obvioudy doodling: *WIm, Wim,
Shakspe, Will William Shakespe, Sh, Sh, Shak, Shak’ and so on. Significantly, the sheet is headed: *Mr
ffrauncis Bacon of Tribute or giving what isdew’. The‘of isso faint that it could easily be‘d.

Thisdiscovery, of which | had never heard, has always been cited by believersin the Baconian theory as
their mgor piece of evidence. It wasimmediatdly clear to me that, in association with the facts about
Shakespeare smarriage, it isprecisdy this.

Since anyone can borrow the various books on the Baconian theory from thelibrary, | shall not go into
detall here. Very briefly, the chief arguments are asfollows. There is no evidence to connect
Shakespeare of Stratford with the playsthat bear his name. No plays are mentioned in hiswill, and he
was not known in Stratford as awriter but as a successful businessman who had made his money in the
theatre. The origina bust in Stratford church, as portrayed in Dugdale' s Warwickshire, does not show
Shakespeare holding aquill pen and a sheet of paper resting on a cushion, but with both hands resting on
asack - asymbol of trade. Shakespeare sfather, like Shakespeare' s children, wasiilliterate, and
Shakespeare’ sown signatureisa curious scrawl that isillegible even by Elizabethan standards. The only
traditions concerning Shakespeare when he returned to Stratford as a successful businessman contain no
mention of literature; on the contrary, he seemsto have been known as a highly unpleasant man, who
enclosed land that actually bel onged to the townspeople, and engaged in severa law suits over petty
sums of money - on one occasion, aslittle astwo shillings.

The evidence that Bacon was the author of Shakespeare' s plays has never convinced many people, for it
ispurdly circumstantid. Thereislegd jargon in the plays, and Bacon was alawyer; there are phrases that
are echoed in Bacon's own essays. The explanations as to why Bacon should have concedled his
authorship are not entirely convincing; certainly, the theatre was regarded as alowly occupation, no place
for anobleman and aservant of the Queen; but why should Bacon have written the playsat al, unless
driven by some demonic literary urge?

Our discovery made everything clear. Shakespeare went to London under the protection of Burghley.
Bacon was asked to do the young man afavour. He began by doing something he thoroughly enjoyed -
making absurd pastiches of Elizabethan meodrama, out-ranting Tamburtaine and The Spanish Tragedy
. Significantly Shakespeare had found employment with the Queen’s company of players. To Bacon's
surprise and amusement, these bombastic absurdities— Titus Andronicus, Timon of Athens, Henry
the Sxth, were extremely successful. To begin with, Bacon took histask so lightly that he shared out the
work among friends and acquaintances, including his brother - hence the variations of sylein these early
plays. But as Bacon became more successful at court, this became inadvisable. To be known asthe
author of such popular stuff would not improve his position at court. It would be rather asif a
present-day Prime Minister or President of the United States became successful asthe writer of Mickey
Spillane-type novels, written under a pseudonym. So the atmosphere of secrecy increased, and the early



plays are published without anyone' s name on thetitle page, asameasure of caution. Findly, after about
twenty yearsin London, Shakespeareis prevailed upon to return to Stratford, and Bacon heavesasigh
of relief. He till produces the occasiond play, but isforced to give up in 1613, when he becomes
Attorney Generd. Seven years after Shakespeare' s death, the plays are re-published in the first folio,
with many dterations, Bacon having had time to revise thoroughly. Bacon' s authorship was never aclose
secret; Jonson and a great many others knew of it, and Jonson referred to Shakespeare as a‘ Poet-ape
in The Return from Parnassus. Nearly al the works that now actualy bear Bacon’s own name were
writtenin thelast five years of hislife, after hisdownfall in 1621; he evidently decided to make up for lost
time and try to establish hisnamein literature with some serious work.

About afortnight after our visit to Bryanston Housg, | lost interest in the whole question. One evening,
Littleway suddenly uttered an exclamation of disgust, and threw his book on thefloor. | asked him what
was the matter, and he showed me the passage he had been reading. It was from George Gilfillan's
Gallery of Literary Portraits (1845), and ran * That Shakespeare isthe greatest genius the world ever
saw is acknowledged now by al sane men; for even France has, at last, after many areluctant struggle,
faleninto the procession of hisadmirers. But that Shakespeareisout of al sight and measure the finest
artist that ever constructed apoem or drama, isaless general, and yet agrowing belief...” Andsoonin
thisvein for severd pages. | understood the cause of Littleway’ s disgust; thiskind of gushing platitudeis
an insult to human intelligence. | had read a great many isolated passages of Shakespeare, quoted in
books on the Bacon controversy, but never a complete Shakespeare play. | now took down his
collected works, and started to read at Antony and Cleopatra, which T. S. Eliot had described ashis
masterpiece. After haf an hour of this, | decided that | had made abad choice, and passed on to
Macbeth. By skipping, | managed to get through to the end of this, and then began to read scenes at
random throughout the volume. | looked up and found Littleway watching me. | said:

‘I didn’t reglise he was so bad.’
‘I wondered how long it would take you to find out.’

Littleway had a one-volume edition of Bacon’sworks. | now opened this, and started to read The
Advancement of Learning, then switched, after afew pages, to the Novum Organum, and findly to
theessays. | said:

‘They have something in common. They' re both second rate minds.”

Asascientigt, | had got used to thinking clearly and logicaly about important issues, ignoring thetrivid,
Steering clear of negative emotions. In reading about Shakespeare and Bacon, it had never struck me that
their ‘lifeworld’ ismade up dmost entirely of thetrivia and negative. Judged by any modem standard,
they are both as outdated as the phlogiston theory of combustion, or the Edison phonograph. Reading
their works, | found myself in a petty, stifling atmosphere, such as| once noticed at a party when two
homosexua s began quarrelling. It wasimpossible to get involved in the action of Macbeth or Antony
and Cleopatra because | felt from the beginning that these people are fools, and that consequently
nothing that happensto them can possibly matter. In spite of magnificent literary flashes, | had no more
desireto remain in the company of Shakespeare s characters than in the company of the two queers at
the party. They smply didn’t matter, any more than the quarrels of children matter. Asto the Bacon of
the later works and essays, | found his mind atogether more congenid, but lacking a centre of gravity.
They do not spring from any intuitive view of the universe; they are clever bits and pieces on any subject
he chooses to turn hismind to. They arethework of an industrious lawyer, not an inspired thinker.

Later, | read Tolstoy’ s essay on Shakespeare, in which he saysal that | have just said, and agreat ded
more. | found it surprising that his clear analyses should not have completely destroyed Shakespeare's
reputation. And then, on reflection, | saw that it was not surprising. Most peoplelive on aleve of
emotiond triviaity which meansthat when they read Shakespeare, they experience the pleasure of



hearing their own fedings echoed. And since the language isimpressive, and requires a certain intellectua
effort to follow, they can have no doubt that thisisredly Greet Literature. Thiscombination - of fine
language with totdly trivia content - has kept Shakespeare’ s stock high for three hundred years, and will
continue to do so until the movement of evolution consigns him to the dustbin of quaint but meaningless
antiquities.

It isamusing to find myself in accord with those critics who, when asked whether Shakespeare or Bacon
wrote the plays, reply that it makes no difference. For indeed, it makes no difference.

Very dowly, | was beginning to grasp what was happening to me, and | was ableto explainit clearly to
Littleway, so that he could no longer accuse me of unscientific thinking. It seemed fairly obvioustheat this
ability to obliterate time was the second stage of development after control over the cortex. Thefirst
stage was of ‘ contemplative objectivity’, the smple ability to pass beyond the gates of my own
personality and to redly seethings, to redise they exist. Thisisthe basic human trouble; not the body.
Gresat scientists and great poets, in their moments of intengity, see the same thing: the objective
multiplicity of theworld. Einstein once said that his chief am wasto see the world by thought alone,
without anything subjective. Thisexpressesit. Thisisthe great ‘ outward urge’, experienced by all
explorers. It isan attitude of mind, nothing to do with the bodly.

Both Littleway and | achieved this as soon as we realised what the prefrontal cortex is supposed to be
for. Its purposeisto rescue us from the present, to allow usto approach the world from many different
anglesand points of view instead of stagnating in asubjective life-world. To escape the subjective.

Oncethiswas achieved, the next stage followed. The completely steady contemplation of the real world
- no longer eclipsed every few moments by the persona - now began to broaden and develop, as
objectiveness became a habit. Just as agood conductor can hear a single false note when fifty
ingruments are playing, just as agood motor mechanic can diagnose afault from the sound of the engine,
30 | began to develop this ability to sense‘ meanings .

It first came to me about aweek after the Shakespeare business. Littleway and | were back to
philosophy. We drove down to Salisbury one day, to explore the excellent book shop closeto the
cathedrd, then decided to go on to look at Stonehenge which Littleway, surprisngly enough, had never
seen. | was curious to see how my “higtorica intuition’” would work on the monument, but | certainly
expected no remarkable results. Aswe drove out of Amesbury, and saw the great stones against the
skyline, | felt atingling of al my nerves, and aprickling of the scap. Thisdid not surprise me; Stonehenge
had always had this effect on me. But as we gpproached closer, the sensation continued, and grew
stronger. | shivered, and Littleway glanced sdeways at me and said: ‘Impressive, isT'tit? | knew then
that he was feding it too.

The sensations were so strong when we pulled up opposite Stonehenge thet | et Littleway buy the
tickets, while | crossed the road towards the stones. It was a quite indescribable sensation. If | were
trying to represent it in afilm, | should use acurious, menacing vibration. But that would beto smplify it.
Inasense, it was more like asmell, picked up by someinner sense, asmell of time. Suddenly, | was
looking down acorridor of time, and it was perhaps the most extraordinary moment of my life. When a
person who has sayed at home dl hislifetravelsfor thefirst time, there is anegative, painful sense about
the things he sees. He would like the whole world to be a his elbow, witnessng what heis now seeing,
verifying that heisredly looking a amountain range or sunset over Hong Kong. Thereisakind of pain
in being donein the face of thesethings.

| was now seeing something that no human being had ever seen; | wasooking over an enormousvista,
like the Grand Canyon or the VictoriaFals, but it was avistaof time. But | was undoubtedly seeing it,
grasping it asaredity. It was avertiginous sensation, like looking over some immense cliff, down
thousands of feet of sheer rock, and till being unable to see the bottom.

| had to pull mysdlf together, as a man would have to look away from such adrop. The sense of



lonelinesswas freezing. My identity was negated by the vistaof time.

Aswe passed through the wooden gate, and walked acrossthe turf, | had an unreal sensation, likea
diver wading through water. Another party of people passed us, and | had to restrain adesireto laugh at
their comfortable cockney voices. To be herein the twentieth century was somehow quaint, likea
traveller returning from Marsto revigt hishome village, to discover everyone still happily preoccupied
with loca gossip and church bazaars.

Although | had averted my mind from the sheer drop down through time, the ‘vibration’ persisted aswe
drew closer to the stones. | asked Littleway: ‘How do you fed? Hislipswere pursed, asif hewas
tasting something sour. He said: *Odd.’

| opened the pamphlet Littleway had bought, and read: * Stonehenge was built in three stages, the first
between 2000 and 1900 B.C... The Aubrey holes seem to have been used as cremation pits, and a piece
of carbon from hole 32 was dated by the radiocarbon method at 1850 B.C..."” My mind blurred, for a
picture had presented itself to it, apicturethat | could either look at or avoid. | decided to look at it. The
contours of the plain were somehow different, lessflat; the grass underfoot was longer and coarser.
Enormous, ape-like men, well over ten feet high, seemed to be engaged in dragging aflat dab of stone.
Around Stonehenge there appeared to be amoat. Bones of dead animalslay on the ground.

But as soon as | alowed mysdf to become aware of this picture, | was overwhelmed by other
impressions. It was athoroughly unpleasant experience, like being hit by alarge wave asyou wak by the
seg, acold, choking sensation. Dozens of impressions of Stonehenge were superimposed on one
another. | happened to be staring at one of the upright stones from adistance of afew feet, and dl the
marks on its surface were somehow quite plain, asif they were writing, an overwheming feding of rain
and air and time, as well as the adzes and heavy chunks of stone used to chip and pound this surface into
smoothness.

Therewas no point in trying to grasp anything in this confusion of vibrations and impressons. It wasa
kind of tower of Babdl. | began to walk back to the car, and Littleway followed me. And he was now
aufficiently in tune with meto remain slent for most of the drive back to Great Glen. | felt completely
exhausted, asif | had been through some grest danger.

But as my mind calmed, certain things seemed fairly clear. And onewasthis: that | could see distant
epochs of time much more easily than recent ones. It isdifficult to explain why this should be s0, except
to say that ‘ close-upness deprives us of meaning.’ It is possible to survey more recent periods of history,
by atechnique which | shall describein amoment; but since what is perceived in history is meaning,
distant periods are easier to ‘see’ than close ones.

But the thing that puzzled me most about my Stonehenge experience was this. that there was an odd
sense of evil, of menace. Thiswas something | had dmost come to discount since my ‘operation’. The
only time | had experienced impressions so wholly unpleasant was when Lyell and | had looked down
into the horriblewell of Chichen Itza, with its dimy green surface, and thought of the children thrown into
it asasacrificeto the god.

Why should looking back over long periods of time produce afeding of terror? Admittedly, thereisthe
sense of one' s own unimportance; but al science producesthis, to some extent. Besides, thinking closdly
about this, it came to methat my problem was still one of immaturity. | had not yet learnt to stop seeing
myself as Harry Lester, aged thirty-six, one of fortune' sfavoured children. Once | managed to lose this
persond equivaent of provincidism, time would cease to negate me. But why the feding of menace?

| was so preoccupied with this problem that we were passing through Honeybourne before | asked
Littleway: ‘ Have you ever heard of Stone Age men over ten feet tall?

“Yes, but not in England.’
‘Where?



‘In Java, if | remember rightly. Von Koenigswald dug up someimmense skulls and jaw bones - it was
sometime during the war. He cdled it meganthropus or something. Why?

| told him of my curious vison of giants. After the Shakespeare business, hewaslessinclined to be
sceptical. Hesaid:

“Y our giant theory would be marvelloudly convenient for explaining how Stone Age men handled stones
of that Sze and weight. But it doesn't sound too likely, doesit? | mean, if they were giants, they’ d have
found bones, asin Java’

Oddly enough, neither of usraised the question of what he had felt at Stonehenge. It was severa weeks
later that he told me he had aso experienced the same ‘vibrations . He said he thought they might be
emanding telepathicdly from me.

Back at Langton Place, Littleway looked up the Javanese‘giant’ in Wendt's Ich Suchte Adam. From
this, we discovered that * giants had first been discovered in China, in the same beds as Peking Man,
homo erectus, thefirg ‘true man’, who is gpproximately haf amillion years old. Wendt writes: ‘ Assoon
as Weidenreich had made athorough examination of the bones of Chou-kou-tien, he declared that these
Peking men had been daughtered in abody, dragged into the caves of the Dragon’s Mountain, and there
roasted and devoured. Exhaustive examination seemed to prove himright...

AsLittleway read this passage, | experienced again the unpleasant vibration, the sense of evil and
violence. ‘... dl the Chou-kou-tien skulls had an artificidly opened occipitd gap into which the hand
could beinserted to extract the brain.” This caught something of what | felt on Stonehenge. Wendt goes
on to describe the finding of the enormous skull fragments near Sangiran in Java, and asks ‘ had there
actudly been threeforms of early primitive man in Java, one of norma size, one above the average, and
one of gigantic type?

‘Therewere giantsin the earth in those days,” Littleway quoted from Genesis.  But there have been
surprisngly few fossl remains. So | think we can assume they weren't dl that numerous!’

During the next week, my interest in early man was sde tracked. Roger Littleway invited Professor
Norman Glazebrook from Leicester University to supper. Glazebrook isthe author of a popular
illustrated life of Shakespeare, and he told us he was producing abook on Mary Queen of Scots, with
excursionsinto various other aspects of Elizabethan life. He wanted to see Diana Littleway’ s notebook
on Bryanston House. There seemed to be no harm in telling him about my discovery in the parish register
at Bidford on Avon. It was not amatter that interested me any longer, and as far as| was concerned,
Glazebrook was welcometo the credit for my discovery.

| asked him whether he had seen the Northumberland manuscript. He said he intended to; he had written
to ask the present Duke' s permission, but wastold that it had been loaned to the British Museum for an
exhibition of Elizabethan manuscripts and books. | asked him whether he didn’t think it demonstrated thet
Bacon and Shakespeare were known to be closdly associated by some of their contemporaries. He

shrugged:

‘The manuscript aso mentions Thomas Nashe. Do you think he was another of Bacon' s pseudonyms?
‘But only once, if | remember rightly. Shakespeare’ s nameiswritten over and over again. So is
Bacon's!’

Hewas not exactly evasive. But it was perfectly clear that it was a subject he preferred not to pursue. In
spite of this, we found him alikeable and pleasant man. Littleway said afterwards:

‘It’ s curious the way these scholars seem to get upset about Bacon and Shakespeare. For heaven's
sake, they don't have to behave like avirgin who's been importuned. Why not admit that Bacon could
be Shakespeare and leave it at that? It doesn’'t make any difference to the plays.’



He mentioned it twice more the following day, and | could seeit was bothering him. He said:

‘It would be amusing if we could find some absolutely solid piece of evidence that Bacon was
Shakespeare. Would they il try toignoreit?

A few dayslater, we received acard from Littleway’ s London bookseller, who said that he had
purchased alibrary with alarge number of eighteenth - and nineteenth-century philosophica works. We
set out after breskfast, arriving in Piccadilly about three hours later. By two o' clock, Littleway had
examined the books and arranged to have some of them sent back to Langton Place. Neither of uswas
hungry - we seldom ate between breakfast and supper - so we decided to go straight to the Museum to
look at the Elizabethan exhibition. | knew what Littleway had in mind. But he didn’t broach it until we had
spent nearly an hour peering into the glass casesin the King' s Library. We were looking at afirst edition
of the sonnets, open at the dedication page, ‘ To the onlie begetter of theseinsuing sonnetsMr W.

H-----* and so on. Littleway said:

‘“How isyour intuition working?

| laughed. ‘Not too well at this hour of theday. I'm alittletired.’

‘No clue asto whom W.H. might be?

| stared hard at it, and tried to allow my mind to become passive, receptive. | said:
‘It might be better if | could touch it

That might be possible. Have you got your ticket to the manuscript room with you?

| had. It was only three fifteen - nearly two hoursto closing time. We went to the manuscript room, and |
filled in aticket asking to see the Shakespeare Sonnets. Littleway asked to examine the Northumberland
manuscript. We were both known to the librarian; it took only ten minutes for the book and the
manuscript to arrive.

London had fatigued me; my feet had that curious ache that seems to come from London pavements. But
| felt pleasantly relaxed. | have dwaysloved the Museum, but now the whole place, with al itsrooms,
seemed to be present dl at once in my mind, the Egyptian mummies and Babylonian sarcophagi and
Buddhist deitiesand Greek statuary. As| sat there, waiting for the book to arrive, my brain began to
work with beautiful clarity, and | saw that man'sonly final salvation liesin the mind. For most animds, life
isadum. For the definition of adum isa precarious, harsh, hand-to-mouth existence. Life hasinserted
itsdlf into matter, but its beach-head issmall. Matter leavesit only anarrow, cramped space in which it
can operate. So lifeis, dmost by definition, narrow, difficult, trivial, Laocotn wrestling with the serpents.
Now, through civilisation, man has come closg, to solving the subsistence problem. The lebensraum he
now needsis purely mentd: to survey the world from adistance, to see life asawhole. And he has
awaysknown thisinginctively, and built libraries and churches and museums, al to aid themindiniits
struggle to escape the narrow present...

The book arrived. | was physicaly tired - the room was warm - but felt totally at peace. Now, as|

stared at the dedication page of the sonnets, | tried to envisage the publisher who had written it - Thomas
Thorpe (who signed the dedication T.T.), and immediately got aclear mental picture of a nondescript
little man, well under fivefeet tal, with acast in one eye. But it was somehow unconvincing; it had none
of the‘vibrations' of redlity | had experienced on Stonehenge; it could have been smply akind of waking
dream. | concentrated on the question of *W.H.", and thiswas atogether more satisfying. The name
seemed to actually be written on the page: Wylmotte Heywood, and was accompanied by amental
image of acoarse-faced man in hismid-thirties, an acoholic with red veins standing out on hisnose. |
wrote on asheet of paper; ‘Wylmotte Heywood, elder brother of dramatist Thomas Heywood, who like
Shakespeare, was a member of the Queen’s Players . There was undoubtedly a connection with
Shakespeare, but it was certainly not one of close friendship. | tried to concentrate again, and thistime
experienced aclear ingght that the dedication, to Mr W. H., had nothing to do with Shakespeare. After



this, | had to relax for five minutes before trying again; my insghtswere dim and unreliable. | tried again;
thistime, | had adistinct image of some conspiracy. Heywood had carried the sonnetsto Thomas
Thorpe, who acknowledged him asthe *onlie begetter’ . And Shakespeare protested to Bacon that they
had been printed without his permission. In fact, it was Shakespeare who had handed the sonnetsto
Heywood... Here, the insight faded.

Littleway, sitting beside me, glanced at the sheet of paper, and nodded dowly. Then he removed the
book fromin front of me, and replaced it with the Northumberland manuscript. The manuscript conssted
of anumber of folded sheets, which had obvioudy been stitched together at some date. It could never
have been very bulky, since folded sheets of this size would quickly have become unwieldy. It had
obvioudy been in afire; the bottom left-hand comer was charred. The sheets themsalves were badly
worn at the edges.

By now, | fdt tired, and my interest in the manuscript was limited. | turned the pages casudly, and then
stifled ayawn. Pretending to bend over the manuscript, | supported my forehead on my hand, and closed
my eyes. My mind immediatdly drifted into ablank, pleasant void. But at the sametime, | became aware
of ‘vibrations', of smdllsand sounds. | opened my eyes quickly, for long enough to confirm that the
smells and sounds were not actualy present in the manuscript room, then closed them again. What was
happening was of greeat interest to me. Free of my conscious persondity, my awareness of my identity,
my mind was drifting gently, like aboat on acam sea. Then the stinks and sounds were back again. The
gench was overwheming. It was like acombination of an uncleaned urinal and an equally unhygienic
butcher’ s shop on ahot day. The sounds were the sounds of a market place: cries, the creak and thump
of carts, dogs barking, children squaling, and ahigh, whining buzz of flies.

| wasin anarrow, winding street, with timbered houses that almost met overhead. The stink came from
the cobbles underfoot, which were dippery with excrement, urine and fragments of food. A broad open
sewer ran down the middle of the street. But the people walking along the street did not seem to be
bothered by the smell. A small boy progressed by legping from side to side of the sawer, inwhich | could
see adead cat Enormous blow flies buzzed over the sewer, and clouds of them rosein darm asthe boy
jumped over them. A coach with two horses was actudly clattering ong this street, its wheels on either
side of the sewer. It had no springs, and jarred and bumped on the cobbles. Mot of the people looked
extremely poor. A fairly well dressed man who came out of a yard between the houses was wearing
metd objects strapped to hisfeet, which lifted him three or four inches above the sewage; he walked
clumsly, with aclanking noise. He held a handkerchief againgt hisface, and its smell - acheap and very
strong perfume - was wafted to me with the other smells of the strest.

| was not adeep. | wasfully aware of being awake, and even of being in the British Museum (although |
hardly noticed this). Littleway asked melater whether | could walk along the street, as one can walk
along dtreetsin dreams. The answer isno. Although | felt the physical presence of the Stret, | was not
actualy aware of my own body; | was purely an observing mind, and | could change my viewpoint
amply by thinking of something else. The odd thing about it was my sense of familiarity with thethings|
waslooking at, asif thiswere smply an exceptionally vivid memory of childhood.

| changed my vantage point to the end of the street. On al four comers of the street, there were vendors
sling food from carts. The one nearest to me was selling cooked fish from alarge earthenware bowl.
On awooden dab beside this there was cabbage - the |eaves cooked as they lay on top of one another,
s0 they formed akind of block; the vendor smply diced parts off this block asthough it were cheese.
Thelumps of fish and mussdsfloating in the earthenware bowl looked completely unappetising.

The curious thing about this London of the late sixteenth century - for | had no doubt at al that thiswas
what | waslooking at - wasits dternation of tightly packed houses with open spaces. | was looking
across a a sguare, whose houses were larger than in the street behind me. The windows had regular
leaded panes, dthough upper windows seemed to have glassin the top hdf, and shutters on the lower
half, which could be opened to let in air. (In the street behind me, there were few glass windows, only



open spacesthat could be covered by shutters.) In the centre of the square there was an enormous
bonfire, whose flames were as high as the tops of the houses, and atroop of mountebanks, with fifes,
drums and fiddles were making aremarkably tunelessracket. | observed especidly the narrowness of the
roofs, some of which looked like pointed witches' hats. Few of these had gutters, so that the rain must
have poured off them direct on to pedestrians below. At the far side of the square, there was an open
green space with trees. | observed the number of dim church spires againgt the skyline, and aso the
number of flags and streamers and weathercocks on the roof tops - conveying the impression that
Londoners enjoyed giving their town afestive gppearance. And yet the overd| effect wasnot at al
festive. It was somehow shabby and depressing. Most of the wood of which the houses were built was
unpainted. There was an odd and very distinctive smdl intheair, which in this open square triumphed
over thesmell of stale urine. | cannot describe this. It was musty, rather tarry, and also spicy with atouch
of cinnamon or cloves. (I observed that an enormous number of the better dressed people carried
pomanders, oranges covered over completely with cloves, and held these to their noses as they walked
along. Defoe mentions that these were regarded as being a protection from plague.)

Therewas no ‘unredity’ about al this. | could seeit asclearly as| could see the actua facesin Piccadilly
afew hoursbefore. A large number of the men wore beards, and the Henry the Eighth beard seemed
popular. An unusua number of the faces| saw seemed disfigured in variousways. A girl of about Sixteen
was standing with her back to me, and looked trim and pretty. When she turned, | saw that her left nostril
wasmissing, asif it had been cut off with aknife. Many faces were pock-marked. A large percentage of
the women - even the young ones - had hair streaked with grey, which may well have been due to some
vitamin deficiency intheir diet. | aso noticed severd rats rolling across the street as casudlly asif they
had been dogs, and this made me specul ate whether some of the disfigurements might not be due to rats
attacking deeping babies.

Perhaps one of the oddest features, to my eyes, was the juxtaposition of poverty and wedth. Some
houses were magnificent in atall, Rembrandt-ish way, and these might be next door to hovelswhose
floors were made of stamped earth. Elaborately painted coaches and crude farm carts drove acrossthe
square, often at a pace that seemed highly dangerous for pedestrians. Beggars and well dressed men with
swords pushed against one another. | noted that the clothes seemed extremely coarse by our modern
standards. Most people, rich and poor, wore stockings of lumpy wool, and the cloth of their garments
struck me aslittle better than sacking. In spite of this, people looked hedlthy enough, and therewere a
great many more obese men and women - grosdy, wobbingly fat - than could be seen in any modern
city.

| came back to the manuscript room with immense relief. 1t was like returning from along - and rather
unpleasant - journey. | looked at the clock; it was only four fifteen. It seemed to me that | had been away
for hours. | touched Littleway’sarm and whispered * Come on’ . We handed in the manuscript and edition
of the sonnets, and left. Aswe came into the courtyard of the museum, with its noise of pigeons and the
sunlight ontrees, | felt agreat wave of satisfaction, and found myself looking with delight at the unlittered
ground, the neat house fronts opposite, the light summer dresses of girls.

Aswe climbed into the car, | told Littleway briefly what | had experienced. He was more excited about it
than | was- | was now fedling oddly tired and flat. He asked me at least half adozen times: ‘Areyou
sureit wasn't adream.” | said | was quite certain it wasn't, because | had opened my eyes and looked
around me before sinking back to this‘visonary’ level. Then he wanted to know if | could be surel
hadn't dreamed | had looked round the room. But thiswas not his usua cautious scepticism; hedidn’t
really doubt that something strange had taken place. What he now wanted to know was what had
happened - how it had worked.

We discussed it dl the way back to Greet Glen, driving at forty-five miles an hour on the inner lane of the
M.1, and ignoring cars that hooted irritably. The discussion wastoo long to set out here, but | can try to
summariseit.



Firg of al, what isthe nature of time? It is a function of consciousness, nothing else. What goesonin
the externd world is*process’ - metabolism. Thereisno time out there. Thisiswhy the traditional stories
of timetravel are so absurd, and why it gives so many paradoxes - asure Sign of absurdity; i.e. that if |
could go backwardsintime, | would confront awhole seriesof ‘me's’ - mysdlf of aminute ago, mysdlf
of two minutes ago, etc. No, thereisno ‘time’ out there; it isan artificial abstraction from the idea of
process. And obvioudy, it isridiculousto talk about ‘travelling in process or in metabolism.

| had not, therefore, redly travelled in time. But neither had | dreamed. So what had | done?

My own view, & first, wasthis: that | had used my ‘imagination’, much as on the lawn at Bryanston
House, and that my fatigue had removed some obstruction - my sense of identity, my interest in the
externa world - so that my imagination had reached a peculiar concentration and continuity.

Littleway said: ‘But if it wasimagination, why wasit so detailed?

Hewasright. My earlier argument - about the vision of Bryanston House - no longer applies here. | was
wide awake then, and my senses had expanded into awide net, ‘reading’ thingsinto redlity that | am not
normally aware of. In the Museum, my eyeswere closed and my senseswere narrow - | was half adeep.

We toyed with the hypothesis that this was quite ordinary imagination - that memories from books | had
read or pictures| had seen had somehow combined to produce thisvision of Elizabethan London. But
when | redly thought about it, | had to agree that this was not so. To begin with, | knew amost nothing
about the Elizabethans; history isnot my subject. | said: ‘It waslike an exceptionaly vivid memory.” We
both brooded on that. Littleway said: ‘Y ou mean amemory of some previous existence?

‘ Something of the sort.’

“Y ou think you lived in London in the time of Shakespeare? That’ sabit too much of acoincidence.” He
wasright, of course.

The dternative seemed so wildly speculative that neither of uswas very happy withiit. It wasthis: that |
had smply tapped resources of racial memory - that | had smply descended below the level of my
conscious identity, and become identified with some broader human identity. This bothered us, becauseiit
implied such an odd theory of identity. | had never been convinced by Jung’ stak about theracia
subconscious. And if | had been tapping the racia subconscious, then why was| ill aware of the room
around me? | had never logt consciousness, in the sense of falling adeep.

We were both feeling exhausted with talk by the time we drove through Great Glen. By way of
terminating the discussion, | said: * Anyway, I" ve got afeding we' re till making some childish error about
the mind itself. Human beings have always been trapped in akind of dream-gate, like being under the
influence of some drug. We' ve only been free of this dream-state for afew months. Itsways of thought
dill dingtous’

What puzzled me about dl this can be easly explained. | am perfectly willing to believe that many people
possess gifts of second sight, telepathy and so on, and | am even willing to concede that certain of the
psycheddic drugs may induce these states of insight. But people with second sight cannot control their
gift. They see‘ghodts , or get aglimpse of the future, whether they likeit or not. If my vison of
Elizabethan London wasredlly akind of second sight - or * Sixth sense’, or whatever - then surely it
would operate dl the time? For example, | would have aclear ‘vison’ of the history of thisancient
Bentley, the factory where it was made, its previous owners, and so on? Why not? And even supposing
that, for some strange reason, it was easier to see the distant past than the immediate past, then | should
certainly experience ‘vibrations looking at every old chunk of granite used asamile stone, for it wasdl
millions of yearsold.

| wastoo tired that night to try any fresh experimentswith my mind. | went to bed shortly after supper,



and dept late the next morning, waking well after deven. | thought that my Elizabethan experience might
induce some interesting dreams, but asfar as| know, it made no difference.

| stood by the window as usud, enjoying the smell of the hot sunlight and mown grass and flower beds,
and aso wondering what new experiences the day might have in store for me. For | had avery strong
sense of being in the middle of aperiod of discovery. The door opened quietly and Littleway peeredin.

‘Oh, you're awake. | decided not to disturb you.’
‘What'sthat? | noticed the satue-like object he was carrying in his hand.

‘| thought you might try your ingght on this. Roger brought it back from Turkey years ago. It' sabasdt
figurine, probably made by the Hittites’

‘Thanks,” | said, extending my hand for it. Then | touched it, and my body froze. Littleway was watching
me serioudly.

‘Areyou dright?

‘Yes. I'll bedright.” | sat down on the bed, and took it from him. Again, | waslooking down thewell of
the past, and the sensation wasjust asreal and distinct asif | had taken the top off ared well, and
peered into its depths. There was amost amusty, decaying smell, and ahollow echo, dthough | realise
this was superimposed on the experience by my way of grasping it. (Anyone who has read Husserl will
understand this.)

It was adisturbing sensation. How can | describeit? Although | was till in the room, with the smdllsof a
hot morning in late spring, thiswas so much redller that | became another person. My mind had been
ready to encounter another pleasant and interesting day, aready fixed in its expectations and responses,

and now, in amoment, everything was changed; asif someone should switch on thetdevison inthe
middle of ahappy cocktail party, and hear the announcement of war.

Therewas dwaysasmdl of violence about the padt, the feding of men and animaskilling without a
second thought. But there was something quite specid about this figurine that went beyond this ordinary
anima disregard for life. It would be over-dramatic to cal it asmell of evil, but that comes closer to it
than any other phrase | can think of.

| said: *What was the approximate date of the Hittites?

‘Very roughly, between 1800 and 1200 B.C.

‘Thenthisthing isn't of Hittite origin. It' sagreat deal older than 2000 B.C.’
“How can you be sure of that?

‘Don’t you fed anything asyou hold it?

‘No.’

‘Maketheeffort.’

| took hold of hishand at thewrigt, and tried to make him fed it. For amoment, he ressted, flinching;
then | felt him make an effort to become receptive to the blur of feding flowing from me. Hisresstance
was natural. For afew seconds - perhaps half a minute - it was merely ablur of fegling, aswhen
someone looks through one of those children’ s stereoscopes and for a moment, sees merely two
pictures, Sde by side; then, with amenta effort, the two pictures are farced to move together into one,
and it isvery clear and three dimensiond. Thisiswhat Littleway had to do, and he made the effort. And
dowly, the blur of feeling focused - | could fed it - and he saw what | could see. He said:

‘My god, you'reright... But you can’'t beright.’

| knew what he meant. The basdt figurine we held was hdf amillion years old - the age of homo erectus



, thefirst true man. And that wasimpossible. Thefirst art was created by Cro-Magnon man - the
Venuses of Willendorf, Savignano, Vestonice and the rest. And that was amere 35,000 years ago. This
thing was abouit fifteen times asold.

| think we both suddenly knew that we were on to a problem that went beyond anything we had
expected. Thiswas something of which none of the students of early man had any suspicion. We were
dedling with something new and profoundly aien.

It was dmost immediately after this episode that Littleway began to develop powersof ‘timevison'. |
believe thiswas because | had somehow showed him the way. According to my diary, it wason 3 June
of that year that he spent two daysin hisroom; having hisfood sent up to him. On the second day, at
eleven in the evening, he tapped on the door of my room. | said: *Where have you been? by way of a
greting. Hesad:

‘“Wandering around in the past.’

| said nothing. He sat down in the armchair by my window. It was aclear, soft night, unusualy warm.
The changes in him were more marked than they had been since Christmeas, the inward, contemplative
look. He told me what had happened. His contact with the basdlt figurine had convinced him that ‘time
vison' was an ordinary potentiaity of the human brain. Thiswasdl that was necessary - for | must keep
emphagdng: dl men already possess these powers, asthey possess, let us say, the power toridea
bicycle. But before the invention of the bicycle, it must have seemed sdlf-evidently impossible that
anybody could baance on two whedls. Littleway had spent the day trying to sense the age of various
objectsin the house - at first, with afrustrating lack of success; and then, a about two in the morning,
when he felt completely exhausted and discouraged, success came as he Stared at the basdlt figure.
(Significantly, he had been practising on more recent objects; making again the point that it iseasier to
‘see’ distant epochs of time.) He was so anxious not to |ose the faculty that he stayed awake until dawn,
practisng on everything he could find, including stones from the garden wall. He dept through most of the
following day; and when he woke up, found the power had ‘ consolidated’, and that with an effort, he
could ‘see’ the building of the housein the thirteenth century. Then, like abird that hasjust learned tofly,
he had spent the whole night focusing upon various periods of past history. Since he had become as
fascinated by the Bacon problem as| had, he concentrated on the Elizabethan period, with immediate
success. Heiswriting hisown noteson it and | wasinterested to hear that he thought he had actualy
seen Shakespeare in some kind of tavern. He described the place as having an earthen floor, with atree
actually growing in the centre of the room. He said there was sand scattered on the floor - he was even
ableto supply the detail that it was brought by cart from a place near the present Southend - and that the
lavatory in the back yard was smply atrench dug in the ground and covered with aplank. | asked him
his physica impressions of Shakespeare; he said he was physically much smaller than he had expected
-little more than five feet tall - and that he had avery lively and aggressive manner. He dso mentioned
that Shakespeare spat agreat ded into the sand, and kept sniffing abunch of dried flowersin alittle
wooden box, which seemsto suggest thet he was afraid of the plague, and thought that spitting might rid
him of its‘humours . Littleway added that most people in the tavern were drinking red wine, drawn from
barrdsinto uncorked glass bottles, and that Shakespeare had atwo pint pot of it in front of him, and
drank it asif it was beer. If thisisredly an accurate picture of Elizabethan drinking habits, it may help to
explain why the expectation of life was so much lessin those days.

But, strangely enough, my own powers advanced to anew stage at the same time that Littleway
developed ‘timevison'. But thereisvery little to say about it, except that the sheer ‘ engine power’ of my
brain suddenly increased. | woke up in the morning - two days after the basalt figurine incident - with a
strangely increased fedling of menta power. My eyesfdt asif they had turned into two searchlights. At
firgt | assumed thiswas smply the ordinary wellbeing due to agood night’ s deep until, asthe morning
progressed, | realised that it was not wearing off, but becoming stronger. And then | knew that | had



been mistaken to think that the ‘ operation’ with Neumann’'s alloy had caused adeep and crucia change.
It had only started a new process of development. The brain wasjust beginning to operate properly. And
then | suddenly understood fully, and it seemed self-evident. Lord Leicester once remarked that man is
the satdllite of adouble star; he is permanently torn between two worlds: the externa world of matter,
and hisinner world of intengity. Sometimes, hislife becomes so difficult and depressing that the ‘inner
world” seemsanillusion, and he fedsthat matter aways getsthe last word. But agreat scientist or
philosopher, absorbed in hiswork, knows that the material world isnot al that important. He has amost
escaped the gravitationa force of the ‘outer’ star. Y et he takesit for granted that thisis only atemporary
victory; he can never escape the material world.

Thisis carelessthinking. It isnot aquestion of ‘escaping’ the materia world (which would mean death),
but of ceasing to be bullied and negated by it; to possess such intensity of vision that man becomesthe
satdlite of theinner-gtar, never again subject to strong perturbations from the other star. Surely every
sengitive person can recognise the truth of thisimage? In that case, why hasit never struck anyone that a
time must come when the satellite would have passed the midway point between the two stars and
become the satellite of theinner star? It was T. E. Hulme who said that life hasinvaded the redlm of
matter, but has paid the price of automatism for itsfoothold. Automatism dogs us. A treeisamost
entirely avictim of automatism; adog or cat is much less so; aman isthe least automatic creature on
earth. And again, it is sdf-evident that atime must come when the balance of power gradualy tips, when
life gradually outweighs the automatism of the matter it hasinvaded; it ceasesto be a beleaguered
garrison and becomes an army intent upon conquest.

And what would such achange in the baance of power entail? Could anything be more obvious when
the question is stated clearly? - for the seat of power in human beingsisthe brain. Thisbrain which, &t its
best, can generate an intensity of consciousnessthat liftsit away from materia limitations as ahovercraft
lifts off the ground. And quite evidently, thisincreased power will smply be amore powerful engine for
the hovercraft. When | had my ‘ operation’, the evolutionary balance wasfindly tilted; but, likean
ordinary balance, it took along time to swing definitely in the opposite direction. And | had assumed that
my new freedom, my new sense of no longer being adave of materia consciousness, wasthe end of the
process. It was only the beginning. At firdt it was dmost afrightening sensation, like driving acar with an
enormous engine. | got an uncomfortable feding that | had gone too far, that | was upsetting the ‘ balance
of nature’ by this development of ‘ head power’. Then | redlised that | wasthe victim of muddled thinking.
Thereisno balance of nature. Nature isatug of war, and | waswinning it.

| also realised - with acertain salf-mockery - that the solution has aways been within the reach of human
beings- to deliberately increase the brain’s capacity for concentration by asustained effort of will. Shaw
understood, when he made Shotover talk about struggling to attain ‘ the seventh degree of concentration’.

Changes were taking place insde my head, and | did not yet understand them, except to realise that |

had devel oped some strange muscle of the will. | was completely unaware of its potentidities, and had to
discover them one by one, accidentally. One day, for example, | was typing some of the earlier pages of
thismemoir, and | was struck by an interesting insight. | looked across the room at the bookcase
opposite, and stared with concentration, as | thought about it. Then, till staring, | moved my eyesto the
other side of my typewriter. AsSmy gaze ran across the page in the typewriter, the paper quivered. | did it
again, turning the opposite way; it quivered again. And | realised that | was focusing the beam of
‘intentionality’ to such an extent that it had become an actual force, exerting pressure on things | looked
at. Stories of the ‘evil eye have asolid basisin fact; a concentrated beam of malevolence could cause
actual damageto its object, just as an acid can erode meta. And human beings have always possessed

this power.
Thefollowing day, crossng the lawn with bare feet, | stepped on a stone hidden in the grass, and bruised

the sole of my foot. | sat down, held the foot in my hand, and stared at the bruised area. The pain
immediately vanished. No bruise subsequently appeared; | had somehow ingtantly rectified the ruptured



cdls. Thefollowing day, | caught the skin of my index finger on asharp staple sticking out of a sheaf of
papers. The scratch began to bleed. | stared at it, and the sting vanished immediately. Then it ceased to
bleed. As| continued to stare - it took about a quarter of an hour - the scratch gradudly dried; then a
thin film formed over it; then it healed up.

When | told Littleway about this sudden increase in the ‘engine power’ of my brain, he asked me: *What
areyou going to do? What | was going to do was quite obvious. My consciousness now had afar wider
grasp. It could suddenly see great ranges of fact, likeaview from ahilltop. And | wasawarethat | didn’t
know enough. | felt like aman in aforeign country who has neglected to learn asingle word of the
language: the sudden regret for wasted time, and the desire to make up for it quickly. | had thought my
knowledge of sciencefairly broad; now it seemed careless and amateur, little more than adilettantish
dabbling. When | considered the materid that was actudly available for my study, | couldn’t help feding
amazed that human beings have come so far under such difficult conditions. Considering how much man
isgtill adave of hiseveryday life, it isincredible that he has gone so far in the search for pure knowledge.
To contemplate this was to redlise the enormous strength of the impulse that drives him to regject the
everyday world and try to breathe a purer atmaosphere of ideas and poetry.

So ingtead of bothering to investigate my new powers systematically, | hurled mysdlf into a course of
studies that occupied me fourteen hours every day. Firgt of dl, it was necessary to learn adozen foreign
languages, for much of the materia | wanted - on science, on the earth’ s natural resources - was
available only inforeign publications. | discovered that aweek of intense study was enough to give me
complete fluency in alanguage, and that even three days was enough to enable meto pick my way
through books or articles.

In order to read these publications, | had to spend agreat dedl of timein London, much of it in foreign
embassies. And | found this an unexpected strain. | had to learn to ignore people; but beforel
succeeded, | felt like adoctor in amadhouse. To look at acrowd in the Charing Cross Road was
depressing, like being in an under-devel oped country where the harshness of life has made everyone
stolid and brutish. What seemed amazing to me was that more of them did not commit suicide; for their
consciousness was little more than aprison. | felt twinges of londliness, the wish that there were adozen
or so otherslike mewith whom | could talk and eat and drink. There was aso the upsetting fact that
women no longer struck me as even minimaly attractive. My sexua impulses were perfectly normd, but
the women around me might have been female gpesfor dl the attraction they possessed.

It must be understood that | was not thinking of mysdlf asakind of superman. | was hardly aware of
mysdf at al; | wastoo aware of the enormous amount of ground | had to cover. Thiswasthe result of a
lifdong training in mentd activity. And this obsesson with forward motion made mefail to grasp certain
fundamental issues, aswill be seen later.

Let me give an example. The problem of psychical research struck me as an important one, and | spent a
week in thelibrary at the Society for Psychical Research, reading up on the whole subject, from Tyrrdl’s
Apparitions and Myers' s Human Survival to the latest and most scepticad materid. It was plainto me
that | could now account for agreat dedl of psychical phenomenain terms of the intentionality of
consciousness. The human capacity for self-hypnosisis greater than is generaly redlised, and the degper
regions of the mind are capable of throwing up dl kinds of alien bogies. Ghosts can aso exist inamore
objective sense. | havetried to explain how | cameto redisethat a‘racid subconscious redly exists.
And if thisis so, then our notion of our individuaity isin some senseanilluson, fostered by the
‘separateness of our bodies. The disgppearance of an individua body does not affect the greet racia
ocean of whichitisapart. Life hasnot only established afoothold in physica bodies; it hasasecond line
of defence ‘ behind’ matter, in which it has more freedom of movement but less actua power. This
second line of defence would vanish completely if dl living creatures were destroyed, for it might be
thought of asasort of magnetic field emanating from living creatures. Thisisthe ‘relm of ghodts .

While studying in thelibrary of the SP.R. | met Sr Arnold Dingwall, whose book on poltergeists has



long been aclassic. It was hewho invited meto go with him to investigate a case of poltergeist haunting
at the Old Rectory, Croxley Green, north of London. Thiswas an extremely active poltergels, that threw
things, groaned, and made loud noises - one of which was described as sounding like agrand piano
dropped from an aeroplane. The house was occupied by aMr Mudd, an accountant, his second wife,
and three teenage children - aboy, age nineteen, and two girls of thirteen and fifteen. Therewasaso a
baby by the second wife, amongoloid, and aWelsh nurse.

The Old Rectory stood more or less aone, but close to an area of modern flats. Therewasalso a
children’ s playground on the other side of its garden fence. We arrived there a Six o’ clock on a Saturday
evening. Thenurselet usin: agrey haired woman in her mid-forties, with asweet and rather pretty face.
Shelooked a me and said immediately: ‘Ah, | can seeyou're psychic.” Surprisingly enough | knew
immediately what she meant. She possessed a sort of animal power of ‘relational consciousness’, which
camefrom inner harmony and acomplete lack of ability to use her brain.

| met the lady of the house, atdl, good-looking woman with a cultured voice and a stylish manner of
dressing. Obvioudly, she had been a career woman before her marriage - in fact, | discovered, the editor
of abusiness magazine. Her husband was plump, bald, and not particularly intdligent; it wasfairly clear
that she had married him for security, and felt superior to him.

Thethree children camein later. Thefifteen year old was plump, and gtill very much aschoolgirl. Her
thirteen year old Sster was aready much more sophisticated; she was aso prettier. The youth of nineteen
was gangly, pimply, and apparently bored. | gathered that the mgor interest of hislife wasamotor bike,
which he had in piecesin the basement.

The family knew the well-known theory about poltergeists: that they are caused by teenagers passing
through adifficult puberty, and they talked about this openly over the evening medl. | could seethat al of
them were glad to have usin the house, athough none of them professed to be worried by the
poltergeist. The nurse explained that it had started nearly three months before, by knocking alamp out of
her hands when she went to get cod from outside, and then pelting her with lumps of cod. She assumed
that it was a child from the playground, and ran into the cod-house, trying to find him. There was no one
there. Later that evening, the door of the coa -house was opened - the latch was not difficult to open -
and coal scattered around on the snow outside. Thiswent on dmost every evening for ten days, whilethe
snow lasted. When the thaw came, the poltergeist gpparently lost interest in throwing cod, and now
began to make various noises - bangs from the cellar and the area under the roof, tremendous vibrating
crasheswith atwanging noise - the ‘grand piano faling from an aeroplane’ effect. There was never any
disturbance of furniture after these crashes; even the dust in the room was untouched.

The poltergeist dso specidised in shrieks, groans, creaking noises, and arather interesting effect asif a
bag of money was being scattered al over astone floor. (The floors were of wood.)

They had tried sending the children away one by one for brief periods, but it had made no difference.
Severd people from the SP.R. had investigated, but reached no conclusion, except that the  haunting’
was genuine. The poltergeist was noisy but non-destructive, and the Mudd family was assured that it
would eventudly go away.

Sitting eating supper with them, | was aware of the naivety of their whole approach. All of them were
trgpped in avery ordinary, dull existence in arather uninspiring neighbourhood of Rickmansworth. Their
liveswerelived on alargely automatic level - aplodding, habitual round. And the house burned with a
dull, aching frugtration. | found, looking around at them, that | could grasp their problemsintuitively, as
clearly asif they had dl talked to me about them. The thirteen year old, Susan, had dready lost her
virginity to an older boy, who had now |eft the district. She wanted to leave home and follow him. Her
sster Elfredaknew about this and resented it; she was till avirgin, and had no boyfriend. The
stepmother was bored with her family and running a house, and was a'so upset by her lack of fegling for
the mongoloid child; she had aways believed she would make an affectionate mother. She wasthinking



actively about taking alover, or rather, taking back alover she had thrown over to marry Mudd. Mudd
himsalf was adull man, reasonably contented, but aware that nobody e se was, and worried about it. The
nurse had been in the family since the birth of Susan, and she had hoped that Mudd might marry her. The
son was potentidly the mogt intdlligent of the family, with an extremely active and questioning intelligence,
which he deliberatdly suppressed a home. He was thinking of leaving home and going to Liverpool to
joinamoator cycling club who caled themsdaves the Warlocks.

These discoverieswere not entirely ‘intuitive’ . | spoke to the family at length before and after the medl,
and they told me enough to give me aclear picture. The wifein particular was frank, and the nature of her
interest in me came over pretty clearly.

| ill found it hard to understand the poltergeist disturbances. | was far more aware of the depths of my
ownmind - of my whole sublimina gpparatus of will and perception - than anyonein thisfamily could
ever be, and | smply could not imagine ‘forces from my subconscious causing things to move around. |
was convinced that the disturbances were, in some sense, ‘willed'.

Thefamily ingsted on waiching televison after the meal - some song contest involving al Europe. |
amused mysdf by trying to ‘see’ the age of the house. It had been some weeks since | had tried to
practise‘timevison’; it struck me as so much lessimportant and interesting than the work | was doing.
But now | had nothing elseto do, so my consciencewas clear. | let mysdf sink into a condition of inner
peace, cutting out the disturbing vibrations of the family and tried to see the whole house from outside. (1
had been shown over every room.) Then, quite suddenly, | became aware of anew factor working in my
mind, which isamost impossible to describe. It was akind of amplifier, picking up my impressions,
feeding them through the prefrontal regions of the brain and checking them againgt everything that had
ever happened to me. It isan extremely obvious and smple process, but would take severa pagesto
describe adequatdly. All | can say isthat dl one' s experience becomes suddenly available for comparison
with the present moment, and one' s knowledge of the present moment becomes theoreticaly limitless, for
new facets can beilluminated at will.

And suddenly, | knew thisplace asif | had lived in it and sudied its history. And | became immediately
aware that there was something in its history... Then it came. Of course, the Stanton murder case! The
famous ‘murder at the Vicarage', one of the most famous cases of the 1860s. Mgor Arthur Stanton was
poisoned with arsenic, and hiswife, Valerie, was put on trid. She was acquitted, although it was proved
that she had access to arsenic, because there seemed to be no motive for the crime. She gained nothing
from it, and never remarried. Now, by focusing uponiit, I could grasp the whole dramathat had been
played out in this house, and understand all its hidden motives. Vaerie Stanton was the daughter of an
officer who had been killed in the great Indian mutiny of 1857. She had seen her father’ s body, and those
of otherswho had died with him, and sustained a severe menta shock. This affected her sexud fedlings,
making her fed that sex was frivolous and sinful. Nevertheless, she married Stanton three years later, and
managed to suppress her fedings to the extent of making him a satisfactory wife. Stanton retired from the
army after breaking hisfoot, and they came back to the vicarage. He had been a sportsman before the
accident; now, frustrated and bored, his sexua demands became excessive, and there were also certain
unusua demands which were never mentioned publicly until the time of Havelock Ellis. Her neurosis
returned in full strength. She confided in the maid, for whom she felt some obscure lesbian attraction. The
maid, without being explicit, encouraged her to take violent action, and left the weed killer where her
mistresswould seeit. Vaerie Stanton poured a quantity of it into her husband’ s port on 21 April 1866,
and hedied in agony early the next morning. The case has been written about many times. | have not
been interested enough to check whether any of the writers grasped Vderie Stanton’ sreal motives.

After theten o' clock news, the television was switched off. | said casudly: ‘By theway, was't the
famous Stanton murder case somewherein thisarea?

Mudd answered immediately: ‘Y es, the old vicarage used to be next door. It was pulled down years ago
after afire’



| could see he thought he was telling the truth. 1t was reasonable enough. A house in which amurder has
been Committed is hardly an estate agent’ sdelight. Dingwall’ s researches | ater reveded that there had
been afar more sinister and appropriate-looking house several doors down the road (not next door),
which became known to loca children as‘the murder house' . After thiswas burnt down in 1910, the
estate agent managed to convince a purchaser of the vicarage that it was the * murder house' that had
been destroyed, and one of the books on the subject has stated this as afact.

But my question led the family to begin talking of the murder. And | immediately became aware that
Gwyneth, the Welsh nurse, was far more interested than she would show. She remained bent over her
knitting. Infact, | could tell that she sensed thiswas the murder house, using much the same kind of
intuition that had come to me about the Bacon cottage near Bidford. The two girls dso showed amorbid
interest in the story, dthough it is not particularly horrific, as murders go - and the younger one said ‘|
shan’t want to switch out my light tonight’. | wasimmediately aware that they aso knew something - that
the nurse had told them Stories that embodied her own intuitions.

Towards midnight, the two girls went to bed. The nursefell adeep in her chair. We had agreed to sit up
until the early hours of the morning, for the disturbances usualy took place between midnight and two
am. Mrs Mudd went upstairs to change the baby. At about ten minutes after midnight, the noises began.
Firg of dl, there was a perfectly ordinary-sounding crash from the basement, which none of us noticed
for several moments. Then there was athud that made the windows shake, asif abomb had fallen afew
Sreets away. Thiswasfollowed by amoaning sound, not loud, asif ahysterical teenager was crying
herself to deep. This seemed to be coming from a passageway on the other side of the door. Mudd
tiptoed to this and opened it. The sounds continued, but now no longer sounded asif they were coming

from the passageway.

| now dlowed mysdf to Sink into a state of relaxed perceptivity, trying to sense what was happening
around me. It was like entering anightmare. There was atension of panic in the house, an unpleasant,
cold terror, somehow associated with the smell of damp whitewash on alavatory wall. And | could see
that it was not emanating from any individud in the house. It was like a net stretched between them - or
rather, between the two girls, the nurse and the mother. The two males played no part init. | wasableto
understand quite clearly what it was. The strongest ement in it was the nurse’ sfedling about the house,
her knowledge that it was the murder house, or some smilar frightening intuition. The second strongest
element was the mother’ sfedling of repulsion towards her husband, and guilt and disgust towards the
baby. It was somehow these two fedlings that entered into combination, into phase, asit were, with each
other. Thetwo daughters played ardatively minor part, but were aware of the vibration in their deep. It
should be observed that the nurse and both daughters were by thistime adeep.

The problem here was the complete negativeness of everyonein the house. Basicdly, thiswasthe
father’ sfault. He was self-absorbed, thought about nothing but his job, and completely failed to introduce
any element of vitality or credtivity into the atmosphere of his home. This meant that everyone wasfreeto
develop their own neuroses, with no counter-force, no breath of some interest beyond their persona
obsessions.

What surprised me most was the clear, undivided force of these negative obsessions. Freed by the
deeping brain, they were as dangerous as a strong wind.

Stll 1 found it hard to understand how they managed to express themsalves physically. | tried to
concentrate more deeply; my brain responded with asurge of power and insight. Suddenly | understood.
My mistake was in thinking of this house as amore-or-less quiet, still place shaken by forces from the
subconscious. But it wasn't. The earth spins through space at a Speed greater than an expresstrain, and
we oursalves and the chairs we sat in and the walls around us were masses of buzzing atoms. The air was
full of every kind of wave and energy. And human beings are deep wells of energy, immense reservoirs of
force, theforce of life determined to subdue matter. A little of thisforce was utilisng and controlling some
of the great waves of energy that beat againgt the house like the sea againgt adliff. It was afrightening



picture; suddenly, the whole universe became aroaring inferno of energies. But the core of the poltergeist
activity wasthe negativeness of the human energiesin thishouse. This conflicted with other energies, like
pouring water on ahot fire.

| was aware that some of my own mental energieswere joining in the uproar, which had increased to a
gartling extent. There were noises like braking cars, faling money, someone choking and gurgling. Mudd,
who was swesting, said: ‘My God, it's never been like thisbefore.” Dingwall was looking rather pleased
and making notes on aminute pad in the palm of his hand.

| tried withdrawing my mind from the ‘rhythm’, and succeeded. As| did so, | redlised that | could control
it. What was going on was a sort of collective nightmare of negative people. It had no purpose or
direction; it was rather like the pointless violence of boys who dash the seats on buses, or tear out public
telephones. But | had a purpose, and could impose my own rhythms. At firg, | tried increasing the
noises. The effects went beyond my expectations, amplified by the other mindsin the house: banging
doors, whistles blowing, bresking glass, and unidentifiable anima noises. Then | concentrated on
producing arhythmical sound, like wind. After amoment, | succeeded; the other minds did not oppose
me, but made it louder, so that it was atremendous uproar, like sitting undernesth NiagaraFallsin a
typhoon. Articles began to blow around the room, athough, of course, therewas no red wind. Then |
caused it to rise and fdl regularly. The sheer energy and power of the movement began to destroy the
negative vibrations, as someone might start to tap their foot to music. | saw Mudd was listening with an
odd, half-delighted expression, and Dingwall looked astounded. (He described it afterwards as the most
remarkable poltergeist experience of hiswhole career.)

Once had created arhythm, the rest was easy. It was like spinning atop, making it go faster and faster.
| projected a sound like breaking wavesinto it, then regular thunderous volleys of wind, then ahigh
pitched humming, as of something spinning at agreat speed. | wasthinking of those linesfrom Faust:

‘And cliffsand seaare whirled aong
With circling orbsin ceasdessmotion.’

Theresault felt asif the whole house was dancing to some tremendous music. | noticed out of the corner
of my eye that Gwyneth had awvakened, and was staring around her in amazement. | allowed the sounds
to grow lessviolent, to relax into long, smooth sweeps, like arolling seawithout breskers. Gradudly, it
lessened, until the sounds died away completely. Gwyneth was staring a me; she knew | was
responsible. No one dsedid. Mudd said, “Well well well...” Dingwall had stopped writing, and looked
dazed.

No one ese spoke for severd minutes. Then | said: ‘1 think that’ s probably dl for tonight.’

| wanted no more of these negative people; they irritated me. Ten minutes later, Dingwall and | drove
back towards centra London. We had intended to stay the night, but there was no point. Dingwall talked
excitedly al theway, and | must admit that some of his conjectures came very close to the truth. He was
inginctively aware that the poltergeist was the expression of negetive psychic energy. Naturdly, hewas
baffled by the rhythmic quality of the sounds. | took care to drop no hint to enlighten him, but | suggested
that he investigate the possibility that the vicarage was the murder house. | should add that the murder
had no direct connection with the poltergeist disturbances. Thiswas not aghost from the past, but
negative forces from the present.

The*haunting’ of the vicarage ceased after that night. | expected it to. The disturbanceswere, as| have
sad, of anegatively crimind nature, like juvenile delinquency, the result of asense of pointlessfreedom,
of total lack of disciplinary forces. My intervention reveded the existence of other forces, moreover,
positiveforces. The poltergeist went back into its shell.



| mention dl this, not because | think it of red interest, but because | failed to follow up the cluesthat it
offered me. | should have grappled with the question: In whét level of the mind did the poltergeist
energies originate? But things were developing at such apacethat | had other thingsto think about.

Besdes, | was certain that the question would answer itself sooner or |ater.

At al events, the poltergei st episode switched my energies back to the question of time-vison. And the
following day, in the Victoriaand Albert Museum, | redlised that these powers were also developing. |
happened to be looking at a print that showed Goethe and Wieland being introduced to Napoleon. |
gtared hard at Goethe, for of al great writers, | had dways found him the hardest to visualise physicaly.
Quite suddenly and spontaneoudy, without any conscious effort, the lines of the picture became redlity.
Napoleon’ s chair had its back to ahuge pillar, and beyond this pillar there seemed to be vague shapes.
Without looking directly at these, | had vaguely assumed it to be a picture hanging on the wall. Now there
wasaburst of music, and | redlised that it was an enormous ballroom behind the pillar. A man called
Krauswas stlanding in a corner of the room, making a sketch. Goethe was agreat dedl taller than |
expected; for some reason, | had dways assumed he would be short. | saw why it had aways been so
difficult for meto form aphysica impresson of him. If it had belonged to aduller person, hisface would
have been ugly, or a leadt, plain. The nose was dightly too large; the cheeks were rather flabby; the face
gave theimpresson of alarge blancmange, bulging a the bottom under its own weight. But the mouth
was the mouth of aman of impressive sdf-discipline. It was this discipline that gave the face power to
support itsown plainness. If | had passed him in the street, | would have assumed him to be the managing
director of abig corporation; the face had the kind of strength that one often seesin big businessmen;
seldom in poets. Widand, by comparison, struck me as an academic and aesthetic kind of person, very
much the man of |etters; the bald head and beaky nose reminded me of a portrait of Wordsworth in old
age. Goethe' s voice was somehow like his appearance; deep, pleasant, speaking French with aclipped
German accent. It struck me clearly that, in asense, he was as much aman of action as Napoleon, and
that there was a deep frustration in him; he would have made agood President of the United States. This
isthe reason that portraits of him are so unsatisfactory. The painters are trying to see him as a post, to
squeeze him into amould asa‘poetic’ kind of person, missing the curious ement of frustrated
dynamism.

| must repeat: thiswas not ‘imagination’, any more than it isimagination that enables oneto seealine
drawing as arepresentation of redlity. It requires acertain training to see lines on asheet of paper as
three people having a conversation. For adog, it would be asheet of paper with lineson it; not apicture.
| was smply able to see degper than an ordinary person. How did | know that the came of the man who
made the sketch was Kraus, and that he was the director of the Weimar art academy? Because | was
involved in the Stuation, as| might beinvolved inlistening to afamiliar piece of music, knowing what isto
come. | wastapping aform of memory that went beyond my individuality. The consequence wasthat |
had to make a conscious effort to retain the knowledge when my attention came back to myself and the
room | wasin. It was, in asense, like waking from adream. Yet a no point did | cease to be aware of
the room.

It would betiresomeif | went on to describe al the other experiences of asimilar nature that now
occurred severa timesaday. | found that | Smply had to stare at certain objects for my mind to passinto
them, asit were, to reach out and grasp them amost physicaly, so that the object seemed to suddenly
absorb my own nervous system. It happened, for example, looking at afine Queen Annedressin the
Victoriaand Albert, and again, a some early American glassware. It was an amost vertiginous sensation,
likefdling. Normally, welook at something, and we remain behind our eyes, surveying it asan dien.
Now | would seem to swing beyond my own eyes, like an gpe swinging from branch to branch, out of
myself and into the object, becoming the object for amoment, but retaining my own mind and nervous
system. Bergson rightly called thismode of gpprehension ‘intuition’.



| should add, in parenthesis, that Goethe came closer than anyone | had ever seen to being aman on the
brink of the *evolutionary leap’ . He understood completely the primacy of the will. But he did not
understand how to useit. It remained Staticin him.

| tried to describe to Littleway what was happening to me, and | could see he thought he understood. But
he would have to wait for the experience before he would really understand. Now | suddenly saw the
resl meaning of the change that had taken place in me, and understood what human evolution has dways
been aiming towards. The world became a living entity, al thetime. Thisis easy enough to understand
by andlogy. If the ordinary man walks down a crowded street, the street isalien to him; he shrinksinto
himsdlf, asif wanting to avoid contact with it. But if he returnsto his home town on asummer evening
after long absence, he alows his being to expand, to open wide, to take the street into himsdlf asif it
were someone he loved. In the same way, the historian, reading some favourite page of Gibbon or
Froude, opens hisbeing to the padt, dissolving into it for amoment. Man’snormal attitude to the universe
isashrinking; the thought of the emptiness of space, the eternity of time, causes an involuntary tenson, a
rgjection. Y et hiswhole evolution has been an attempt to embrace the dien, to expand instead of
contracting. Theimmature and the insecure rgect; evolution means an expansion and acceptance. Man
has so far used art as his chief medium of ‘ acceptance’, for once something isreflected in awork of art, it
becomes digetible, acceptable. The human mind can contral it. Thiswas the significance of the romantic
movement; the human mind was suddenly learning to swallow mountains and forests, ceasing to shrink
fromther dienness.

The sort of acceptance that a historian feelstowards history, that a poet fedl s towards mountains, | was
now feding dl thetime, asamatter of course. One effect, incidentally, was to make things appear more
coloured than usud. The effect was not unlike that described by men who have taken psycheddic drugs:
atremendous three dimensiona warmth and richnessin everything. But psycheddlic drugs suspend the
sense of time, absorb man in theflux of his senses, anaesthetise the will. My will was asvitd and hedthy
asever; it fdt dl thetimelike an athlete waiting for the crack of the starter’ s pistol to hurl itself into
moation.

My fedling of didike of people vanished completely two weeks after | came to London. London crowds
ceased to bother me; | no longer felt them dien. A man of the late-twentieth century might fed anostalgic
affection for the London of Sherlock Holmes, with its cobbles and gaslights and horse cabs, and if he
could be transported backwardsin time to watch the crowdsin Baker Street on afoggy evening in the
i880s, he would fed an expangve affection, intense interest. Thiswas exactly what | felt, sanding in abus
queuein South Kensington at half past five on arainy afternoon. For | was no longer in the present. |
could look at this scene from a hundred yearsin the future, asif it were alate nineteenth-century print.

Morethan this. Everything | looked at struck me asakind of echo; it seemed to lead on to something
else. Looking around me, | was clearly aware of Surrey and Berkshire and the Chiltern Hills beyond
High Wycombe and the North Downs beyond Rochester. The meaning and nature of poetry was clear to
me; it creates other places, other times, produces this sense of affirmation. | should add that | was aware
of alevel of my mind controlling dl thisintuition. Uncontrolled, it would have been mind-wrecking, for my
awareness would have gone on expanding outwards until my mind exploded like abubble.

My attitude to the people around me had changed from intolerance to pity. Civilisation had expanded too
fast for them, and their vitality could not keep pace. They are dl like gangling teenagers who have grown
too fast, and who are consequently pimply and sallow cheeked. But thisisdowly ceasing to betrue. The
pessmism of the twentieth century has been amassive burp of indigestion; but the somach acheis
passing.

And from this position of security, of affirmation, my mind wanted to pierce barriers of space and time.
There was atremendous hunger to look back to the dawn of our world, and to the stars beyond the solar
system. And | was aware that these were powers that were embryonic. | had taken the leap to the next
stage in human evolution, to become aware of theimmense distances man sill hasto travel.



Therewasaminor inconvenienceinvolved in dl this. | have dways been afairly friendly and sociable
character, but obvioudy, people were now rather irrdlevant; they could only distract me. | tried to keep
quietly to mysdlf, attracting aslittle attention as possible. And | found, to my embarrassment, that people
seemed to be drawn to me, and that it was difficult to get rid of them without being rude. Ramakrishna
once remarked that when a man becomes a sage, people are drawn to him like waspsto ahoney pot. In
my own case, | am strongly disposed to believe that it was some telepathic or psychic force that
operated. | could be standing quietly in the Museum Reading Room, looking through the catalogue,
totally self-absorbed. Someone would whisper: ‘| wonder if | could look at that after you? and | could
tell ingtantly that thiswas an attempt to establish contact rather than an ordinary request. If | delayed for
more than afew seconds, | would find myself involved in a conversation and then very quickly inan
acquaintanceship. The new acquaintance would come and Sit beside me on a bench outsde when | was
relaxing in the sun, and offer his- or her - name, and ask my own. | seemed to have a particular
atraction for charming and garrulous old gentlemen, who would invite me out for dinner. Life became so
complicated that | was forced to stop using the Reading Room. And then, one day, | waslooking
through the stacks of the London Library when an elderly gentleman, who had been sitting opposite mein
the reading room and trying to catch my eye, advanced towards me. There was no escape, and |
experienced aflash of impatient annoyance, afeding of *Oh no, not again,’” and | tensed mysdlf and
scowled at the book, willing him to go away. He was about to speak; then, to my surprise, hisvoice
stopped, asif someone had gripped hiswindpipe; | glanced at him, in timeto catch alook of
astonishment as he turned and hurried away, hisface suddenly red. And | understood something that
should have been obvious to me; the power of attraction was accompanied by a power to repd. |
subsequently tried this on Littleway and asked him what he felt. He said there was an dmost physica
sensation of detachment and coldness emanating from me. It had taken me so long to discover this- over
amonth - because | never felt irritable or frustrated nowadays; | could avoid negeative emotions as eesly
asagood driver avoids other cars. But having learned thetrick, | used it to good effect. | was even able
to return to the Reading Room again, and break gently with previous acquaintances by emanating an air
of seif-absorption and dight anxiety.

One morning in mid-July, abook arrived for Littleway, wrapped in an old copy of Look magazine, and |
saw aphotograph of the well of Chichen Itza. The article described the excavations of the previous year,
when the well had finally been drained by a pump that could remove two thousand gallons aminute. But
what caught my attention was the great double page colour photograph of objects removed from the mud
at the bottom of the well. Among the skulls of children, beads, earthenware pots and so on, therewas a
smal black statuette. And as| stared @t it, | knew that it was related to the basalt figurine Littleway had
shown me,

It may seem strange that | had not returned to this matter in several months; but this was because | was
absorbed in so many other things. | had become fascinated by modern history, from 1750 onwards,
observing the way in which the great evolutionary current, so easy to recognisein literature and music,
becomes distorted when it triesto expressitsdlf in politics; the way in which it isdriven to compromise,
and even to opposeitsalf. Above dl, there was no feeling of hurry; | could return to the problem of the
basdt figure next year or the year after.

The characteritic of the basdlt figure at Langton Place was acertain flatness, an air of abgtraction; it
might have been by Gaudier-Brzeska. The oneretrieved from Chichen Itza had the same qudity. | stared
hard at the photograph; for amoment, it became aredlity, and again | had that sense of looking down an
immense dliff of time. Then | redised that my historica intuition had sharpened in threemonths. | had a
sudden and very distinct sense of something hidden, ddliberately concealed. | knew with certainty that
thereis something in the world’ s prehistory that cannot be found in any of the books on the past. And it
was obscurdly connected with the sense of evil at Stonehenge.



Littleway was eating his breakfast on the other side of the table. | pushed the colour photograph over to
him. He said mildly * Good heavens,” and went on egting; but he understood. After breskfast, without
ether of us saying aword, we went up to hisroom. The figurinewas in a cupboard. Littleway took it out,
held it across histwo pams, and concentrated. He gave adight start, and quickly put it down. | picked it
up, and Stared at it.

For amoment, the shape of the object seemed enriched, intensified; | was seeing it asit waswhen it had
first been carved. And, strangdly, there was no impression of primitiveness, and certainly none of the
‘evil’ 1 had sensed on Stonehenge. The thing somehow spoke of acomplex and highly evolved
civilisation. Now at this point, it should have been amatter of ease for meto direct my mind at the maker
of thefigurine. | tried to do so, and captured a sense of amore headlong and dangerous world than the
onewelivein; it reminded me of my fedingslooking down the Victoria Falls. But &t the point where the
ingght should have continued, it vanished. It was hard to say why it vanished. It could have been afailure
of concentration on my part, amomentary distraction. But | knew there had been no distraction. | tried
again, concentrating harder. Thistime, there could be no doubt; in some odd way, the thing was resisting
my mind.

Littleway said: ‘What do you make of it? and | shrugged.

We had the same suspicion - we were so closely in sympathy with one another that there was no need
even to verbalise it - but we could not be right. Thiswas a piece of dead stone - no, not even dead, since
it had never been dive. So there must be some other explanation. | felt what areader of these notes
might fed if the print suddenly began to swim under his eyes and move sdeways. It must beme. So |
concentrated again, and opened my mind, Smply trying to apprenend what was there, to ‘read’ thething,
asonemight try to ‘read’ aperson’s character from his handwriting. Here it was, in my hand. Someone
had made it. Who? And again, just asit seemed about to answer my question, there was the odd fedling
of thething blurring, asif it was some odd opticd illuson. The only thing of which | could be certain was
the immense age of thething.

Littleway and | tried for the next hour to break this‘ barrier’ about the figurine' sorigins. And when it was
obvious that we were not going to succeed, we decided to attack the matter from the intellectual
standpoint. Where could it have originated?

Littleway said: * Robin Jackley’ sthe man. I'll phone him now.” Sir Robin Jackley is, of course, one of the
world' sforemost authorities on ancient man; his name became famousin 1953 for his part in exposing
the Riltdown forgery.

Littleway rang the Museum, and was put through immediately.

‘Hello, Robby. ThisisHenry Littleway. Have you ever seen that picture of the basdt figure they found in
the mud at the bottom of the well a Chichen Itza? Y ou have? What do you make of it?...” Helistened for
five minutes, then said: *I've got asmilar thing here I’d like you to look at. Will you betherein the
morning?... Good. I ll be down around eeven. Perhaps we can have lunch together.” He hung up.

 Sounds promising, anyway. He saysthe basdlt figure srather apuzzle. They recovered a number of
statues and figures made of obsidian and rhyolite, but not basalt. There’ snot al that much basdlt to be
found in the Y ucatan peninsula, and it’ s mostly greenish stuff. The nearest place where the black basdt’s
found in quantity isthe Paranabasinin Argentina - severa thousands of milesaway. They're il
investigating the basalt statue from Chichen Itza, but it looks asif it may have originated in Parana’

| looked at the figurine again and tried to probeit with my mind. | said:
‘Thisthing’ s not from South America. It' sfrom the Middle or Near East.’

He shrugged. ‘ In that case, it can’t be from the same culture asthe Y ucatan statue. Let’ s see what
Jackley’sgot to say.’



We drove to London together, but | had work to do at the V and A; Littleway dropped methere
towards midday, then went on to the Museum. At three o’ clock | took ataxi to the Museum; we had
agreed to meet in the room with the Elgin Marbles.

For the past hour or so, my mind had been entirely preoccupied with the Elizabethan period; so the
changein historical perspective cameto me asakind of pleasant shock, a sense of coolnessand
amplicity. | redlised immediately that my powers of time-vison had developed considerably sncethelast
time | wasinthisroom. | stood in front of the central tableau, and gave mysdlf up to the inner-flow of
time that seemed to wash around my mind like a stream around a projecting rock.

What now happened gave me a sense of being avictim of apractica joke. The Elgin Marbles suddenly
glowed with bright, dmost garish colours. The flowing draperies were suddenly red and purple and
green, and the eye sockets actudly had eyeballs painted on them. At the same moment, | perceived that
my notion of classica Greece - thefeding of coolness, smplicity, blue skies and white marble columns -
was an invention of western historians. Greece had never been like this. The Greeks were asemi-Asiatic
race, closer to the Turks or Arabs than to northern Europeans. They were violent and often cruel; they
were superdtitious, bigoted, and often brilliant. It was abrilliance derived from the passion and sensudity
of the Asatic character - the same brilliance that had made the Arabs the greatest mathematicians of the
Middle Ages. They loved bright colours, and dl their statues were painted. Compared to them it was the
Romans who seemed classical and northern. The classica Greeks never existed, except in the
imaginations of Grote and Wincke man.

| wandered from room to room, so absorbed in this new vision of Greecethat | started violently when
Littleway laid his hand on my shoulder. He was carrying the figurine, wrapped in brown paper. For a
moment, | failed to understand him when he said:

‘He agrees with you. It’ s from the Middle East. Probably Mesopotamia.’
‘Did herecogniseit?

‘Hethinksit'sa Sumerian bull god - he saysit probably had horns sprouting from the side of itshead. He
datesit about 3,800 B.C. He showed me asimilar thing - he called it Halafian - that’ sarelated culture -
and it looked very smilar to this’

| said: ‘He swrong.’

‘I'm not so sure. | agree| get astrong feeling that it's much older, but that may be to do with the stone
itself. Basalt’ san igneous rock.’

‘Inwhich casg, it'sadamn sight older than haf amillion years. Haf abillion would be closer.’

‘Not necessarily. It could be more recent volcanic activity. I’ d like a chance to see the thing from
Y ucatan.’

‘Whereisit?

‘In Mexico City. But Jackley has afriend who lives at Calne who has a piece of jadestone from Chichen
Itza. He saysit’ s carved with some symbolic figures’

‘Where sCalne?

‘Near Reading. | thought we might call there on the way back and see this man - hisname' sEvans -
Professor Marcus Evans!’

In the car, aswe drove out of London, | asked Littleway:
‘By theway, did you know the Greeks used to paint their statuesin bright colours?
‘Yes, | believethey did. I’ veread it somewhere - can't think where though.’



We phoned Professor Evans from Reading; he told usto come over immediately. We arrived a about
half past five, after atraffic jam in Marlborough. The professor was amiddle aged, chinless man, who
talked in ahumming drawl that reminded me of an insect. He gave ustea, and produced the jade stone
from ChichenItza,

Thiswasasmal, irregular piece, about the Size of ahand, and extremely heavy. Carefully carved and
scratched into its surface was a drawing of ahideous god, seated on crossed thigh bones, his mouth
open, his head tilted back, adistinctly gloating expression on hisface as he sares at ahuman head which
he holds on hisraised pams. | touched the stone, and instantly recelved an insight into its history that was
asdien and powerful as some bitter incense. | was aware of hot, blinding sunlight, of awide space cut
into thejungle, and of half adozen or so immense step pyramids. Thiswasaland of green rain forests,
aternating with deserts of limestone rubble, of swamps and bayous and tall, coarse grass. But its hot blue
skies were somehow associated with terror, suffering and death. Strangely enough, the name that came
into my head was Tezcatlipoca, whom | discovered later to be an Aztec god, ‘ Lord of the Smoking
Mirror’ and god of the curved obsidian knife. Under the Spaniards, he degenerated into abogey man
who walked the roads and killed and dismembered travellers - akind of Aztec Jack the Ripper. (The
Aztecs, of course, came much later than the Maya; they bear roughly the same relation to the Mayathat
the Romans bear to the ancient Greeks.) It wasthis god of the knife who seemed to me somehow the
symbol of the Mayardigion.

The block of jade stone was not old, by the standards of the basdlt figurine - it had been carved roughly
five hundred years B.C. And holding it in my hand, sensing dl its history - and the history of the Mayas
over three thousand years- | experienced afeding of disgust, of rgjection, very smilar to my fegling
about the Elizabethan era, Sentimentalists dream about the smplicity of the past, but the truth of the past
isatruth of stupidity and coarseness, brutality and inconvenience, and of human beings stuck in the
present like flieson fly-paper.

| was aso clearly aware of the green waters of the Cenote of Chichen Itza; but, strangely enough, there
was no horror associated with this. Those who were sacrificed were frightened, but not terrified; they
went as messengers from their people to the gods below. They were thrown in a dawn; those who could
tread water long enough were pulled out a midday. They told stories of conversing with the gods, and of
seeing great multitudes of peoplein the water below them. So the well evoked no horror; only wonder
and fear. Later, | read the book by Edward Thompson describing his exploration of thewdll; it confirmed
what | had grasped while holding the stone. He bdlieved that the *voices' of the gods were echoes of
voices from above, and that the crowds of people were reflections of the faces |ooking down the well.

The professor offered ustea, and talked about the Y ucatan peninsula. He had spent six months there
with the Franklin expedition. He wasinclined to be dismissive about the mystery of the basdt figurine.
‘The Mayaswere agrest people. They might well have penetrated asfar as Argentina. They built their
citiesin the midst of the jungle when they might just as easily have chosen more convenient places. They
thrived on adversity during their great period. They preferred the jungle earth because it was more fertile.
People like that are cgpable of anything...’

Littleway, eating adice of fruit cake, asked: ‘ Are you sure that explainswhy they chosethe jungle? |

knew what he meant. Professor Evans s theory was agood theory; but we could see the truth about the
Mayas. It was not some Nietzschean ‘fascination for what' s difficult’ that made them prefer the jungle. It
was the primitiveness of their agriculture and therigidity of their caste system that |eft them no dternative.

Evanssaid: ‘ Of course, I'm not sure of anything. No oneredlly knows anything about this people. Why
did they abandon their cities around 610 A.D. and migrate to the north? We know they weren't driven
out by enemies. We know it wasn't some epidemic like the Black Degath. We know it wasn't earthquake
or floods. So what wasit? It'sas Srange asif al the people of southern England abandoned their homes
and migrated to Scotland.’



Littleway was casudly examining the stone as he listened: | knew that he was staring into the past and
seeing the answer to the mysteries. It suddenly struck methat it should not be necessary to actudly hold
the stoneto receiveitsvibrations. | was only about six feet away from Littleway. | stared at the stonein
his hand, and made my mind empty, opening it to the past. For afew moments, nothing happened,; then,
as | kept my mind passve, the impressions began to form. And, to my surprise, they were much clearer
than when | held the stone in my hand; atogether sharper and flatter. Actudly holding the stone, |
experienced intuitions and fedings, like walking into alarge kitchen where many things are cooking at the
sametime. Now dl these*smdlls had vanished. | was smply seeing, with acold clarity, likelooking
down the long end of atelescope.

What | saw wastoo complicated to explain briefly to Evans- or to explain at length here. Littleway was
right. The Mayas achieved their impressive civilisation through rigid discipline and caste structure. It was
the opposite of ademocracy; the nobles remained nobles; the farmers remained farmers; the
shopkeepers remained shopkeepers. The nobles and the priests were completely supported by farmers
and workers, so they became lazy and decadent. But the workers never rose to become nobles, no
matter how talented. It was acivilisation designed to crush geniusin the people and encourage
decadence in the nobles and priesthood. So it had no power of adaptation. They stayed in their cities
until the land that fed them was exhausted; then there was no dternative to amass migration.

Thiswas not the whole explanation. There was something more sinister here. Why wasthe socid
Structure so rigid? Why was the priesthood so dominant? Behind Mayacivilisation lay the conception of
the Great Secret, amystery symbolised by the enormous heads of serpentsin their temples. The priests
held a secret that was so terrifying that the world might be destroyed if it was ever revedled. It wasthe
priestswho had ordered the mass migration. And they believed they were under orders from Someone
Else, some appalling ambassador of the Great Secret.

| should add that | saw all this smultaneoudy, asit were, al in aflash; there was no dow process of
taking it in. So that when | tried to look more closdly into the Great Secret, it wasimpossibleto see
further. No one understood it fully. Only one thing was certain: it wasfar older than the Mayas.

| sat and drank my tea, saying nothing, while Littleway threw out casua hypotheses about the Mayas.
Under different circumstances, | would have been amused by the professor’ s attitude. At first he was
kindly and dightly patronising; then, as Littleway advanced some of his*hypotheses’, he became
impatient and rather acid; finaly, a some point, it dawned on him that Littleway had some unknown
source of information, and he became avidly curious. | think he was convinced that Jackley had stumbled
upon some important discoveries and was keegping them secret for the time being. So he became
attentive and receptive, and began asking questions about the Maya religion and socia structure.
Littleway, thoroughly enjoying himsdlf, answered these fully. At sx o' clock, | coughed and said we had
to beleaving. At thefront gate, Evanslooked into his eyes and said serioudy: ‘I’ m grateful to you for
these hints, and | appreciate that you can’'t speak more fully, but | don’t quite understand why Jackley
should treat me as an outsder. After al, we ve been friendsfor years...” | interrupted again, before
further confusion could develop, and got Littleway into the car. | glanced back aswe drove away; Evans
was standing by his gate, his hands behind his back, staring thoughtfully after us.

| said: ‘Redlly Henry, you ought to be more careful. Y ou’ ve probably started afeud between Evansand
Jackley now.’

‘Why? He was genuinely puzzled. When | explained he shrugged it off. ‘1 don’t seewhy | should hold
back scientificinformation, just because | can't tdl them whereit came from.” But | had an intuition that a
great ded of trouble could come of dl this.

We had decided to stay the night in London at Littleway’ s club, and so were returning towards
Marlborough. | started; to talk to Littleway about the * Great Secret’. He gestured towards the huge
mound that towered up close to the road on the; right hand side.



‘Taking of mydteries, that thing's one of the classics’

For amoment, | suspected him of trying to change the subject.; It had been agreat many years now
gnce | had taken an active interest in the archaeology of Britain - so much so that | had completely failed
to notice Silbury Hill when we had passed it on our way to Cane. | reached for the gazetteer that we
kept in the glove compartment, and reed: * Silbury Hill, large barrow,” Wilts, in the valley of the Kennet,
seven mileswest of Marlborough. 151,680 feet in circuit at the base, 315 at top, and 135 feet high.
Rising from the landscape like a huge inverted boiled pudding, Silbury Hill hasdl the gppearances of a
burial mound. Traditionaly it isthe grave of King Sil or Zel, who was buried on horseback; Stukely
declaresthat King Sil’ s grave was dug up in 1723, but there is no evidence to support this statement. A
shaft sunk from thetop in 1777, and atunnel dug from the Sdein 1849, failed to reved the purpose of
the mound. 1t was once surrounded by sarsens smilar to those at Stonehenge.’

It was not until | read the word Stonehenge that | had an intuition that this was something important.
Littleway had parked the car beside the road; we found a gate, and walked | acrossthe field to the great
mound. | had forgotten to mention to Littleway my discovery that | could ‘intuit’ thingsfrom adistance. |
now tried thiswith the mound ahead of me. The result was elusive, like ablurred picture seen through a
pair of unfocused binoculars. | tried harder, and realised that | was sweating from the effort. At this
moment, my eyefell upon asmall boulder, dmost buried in the turf - obvioudy one of the sarsens
mentioned in the gazetteer. It was like an eectric shock. Again, | experienced the current of menace that
| had felt at Stonehenge. | walked over to the stone and stared down at it. The vibration was
unmistakable. | looked up again towards the mound. Thistime, | received noimpression at al. It wasas
if athick fog had descended. | could see the mound clearly enough; but it was somehow ‘innocent’; it
told menathing.

Littleway waslooking at hiswatch.

‘If wewant to get to the club in time for dinner, we hadn’t better waste much time.’
Obvioudy, hefet nothing whatever. | could virtualy read hismind by now.

‘Let’ swak to the top of the mound first.’

Wefollowed the smal path to the top. Everything looked harmless and normd: cars passing on the Bath
road, atractor cutting hay in the next field. But my powers of ‘insght’ seemed to have dwindled to a
minimum, asif | wastoo tired to make any effort.

Standing on top of the mound, | looked around - at Avebury to the north, the Long Barrow amileto the

south, the pleasant hazy warmth of an English June on the horizon. And | experienced suddenly the desire
torelax, to St inacool comer inasmall pub and drink along, cool pint of beer. The grass|ooked golden
in the sunlight; England and its history seemed al pleasant and green and secure.

At thesametime, | felt aflickering of suspicion about this relaxation. Two years ago, it would have struck
me aswholly pleasant, one of those * bresthing spaces' that seem a gift of the gods. But in the meantime, |
had learned to induce va ue experiences a will, and to understand the inner-pressures that cause them.
There was something wrong with this one, awhiff of the confidence trick. And | was vaguely disturbed
by the fading of my insght, my sense of being merely ‘ here, now’. Aswe walked back down the mound,
| made a sudden effort to throw off thisfatigue of the will, to grasp what lay in the earth under my feet.
And for amoment, | was successful. And what | glimpsed made me cold, asif | had fdlenintoicy

water. There was something down there, down deep under my feet. For a second it was obvious; that
was why excavations had never uncovered the purpose of Silbury Hill. It was far degper than any
archaeologist would dream of digging.

And then, immediatdy, theingght vanished. It was asif my will was pinioned, in the grip of a powerful
wrestler who prevented me from moving my arms or legs. The odd thing isthat it felt somehow
impersonal, asif | had smply stepped into amagnetic field that held me trapped. And in fact, aswe



walked across the field to the road, the pressure rel axed; once again my mind could turn to the past,
become aware of mysdf standing a acertain point in the vast gdleries of history.

Littleway had obvioudy noticed nothing & dl. | said to him: *How do you fed?
‘Fine. Thirsty though. How about stopping at that pub outside Marlborough for aquick pint?

| have mentioned that we had almost stopped drinking a cohol, because it no longer seemed worth while;
it dulled the mind and body. But we both drank occasionally, especidly in old country pubs. So there
was nothing unusud in Littleway’ s suggestion. Still, we had both drunk alarge quantity of tealessthan an
hour before. | recalled my own desire for adrink on top of the mound. Aswe got into the car, | said:

‘Well, what do you think of the mystery now?

Littleway glanced back at the hill with mild speculation.

‘As matter of fact, | didn’t redlly bother. Did you?

“Why didn’'t you bother, since that’ s why we stopped here?

‘I don't know - laziness, | suppose. And al this stuff about the Mayas.” He started the car. *Why do you
ak?

‘Because I’'m pretty certain there’ s something up there that doesn’t intend usto be curious!’
Hewas suddenly dert.

‘“What makes you think so?

| described my sensations from the moment | had seen the sarsen. He said dowly:

“Y ou could beright. But | noticed nothing...’

‘“Why did you say we had to get back to the club? WEe |l be back before ninein any case’
‘l... don’t know. Tiredness, | suppose.’

Wedrovein slencefor ten minutes. Then he said:

‘Do you think it’ sanything active? Or isit just Some odd limitation of our minds?

| tried to focus the question, but it evaded me.

‘I don’t know. It could be either. But look at the facts. This basat Satue. Neither of usthink Jackley’s
right about it being only five thousand years old. And suppose the statue from Chichen Itza is of the same
period? How did it get there?

What' s the connection between Mesopotamiaat the time of Sumer and Y ucatan three thousand years
later?

‘Perhapsthere snone at dl. One piece of primitive art looks very like another.’

‘Alright. But supposing thisthing is haf amillion years old. Do you redise what human beingswerelike
aslong ago asthat?

‘| think so. It’sabout the date of Heidelberg man.’

‘Quite. And if you' ve ever seen the skull of Heldelberg man, you' ll see my point. He may have been the
first true man, but by our standards, he was il an ape. Can you imagine an gpe carving that thing?

‘If hedidn’t, who did?

| sat there, groping my way into the problem, trying to fit together the pieces of the jigsaw puzzle,
wondering whether | wasn't making some simple and obvious mistake out of inexperience. But then,
there have aways been certain facts that archaeol ogists have failed to fit into their schemes. Sabre tooth



tigers were extinct long before man became an artist. How, then, do we account for cave drawings of the
sabre tooth tiger? Racial memory? The age of great reptiles ended seventy million years ago. Man may
be two million years old. What about legends of, dragons, that look so much like the tyrannosaurus and
stegosaurus?

| dso found mysdlf reflecting on my vison of giants building Stonehenge. The sarsen stone at Silbury had
produced in me fedingsthat closely resembled those | experienced at Stonehenge. Avebury islessthan a
mileto the north of Silbury Hill, and is generdly reckoned to be the oldest neolithic monument in Britain.
Some historians believe that the centre of nealithic religion moved from Avebury to Stonehenge for
unknown reasons. Was Avebury aso built by giants? | began to wish that we had looked at Avebury as
well asthe Silbury mound.

| spoke about these speculationsto Littleway. He interrupted me with: * Incidentally, did you ever read
Hoerbiger? | said | hadn’t. ‘It'salong time since | read him, but if | remember rightly, he believed there
were once giants on the earth - or rather, that human beings were once giants. He believed the earth has
had severa moons, and that they al came closer and closer until they crashed. And of course, asthe
moon approaches the earth, the earth’ s gravitationd pull is diminished. So people grew bigger. | was
rather impressed by the theory when | wasakid.’

‘Have you any bookson it?
‘No, but | think Roger has.’
Later that evening, as we were eating dinner in the club, he said:

‘I’ ve just remembered one of the things that impressed me about the Hoerbiger theory. He points out that
Darwinian evolution can't account for certain facts about certain insects. There' s an insect that strikes at
the nerve centre of a caterpillar to pardyseit, so the caterpillar can provide food for the insect eggs as
they hatch out. | seem to remember that Fabre pointed out to Darwin that there couldn’t be any trid and
error here. If the insect doesn't succeed at hisfirst attempt, then its children die and the species comesto
anend.’

‘What has that to do with the giant theory?

‘Not much. He brings it up as evidence that the earth hasn’t lways had seasons. | think Hoerbiger
believes that the sun was once much hotter, and that the earth’ s axis was upright instead of tilted, so that
it was summer al the year round. In that case, the insects probably lived much longer, and they had time
to learn about paralysing caterpillars and so on. So when the axisfindly tilted, certain of them had turned
thetrick into an ingtinct, so they could do it every time.’

‘That’ s assuming the babies had to be fed on live caterpillars. But there could have been dternatives
before they learnt that trick.’

‘Oh, I’'m not serioudly defending theidea. It' sjust athought.’

| lay in bed thinking about it that night. A reader may beinclined to ask: What wasto stop me *looking
backward’ into the past and finding the answer? The answer becomes clear if | compare ‘time visons
with astronomy. The sky isfull of millions of stars, planets, comets and the rest. The earliest astronomers
must have thought it completely impossible to map them al. Y et they were mapped, and Mars, Mercury,
Venus, Saturn and Jupiter quickly understood to be planets. | was like these early astronomers - the past
was smply amagnificent, starry confusion. But | had no way of focusing on the event | waslooking for;
unless, that is, | possessed actud clues, like the Bacon manuscript or the jade stone fragment. All | could
hope was that long practice in the use of time-vison would introduce some order into the chaos, and
teach meto digtinguish stars from planets.

Thiswas clear enough to meas| lay there. Obvioudy, the real problem was the question of ‘ clues . For
some strange reason, the obvious cluesfailed to provide an answer; somehow, my vision was blocked by



forces whose nature was amystery to me. Very well; then | had to think of some other approach.

| was convinced that the basdlt statue found in the pool of Chichen Itzawould be agtarting point. It
would be an excdllent beginning if | could locate this. Robin Jackley was the obvious person to ask about
it. | decided to ring him up before we |eft London in the morning. Another possibility wasto search the
museums and collections for Mayan religious objects, dating back asfar as possible. The Sumerian and
Halafian cultureswould a so be worth investigating. The search would have to be exhaustive and
systematic.

| should mention that my attitude towards dl thiswas not deeply serious. It was afascinating business -
but there were athousand other problems, just as fascinating, for meto investigate. And the most
important of these was the question of the ultimate possibilities of human consciousness. For it was now
clear to methat it was not limited by the body. In that case, what wereits limitations? Could it spread
throughout the universe and answer the question of where space ends? Or actually penetrate beyond the
wall of matter, to grasp what lies beyond the birth and death of the body? Compared with dl this, the
problem of why certain objects refused to yield up their secret was of minor importance.

We ate breakfast at nine 0’ clock the next morning, and then | rang the Museum. | asked the girl on the
switchboard for Sir Robin Jackley.

‘He' s on the phone at the moment, sir. Would you like to hang on? | said | would and she asked my
name. A few minutes later, Jackley’ svoice barked at me: ‘Ah, it'syou. I’ ve been trying to get on to
Littleway a hishome. What the devil’she up to? | asked him what he meant. ‘I’ ve just had Evans on
the phone accusing me of being in some conspiracy againgt him. Damned annoying and embarrassing. If
what hetellsmeistrue, Littleway’ s gone off hishead...” | said | thought there must be some
misunderstanding, and that | would get Littleway to ring him back. | found Littleway downgtairs paying
our bill, and told him what had happened. He said: * Oh damn... | suppose I’ d better talk to him’ and
went off to phone. Meanwhile, | had the car brought round to the front of the building, and moved our
bags into the boot. When Littleway came back, he was looking worried.

‘| don't understand thechap at all.’
‘What happened?

‘He was damned unpleasant. As good as accused me of being insane. Wanted to know if | wasplaying a
practica joke.., Of course, | told him | was only advancing my theories about the Mayas, but he said:
“That’ snot what Evanstold me,” and then proceeded to misquote me.’

‘Did you findly convince him?

‘Wdll, no. That'swhat | don’'t understand. I’ ve known Jackley for years. We ve aways got on well
together. I'minclined to wonder if he' snot ill. My mother once had a cook who got like thiswhen she
had diabetes.’

‘But he must have given you some clue as to why he was so upset?

‘Not really. Except that | gather that Evans was pretty bloody to him, and ended by threatening to report
him to the British Archaeological Association. It’'sjust some stupid academic storm in ateacup. But |
thought Jackley was above that sort of thing. I’ Il ring him again when we get home.’

Littleway was driving. It was another fine, warm day, and we drove out aong the Edgware Road, then
down the M.1. Littleway kept talking about Jackley, and | found it hard to understand why hewas so
upset. | was feding exceptiondly cheerful, dlowing the countryside to induce memories of the padt,
aware of England spreading around me asif | waslooking down from an aeroplane. The M.1 wasfairly
crowded, and we drovein the middle lane. Littleway had stopped talking, and we were coming up close
to an enormous lorry loaded with timber, which indicated that it intended to pull into our lane. | expected
him to either acclerate to passit, or to dow down to dlow it to gofirst. | redlised suddenly that he



intended to do neither, and that the driver was assuming that we intended to dow down, and was pulling
out in front of us. What happened next took only afew fractions of a second. | glanced at Littleway, and
realised that he seemed obliviousto the lorry. Without thinking, | grabbed for the handbrake between us,
pulling on it with all my force, and shouting his name. The brake cable snapped, but not before the car
had dowed enough for Littleway to brake, so the lorry could go ahead. We were within seconds of
impaling oursalves on the baulks of timber sticking out of the back of thelorry. Littleway was obvioudy
shaken. He pulled into the inner lane and dowed down to forty milesan hour. | said: ‘What on earth
happened? Hesad: ‘I'm sorry, | don't know. | suppose | was just inattentive.”

‘Hadn’t you better let me drive?
‘Yes, perhaps|’d better.’

He pulled on to the side of the road, and we changed places. | was puzzled. Littleway was awaysa
careful driver; it was smply not like him to become inattentive.

Aswedrove on, my fedling of intengty vanished; | experienced asort of foreboding, or rather, adight
oppression. Littleway now began to talk again — about Evans and Jackley, and the pettiness of
academicsin generd. | found thisirritating, and was tempted to point out that he was being equaly trivid.
The heat was making me deepy, and | opened the window to itslimit. Then suddenly, it struck me clearly
that there was no reason for thisfedling of oppression. Ten minutes before, | had been full of vitdity, now
an increasing dullness was pressing down on me, asort of hypnotic tiredness. | concentrated onit, to try
to discover its source - and amost scraped a Jaguar that was overtaking us at seventy miles an hour. His
indignant hoot brought me back to consciousness of theroad. Littleway glanced at me oddly. But now |
knew what had happened to him, and | concentrated on the road, ignoring the feeling of oppresson. Asit
became heavier, | moved into the inside lane, and dowed down to forty. Littleway said: ‘ Areyou

dright?

‘Tired.
‘1 wonder if some of the exhaust fumes are getting into the car? But that was obvioudy impossible, for

he now fdt lively enough. It wasthen that | redlised that the ‘forces’ | had been treating so lightly were
active and dangerous, that they were prepared to destroy us both.

| said nothing to Littleway; it was costing me an immense effort to kegp my attention on driving, but | felt
my will power was equal to the task. | was glad when we turned off the M. 1. near Northampton and cut
across country. The laneswere quiet, and | dowed down to lessthan thirty miles an hour. By thetimewe
reached Great Glen, the tiredness had vanished but | experienced an odd mentd ‘ache’, akind of
throbbing exhaustion of the will.

As soon aswe got into the house, Littleway said:

‘I think I'll ring Jackley.’

‘I shouldn’t.

‘Why not?

‘Because you won't get any sense out of him. He does't know why he feels so furious with you, but he
thinksit’'s quite reasonable. Hismind is being manipulated.’

He stared at me. ‘ By what?

‘By whatever tried to make you drive into the back of alorry. And I’ m pretty sureit’sto do with Silbury
Hill.

Helistened to what | had to say without interrupting, athough | think he began by suspecting my sanity.
And thiswas naturd enough. Ever sncethe ‘operation’, we had lived in anew world, aworld without
superdtition and ingrained defeet. What | was saying must have sounded like some strange reversion to



an earlier stage - the kind of thing that had happened to Zachariah Longstreet. But before I d finished, his
dishdief had vanished. He sad: ‘But what the hdll isit? And thiswasaquestion to which | had no
answe.

We sat in the sunlit room, drinking tea, listening to the beesin the flower beds, and fedling that the sunlight
was aconfidence trick.

The problem, of course, was that we had absolutely nothing to go on. If | was right about these ‘forces
from the padt, then there should be some way of investigating them, some starting point. And thiswas
precisely what we lacked. It seemed dmost certain that they had some way of interfering with the mind;
but neither of us had any feding of interference. Littleway expressed what wefelt when he said: ‘It'slike
being in the middle of aflat, open desert, and suddenly being shot at.’

Aswe sat, staring out of the open window, | found myself thinking about his comparison. | said:
‘“What would you think if someonefired ashot a you in the open desert?
‘That it was somebody hiding inaholeinthesand...

‘Or that they were perfectly camouflaged. Couldn’t that be the answer? That we' re unaware of these
things because we' re so used to them. Because they’re like the air we breathe...’

| think he grasped what | meant intuitively, for we both had the same idea at the back of our minds. For
al the evidence pointed in the same direction. It seemed to indicate that there had been intelligent life on
earth along time before the earliest men. And if this could be accepted, then certain conclusons followed
inevitably. | shall not try to detail the processes by which we reached our conclusions, but only state the
conclusonsthemsdves. Firgt: wasthisintdligent life ‘human’? Almost certainly not, for it would have left
geological traces. Then what wasit? The likeliest guess wasthat it originated €l sewherein the solar
system, or perhaps even beyond this. Evolution on this planet has followed asmple and well-defined
course, recognised by Haeckel soon after Darwin published this theory: from primitive sea organismsto
worm-like and fish-like creatures, then through reptiles to mammals, and eventualy to pre-hominidsand
human beings. And there seemed to be no evidence of creatures outside this scheme.

But if these ‘ creatures’ (or, for al we knew, it might be one single creature) had |eft no traces, did this
not suggest that they were not physical organisms aswe are? Thiswould aso explain why they il
possessed certain powers, capable of operating after severa millions of years.

And what exactly were the powers of these creatures? \When we thought about this, it seemed less
frightening than at first. They could *block’ time-vison. But sncetime-visonis, as| have explained,
merely an extension of our normal senses, this only meant that they possessed some power of blunting the
senses. This seemed to be verified by our experiencein the car; we had Smply become deepy. Their
effect on Robin Jackley and Professor Evans could be explained in the same way. When the brainis dull,
trividities assume larger proportions - for example, one ismore inclined to worry when onewakesup in
the middle of the night, because the vitality islow. If Evansand Jackley had smply been thoroughly
‘depressed’, it could account for their violent, dmost paranoiac behaviour.

If thiswas so, then we had no reason to fear. * Their’ powerswere limited. It was merely a question of
keeping our wits about us, and driving the car aslittle as possible.

After two hours of discussion, in which we reached the conclusions | have stated, we both felt more
cheerful. We observed that wefdt less‘aive than usual; obvioudy, then, these forceswere at work on
us, interfering with the operation of the brain. On the other hand, both of us could throw this off with a
dight effort. The brainisan engine, and our engines were producing far more horse power than the
ordinary human brain. If necessary, we could cal on more sill. So there could be no immediate danger.

| reminded Littleway of the Hoerbiger book he had mentioned and he went next door to look for it. He
returned an hour later, carrying haf a dozen big volumes.



‘I’ ve been talking to Roger. Hetells me there' sawriter of weird stories called Lovecraft who has
legends about the earth being inhabited by some*elder race’ that till possesses some powers. That might
be worth looking into. I’ ve aso found some volumes by Gabrid Guénon. He' sa French follower of
Hoerbiger. | ssem to remember he has some similar legend.’

We both settled down to searching through the books. After half an hour, Littleway found the key
passage in abook by Guénon, deceptively entitled The Ages of the Earth, published by the Planetary
Society in Paris, 1928. It ran:

‘The stientist isinclined to scoff at superdtition. But it would be more truly scientific to ask how a
superdtition arose. Scientists dismissthe story of the Curse of Tutankhamen, explaining that the deaths of
twenty or so people associated with the expedition were dl “from natura causes’. They do not comment
on the Satigtical improbability of so many deathswithin five years of the opening of the tomb.

‘ According to Steinach, the German warlock, certain men in the ancient past possessed the power to
awaken the Great Old Ones, who have been deeping for seven million years. The Great Old Onesare
without bodies of their own; they are glad to use human beings as servants; in exchange, they will grant
certain favours. They possess, for example, the power to change aman into aserpent or awolf. The
Great Old Ones aso control the power to curse material objects, so that they become infected with a
kind of psychic poison that can destroy anyone who disturbs the object. This, in Steinach’s view,
explains the nature of the curse of the Pharoahs.’

Guénon's‘ Great Old Ones' certainly accorded with our own theory about the ‘forces that were
obstructing us. Then what if he were right about the * curse ? Could it be that these forces were not il
aive, but had smply covered their traces with * psychic poison’?

| must admit that neither of uswasinclined to place much reliance on Guénon. Even in the passage | have
guoted above, histendency to indulge in non-sequiturs can be seen. On the other hand, he had
obvioudy read just about every book on magic and occultism that had ever been published, so hewasa
vauable guide.

Guénon had died in 1941 in German-occupied Paris. Hislast book, The Secrets of Atlantis, published
posthumoudly, has agreat ded about L ovecraft, the American writer of horror stories (who had died four
years earlier). According to Lovecraft, the Ancient Old Ones had come from the stars, and once
dominated the earth, building immense cities of gigantic stone blocks. They had destroyed themsdlves
through the practice of black magic, and were now ‘deeping’ under the earth. Lovecraft, in turn, seems
to have derived some of hisideas from the Welsh writer Arthur Machen, who a so has stories of strange
people who live under the earth, the remains of an *elder race’, and who are capable of turning
themsalvesinto reptiles and of causing objectsto fly through the air. Guénon does not explain how the
Great Old Ones could have destroyed themsd ves through black magic, if ‘magic’ issmply another name
for what happens when human beings invoke them.

It wasfairly clear that there were no profound insights to be derived from Guénon. On the other hand, he
seemed to have accessto al kinds of ideas that struck me asimportant. For example, | was particularly
intrigued by hisinsistence that the Necronomicon, afictiona work on magic invented by Lovecraft, redly
existed, and that he had seen a copy. Guénon was obvioudy agullible crank, but | did not get the
impression that hewas aliar. If he said he had seen a copy, then he certainly believed he had.

A further comment by Guénon intrigued us. * Biologists and anthropologists hold the view that civilised
men evolved dowly from his primitive ancestors... But occult traditions are sngularly in accord in sating
that the first men reached aremarkable degree of civilisation in ardatively brief period, and that it was
after thisthat a series of catastrophes caused aregression to earlier stages. Earthquakes, floods, the
complete destruction of whole continents. And he goes on to explain hisview of ‘ moon catastrophes,
each one of which caused adegeneration to amore primitive condition. It had to be admitted that Gunon
had a certain genius for collecting odd facts about primitive tribes and correlating them to support his



theory. For example, he speaks of adying tribe caled the Urus on the shores of Lake Titicacaand the
River Desaguero in Peru, and says. ‘ The Urus and the Aymaras (a neighbouring tribe) support the view
that the Urus are not human. They are the degenerate descendants of gods who once ruled on the shores
of the great lake.” Lydl had been intrigued by the Urus, and we had once paid avisit to their reservation
on the shore of Titicaca- whichis, of course, the highest fresh water |ake in the world, and the largest in
South America. And in Callao, we had stayed in the house of a Peruvian geologist, Herando Capac, who
spoke to us about the strange line of maritime deposits that runsfor nearly four hundred miles up
mountains between Lake Coipasa and Lake Umayo, indicating that the seamay once have formed a
kind of belt around the centre of the earth. Lyell, | remember, argued that thiswas dueto the
displacement of geologica drata, and neither convinced the other. Guenon mentions the same maritime
deposits, and argues that the moon was once close enough to the earth to gather al the seasin abulge
around the equator, until it came too close and exploded, causing the seas to rush back, destroying the
grest civilisations that existed on what is now the bottom of the Atlantic and Pacific oceans.

All thetime, as| read this, | had afedling of ingtinctive certainty that there was much truth init. But what
was perfectly clear wasthat | would have to embark upon a careful and systematic study of all the
evidence about this remote past - biologica, geological, archaeological - and try to gain an overall
picture. The*direct’” method was obvioudy not going to work.

The answer lay somewherein the early history of the creature called man: that was plain enough. But
sncethe history covered some millions of years, it was clearly going to be along search. Nevertheless,
the thought of it exhilarated us both. This may seem strange considering the object of our search -
invisble and apparently maignant forcesthat might still be active. But it must be remembered that our
minds responded ingtantaneoudly to challenges, and gained strength from them. The whole past of the
human race seemed afascinating and intensely beautiful prospect, like the night sky in thetropics. That it
contained a certain amount of darkness did not worry us. Evil isaform of stupidity, and scienceisthe
enemy of supidity. We were confident of our strength.

Both Littleway and | had, | suppose, afairly good amateur working knowledge of primitive man and the
evolution of civilisation. It was not until we began our systematic search for the creator of the basalt
figurinesthat we redlised how sketchy and inadequate thiswas.

Our first ideawas to study as many of the primitive remains as possble. The obvious Sarting point
seemed to be the British Museum. But this would depend on whether Jackley was till hogtile. And a
phone call to the Museum the next morning made it clear that he was; he refused to spesk to Littleway.
We were not particularly worried; Littleway wrote aletter to Albrecht Kircher, head of the Berlin
Ethnologicd Museum, and an acquaintance from M.I.T. days, saying that we wanted to cometo Berlin
for afew weeksto study the remains of primitive man, particularly the Neanderthal and Aurignacian
remains discovered by Otto Mauser a Le Moustier and the Combe-Capelle cave. The Berlin collection
iSin many ways superior even to that of the British Museum, and contains older specimens. Whilewe
waited for areply, we settled down to study at home. Littleway concentrated upon the devel opment of
ancient man; | decided to concentrate on mythology and legend. The myths quoted by Guénon had
thoroughly aroused my curiosty.

A week later, areply came from Albrecht Kircher. It was a strange, incoherent | etter, that seemed to
accuse us both of dl kinds of maevolent plotting, although it never specified what thiswas. Jackley had
communicated with Kircher; that much was clear. It was also clear that Kircher could not, in the ordinary
sense of the term, be regarded as sane. He seemed to believe that Littleway had some plan for
destroying dl the prehistoric human remainsin the Berlin Ethnological Museum, and that the British and
American governments were behind it. Kircher had once been adevoted Nazi, athough after the war he
denied this. Obvioudy, some latent neurosis had erupted.



We were aware this was no coincidence. Some power was deliberately checkmating our moves, and we
knew how it operated. It had not tried to attack us directly - except in the car on the M.1 - and we took
thisto be agood sign. Our control over our minds meant that we could not be driven to paranocia by
mental blockages. What was disquieting was that apparently decent and clear-headed scientists like
Jackley and Kircher were susceptible to its attacks. And this surely meant that dmost anyone must be.
Anyone with the dightest cause for irritation with us could be driven into a State of insane resentment.

| must admit that my first thought was of Roger Littleway.

He had never basically liked me, and he resented his brother’ s success. Over the past few days, | had
noticed that he was becoming moody and brusque. | said nothing to Littleway himsdf, but | think he
divined my thoughts. | noticed that he started locking the door between Roger’ s part of the house and
ours.

But by the time the letter came from Kircher, we were both thoroughly absorbed in our sudies, and it
mede little difference to either of us. | was discovering traces of the giant myth in the most unexpected
places. Montaigne, surprisingly enough, comments on the Mayasin his essay on coaches, and writes:
‘They believed that the world was divided into five ages and into the life of five consecutive suns, four of
which had dready run their time... Thefirst age perished by agenera inundation of water; the second by
the heavensfalling upon us... to which age they assgned the giants, whose bones they showed to the
Spaniards... Thethird by fire, which ended and consumed dl. The fourth by awind ssorm which levelled
even many mountains, the human beings did not die therein, but were changed into monkeys...” And o,
according to Lopez de Gamara, Montaigne' s source, the fifth age of the earth began. Guénon inssts that
by ‘suns’, the Mayas actualy meant moons. Obvioudly, the earth has only had one sun; but amoon
circling closer and closer to the earth would finally appear so vast and bright that it might well have been
caled the sun by savages who fdt they were dedling with jeal ous and powerful gods.

InG. C. Vallant's The Aztecs of Mexico, these bdliefs are ascribed to, the Toltecs of Mexico.

What struck me asinteresting about this tradition was the statement that monkeys, or monkey-men,
followed the early age of giants. The earliest ape, pliopithecus, dates back some twenty million years.
Proconsul, the ancestor of the chimpanzee and the gorilla, dates from fifteen million years ago. Of
pliopethecus, only afew teeth and skull fragments have ever been found. A single ape skulll,
Aegyptopithecus, found at Fayum in 1967, may predate this by some eight million years, and thereis
even speculaion that ajaw fragment of Oligopithecus may be more than thirty million yearsold. If the
‘age of giants' predated these, it is hardly surprising that no fossils have yet been found.

Thiswhole question of gpes raises another curious speculation. Compared to the apes, manisa
relatively primitive creature. Evolution develops the qudities needed for surviva, and in this sense, the
apeismore evolved than man. It developed abracing boneinsdethe 'V’ of the jaw which man does not
poss=ss, it developed powerful fangs and long arms, and the thumb - relatively usdessfor lifein trees-
has become unimportant. The earliest gpes resembled man in all these respects - it possessed no bracing
bone, ahighly developed thumb, underdevel oped fangs, shorter arms...

All thiswas pointed out in 1926 by the Dutch anatomist Ludwig Bolk, who declared that, from the
anatomica point of view, the gpes are more advanced than man. Bolk’ s view could be summarised by
saying that man isaretarded ape. Mongoloid children are caused by some defect in the genesthat
produces mentd retardation. The Mexican axolaotl lizard is physcaly retarded in the sameway; it has
remained stuck in the hafway stage between prehistoric water sdlamanders and modern land
sdamanders. that isto say, it retainsdl itslife certain characteristics which it possessed as an embryo,
and which it ought to lose asit gets older. This process of remaining stuck in an early stage of
development is known as neoteny. And Bolk pointed out that man is, in fact, an gpe suffering from
neoteny, from arrested development. If the development of an gpe’ s embryo could be artificialy arrested,
it would produce something very likeaman.



It was Littleway who pointed this out to me; so it will be seen that our researches complemented one
another to asurprising degree. Here was scientific support for the Mayan belief that man preceded the
ape.

It was also Littleway who pointed out to me a passage in Plato that bears close resemblance to the
Mayan view. In the Timaeus, Plato gates. * There have been, and will be again, many destructions of
mankind arising out of many causes; the greatest have been brought about by fire and water.” He goeson
to speak of the myth of Phaeton, the son of Helios, who burned the earth with hisfather’ s chariot, and
sad: ‘Now thishasthe form of amyth, but redly sgnifies... the bodies moving in the heavens around the
earth [i.e. Helios and Phaeton are really the sun and the moon - Plato believed the sun moves around the
earth], and agreat conflagration of things upon the earth that recurs at long intervas, at such times, those
who live upon the mountains and in dry, lofty places are more ligble to destruction than, those who dwell
by rivers or on the sea shore... When, on the other hand, the gods purge the earth with adeluge of water,
the survivors.. are herdsmen and shepherdswho dwell in the mountains.” (1 found myself thinking of the
Urus.) And later in the same dialogue, and in the Critias, Plato describes the destruction of Atlantisby an
immensetida wave. Certainly, al this agreed closdy with Guénon’ s view that the earth has had a number
of moons, each one of which has plunged on to the earth, causing catastrophes.

What impressed me most about the Kabbalah - to which | also devoted much study - was itsinsistence
that the universe was not created by God, but by anumber of demiurges or powers. A. E. Waite
declaresthat thisis because the Jawish mystics believed that God must be remote, boundless, completely
beyond our materid universe. This struck me as areasonable explanation until | began to actualy study
the Kabbaah. Then | immediately sensed another reason behind the legends of demiurges - some remote
ancestral memory of immense, god-like powers operating on the earth. The tenth century Karaite
historian Joseph ben Jacob d-Kirkisani has an interesting passage about the elghth-century Persian sect,
‘Men of the Caves': *For their secret tradition hasit that the demiurges who crested the universe
subsequently came to dwell on the earth and under the sea. They possessed the power to cause
mountainsto rise up by means of the moon [my italics] or to cause the seato swallow up fertile places.
These demiurges were destroyed in one of their own caamities, dthough Philo’s history declaresthey are
only adeep.” The action of the moon in creating the tides has, of course, aways been known. Hoerbiger
asserts that mountain ranges have been created - in Abyssinia, for example - by the action of the moon,
which remained stationary over Abyssiniawhen it wasrevolving at the same speed asthe earth’'s

rotation. But the Perdgans of the eighth century can have known nothing of the theory that the insde of the
earth is made of molten rock.

My vitdlity and sense of purpose remained a ahigh level. And yet | was aware that my powers of
time-vison had diminished. | was dill capable of exercising them if | made an effort; but spontaneous
insghts - like my recognition that the cottage at Bidford on Avon was connected with Bacon - had
ceased. There was no actual sense of oppression; on the contrary, there was an unusua sense of
happiness and wellbeing. But it was no longer possible to settle down to long periods of uninterrupted
work. Minor distractions arose with unbelievably frequency. Firgt of dl, Roger Littleway suddenly took it
into his head that he wanted to moveto Italy and sdll or lease hishdf of the house. Henry was naturdly
unwilling, but findly agree, on condition that he approved the tenant. A succession of completely
unsuitable people then cameto vist us, including a drunken Scotsman who smashed severd windows
one night, and ahomaosexua Indian rgjah who obvioudy wanted to use the place to house a harem of

young boys.

Then my own elder brother Arnold came to see meto ask meto finance afarming venture. | reluctantly
agreed to this- for he has never been very practica - and the troubles were endless. Arnold began to
drive over from Longeaton twice aweek to drink Littleway’ swhisky and explain his problems. Since he
was my brother, | could hardly ask him to stay away.



Colleagues of Littleway began to write to him by the dozen, and many of them cameto stay. It seemed
that every American he had ever known had decided to come to England that summer, and take him up
on hisinvitation to look him up. In late August, our former department chairman cameto see us, bringing
hiswife and two daughters, whom | knew dightly. To my embarrassment, both girls concelved aviolent
attachment to me, and entered into open rivary. The younger of the two decided to sted amarch on her
sster by climbing into bed with me one night; | found her passably attractive, but knew that if | madelove
to her, the complications would be endless. | finaly persuaded her to return to her own bed; but the elder
gster found out somehow, and the atmosphere became so highly charged that | finally made some
excuse, and went off to the Essex cottage.

In early September, Littleway decided to join methere until the visiting season was over. And then the
most unpleasant distraction of al erupted. Roger Littleway was charged with the rape and attempted
murder of ateenage girl. The evidence againgt him was perfectly clear. He had been driving back from
Leicester late on a Saturday night, and had offered the girl alift to Oadby, hafway to Great Glen. He had
turned off in some remote lane, and threatened to kill the girl if sheresisted him. The girl sensibly decided
not to ress, but this made things worse. He ended by leaving her naked and apparently dead in wood
beside theroad. A car passed half an hour later, and saw her trying to crawl down the middle of the
road. She was unconsciousin hospita for nearly aweek, then recovered enough to describe her assailant
and hiscar. In an identity parade forty-eight hours later, she identified Roger as her assailant.

I rushed back to Langton Place when Littleway phoned me. He believed that we were responsible; that
the ‘powers that had made Jackley and Kircher turn against us had induced temporary insanity in Roger
Littleway. | had no doubt that he wasright. The Italian girl, Clareta, told usthat Roger had been strange
for many weeks. He became moody and spent hoursin aroom at the top of the house, in which he kept
some of his prize gems of pornography. He was reading agreat deal of de Sade and talking about writing
abook proving him to be the most revol utionary thinker in western history. He made excusesto go out in
the late afternoon, and sometimes stayed out al night. And he devel oped ataste for being whipped by
Clareta

Littleway was alowed to see his brother after his arrest. He said Roger seemed to be in a state of shock,
and that he admitted to being the girl’ s assailant.

Littleway asked him if he had mentioned thisto anyone se. Roger said he hadn't. Littleway advised him
to keep quiet about it until he had seen hislawyer. It struck him that the best possible defence was one of
insanity. But the lawyer who usudly dedt with the family busnesswas old and very conventiond;
Littleway decided to hire the best lawyer he could find. He heard of Trevor Johnson-Hicks, who
speciaised in defences of insanity, and sent him to see Roger in gaol. The result was unexpected and
unwelcome. Johnson-Hicks listened to Roger’ s story and decided that the evidence against him was
weak. Roger had denied everything so far. He had had no scratches or marks on him (since the girl had
decided not to resist). But the girl claimed she had fought back and scratched him - perhaps out of shame
at giving way s0 easily. She had been mistaken about the make and colour of hiscar, and in her origina
description, had said that her assailant wasa ' very tall man’. (Roger was about five feet nineinches,) All
this made Johnson-Hicks decide that Roger could risk apleaof not guilty. And Roger, suddenly elated at
the progpect of an acquittal, agreed completely.

There would be no point in describing the chaos in the Langton Place household for the next seven
weeks. Littleway told Johnson-Hicksthat he knew Roger was guilty, and that any other pleawas
immord. Johnson-Hicks said that he wasinclined to believe Roger innocent. If he had ‘ confessed’ to his
brother, this was because he was an emotiondly unstable personality who wanted to suffer. Clareta's
evidence proved that he was a masochist, not asadi<t... And so on.

The case never cametotrid. The girl withdrew her deposition, stating that she believed her identification
to be mistaken. | am fairly certain that Clareta had a hand in this, probably offering the girl alarge sum of
money. | am aso fairly certain that Johnson-Hicks sline of defence was that the girl waslittle better than



aprogtitute, and that she had climbed into the car with every intention of selling her favoursto the driver.
Probably Clareta pointed this out to the girl - and aso pointed out that Roger’ s conviction would not
benefit her, whileit would be grestly to her advantage to drop the charges.

At all events, Roger was back at Langton Place by mid-October. And life became completely
unbearable. Everyonein the areabelieved him guilty - which was true; but everyone aso believed that it
was Littleway’ s money and influence that had led to the case being dropped, and resented it accordingly.
There were threatening phone cdls by the dozen until Littleway had al callsintercepted. The gardener
and the housemaid both |eft. Broken bottles and large stones were flung into the lawn every night, and on
two occasions, whole dusthins of garbage were emptied in the middle of the drive. Our windows were
broken so often that Littleway findly had traps set in the grounds to warn when anyone was approaching
the house; he dso bought two fully grown wolf hounds. One of these immediately attacked the laundry
man, causing till moretrouble. Theworst of it wasthat Roger was obvioudy uncured. He was sullen,
bad-tempered, and inclined to spend hours donein his attic room.

All this confusion had not prevented us from continuing to pursue the problem. We both had the capacity
to forget it completely for hourstogether. But it dowed us down greatly. We lived with a sense of
constant danger. If ‘they’ were capable of turning Roger Littleway into asex maniac, what might they not
do if we cametoo closeto their secret? Roger aready resented Henry to the point of hatred -
Johnson-Hicks had told him that Littleway wanted him to plead guilty. What if he suddenly decided to
burn down the house?

Littleway and | were ditting in the library one evening in early November; | was reading abook on the
Mayas and Littleway was staring into the fire. He said suddenly:

“Y ou know, everything would be dright if we smply stopped trying to find out about them.’

There was no need for me to ask whom he was referring to. But something in histone made me look at
him oddly.

“How do you know?
‘| just do.’
But | persisted. ‘How?

He then told me that he had been staring into the fire, thinking of the possibility of leaving Langton Place
for sx months or so, and then rejecting the idea because it would have amounted to desertion. Then quite
suddenly, there cameinto his head the thought: * If you stop concerning yourself about “them”, your
problemswill be over. If you don't, they’ |l get worse” He said it was not a verbalised thought, but a
sudden ingght that carried afeding of total conviction, of unquestionable truth.

| asked: * Do you think it was acommunication from “them”? After along slence, hesad: ‘I think so.’

So thereit was. an offer. It was certainly enormoudy tempting. Complications were becoming a nuisance;
we were both beginning to develop something like a persecution complex. And after al, what did it really
matter? We had the whole future ahead of us, so why should we make a fuss about some remote epoch
of the earth’ s past?

On the other hand, we were both scientists. To accept this prohibition would be the equivaent of a
doctor breaking the Hippocratic Oath. And why were ‘they’ so anxious for secrecy? What did it matter?

All the same, we toyed with theidea. What findly led usto rgect it was something that happened the
following day. Roger was set on by three youths and beaten so badly that he was taken into hospital with
afractured skull. The postman found him unconscious by the Sde of theroad. He later claimed that he
had smply been taking awalk when the three youths recognised him and started to call him names. He
told them to shut up, and they attacked him, knocked him down, and kicked him into unconsciousness. |
suspect they found him trying to look in through awindow - the village doctor told usthat Roger had a



reputation as a peeping Tom.

To have Roger in hospital was animmense reief - particularly when the doctor told us he might haveto
gtay infor severa months. Luckily, there was no brain damage. And it suddenly struck usthat *they’ had
made amistake. They seemed adept at stirring up emotions of hatred, and in this case, it had given usa
breathing space. The results wereimmediately apparent. The hogtility of the villagers ceased; they were
pleased Roger had been ‘ punished’ . There were no more broken windows or dumped garbage or filthy
language scrawled on the gate pogts. Clearly, ‘they’ were not infdlible. And the effect of thisrealisation
was to make us more determined than ever to try to find out more about them.

The breakthrough came aweek later, when we heard of the discovery of the Vatican Codex by the
papd librarian. Thereport in the Catholic Herald that mentioned this stated that it was believed to be an
account of Mayan history and tradition.

Until this discovery, only three Mayan texts were known to have survived the destructive zedl of the
Spanish priest Diego de Landa, who aso wrote Relacion de las Cosas de Yucatan sometime before
1566; they were the Dresden Codex, an astronomical treatise, the Tro-Cortesianus Codex, which is
adrological, and the Peresianus Codex, which deglswith religious rituas. The Maya had many books,
Bernd Diaz reports seeing awhole library in aMayatemple. Diego de Landagave a‘dictionary’ of the
Mayan language, but it proved to be largely inaccurate, so that large parts of the Mayan texts are
indecipherable.

As soon as we saw the newsitem about the discovery of the new text in the Vatican library, Littleway
rang through to Fr Benedetto Corradini of Rome University, whose connections with the Vatican were
close. Corradini had not heard about the discovery - hisfield was astrophysics - but he promised to find
out about it, and ask permission for usto see the text. Neither of us entertained any great hopesfor this
long-distance negatiation, being fairly certain that ‘they’ would frustrate it. Ordinarily, we would have
taken the first plane to Rome; but after the incident on the M. 1, we were aware of the dangers of travel.

There was no need to go to Rome. Corradini rang us back later in the day to say that we could certainly
get permission to examine the codex without too much difficulty, but that in the meantime, he was sending
it to uson microfilm. His department had just purchased some expensve microfilm equipment, and he
was eager to make use of it.

It seemed too good to be true; again, we decided not to hope too much; instead, we made enquiries
about trains from Dieppe to Rome. But four days later, the microfilm arrived. By thistime, we had both
concluded that the Vatican Codex would contain nothing of interest; otherwise, there would have been
interference. Littleway drove down to Leicester University that afternoon; the librarian there had
explained that it would be fairly easy to produce ‘ blow-ups from the microfilm. These were ready the
following morning, they werein colour, and were obvioudy excellent reproductions of the origind
manuscript.

The Vatican Codex conssts of one long piece of bark paper, just over seven feet long and eight inches
high, folded like a screen. There are severa ferocious pictures of Mayadeities, which might easily be
mistaken for Japanese pictures of demons. The glyphsthemsdvesare dl in neat squares, and look like
decorations from some Red Indian totem pole.

In the week since we heard of the existence of the Vatican Codex, | had studied dl the available material
on the decipherment of Mayainscriptions; J. E. S. Thompson's Rise and Fall of Maya Civilisation,
Morley’s Ancient Maya, and articles on the Maya language by Whorf, Knoroxov and Gelb. Most of the
Mayainscriptions are ideographic - that isto say, the Signs are pictures which represent things. But
Whorf and Knorozov arguethat it isaso partly phonetic - most ancient languages undergo thistrangition
from one stage to the other.



Now, aswe drove back to Langton Place, | studied the photographs, and found mysalf recognising many
of the symbols. But many were completely strange to me. Lessthan athird of the Maya symbols have
been trandated, athough the language is still spoken by aquarter of amillion peoplein Y ucatan. From
this, Gelb argues that the symbols represent ideas that have now been forgotten, not |etters or syllables.
An additional complication isthe fact that the Maya books were only intended to be read by the initiates
of the temple. When Landa stamped out the Maya rdigion, he aso stamped out knowledge of how to
read the inscriptions.

Back at home, | took the photographsinto the library, where al the avail able books were spread out on
the large round table that stood near thefire. And then | settled down to acareful, dow, painstaking
gudy, examining every glyph minutely through ameagnifying glass, trying to fed my way intoits‘essence .

Within ashort time, | had become aware of one mgjor difference between this codex and the other three;
it was agreat ded older. The glyphs themsdves showed this; they were far more obvioudy pictorid,
representationd.

| had read Landa' s descriptions of the Mayareligious festivas: drums, to induce a hypnotic fegling of
unity, akind of mead, ‘into which a certain root was added by which the wine became strong and
ginky’, and finally, agreat dedl of fornication. But these were of the later period, when the religious
essence had been diluted - in the way, for example, that our Christmas season isadiluted version of the
origind festival. Therdigion of the ‘great period’, nine centuries earlier, was atogether darker and more
forbidding. Only afew initiatesin the priesthood understood its essence, but it carried with it an
atmosphere of violence and fear. And here, at the head of the seventh sheet of the Vatican Codex, was
the Mayaglyph for ‘gods  combined with the glyph representing night or degth; the * gods of night’? or
the dark gods?

Before the day was over, | had made one discovery that none of the Maya experts had stumbled upon,
unimportant in itself, but very indicative. Thisearly Mayareigion of ‘dark gods was paradoxically
associated with humour. Thereisafine Mixtec turquoise mask in the British Museum, akind of mosaic
skull with afew very white teeth. As one stares at it, one becomes suddenly aware that it conveysa
ferocious humour, and that this has nothing to do with the traditiond “grin’ of the skull. Thishumour is
terrifying and supernatura, the humour of pitiless gods who find man’ s suffering amusing. And yet
somehow, it can be accepted by men themselves, who acknowledge their mortality and misery.

When | made this discovery, | knew that | was getting closer to the secrets of the Mayas. For it was now
clear to me that the Vatican Codex isakind of Maya Pentateuch, their account of creation and the early
history of the tribe. And since, in many respects, their mythology resemblesthat of their neighbours, the
Quich6 Indians (whose * Old Testament”, the Topol Vuh, was committed to paper by some anonymous
Quiche scholar in the sixteenth century), | found mysdlf in possession of many cluesto the meaning of the
‘unknown two thirds' of the Maya symbals.

I must admit that what baffled me waswhy the ‘interference’ had ceased - or at least, ceased to be
persstent and noticeable. My ‘timevison’ was till rdlatively feebleif | tried to apply it to the distant past,
athough it till seemed clear enough when applied to less remote epochs. Asto the basdlt figurine, its
history no longer seemed completely opague. When | stared at it now, | could sensethat it was
connected with some strange religion of gppalling humour. There was something oddly refreshing about
thisinsght. Man tends to make his godsin his own image, to humanise them. But these gods were savage
andtotdly dien.

Why had ‘they’ ceased to be actively obstructive? Wasit because | wasfollowing afalsetrail? This
seemed the only reasonable explanation.

Late that afternoon, | was staring at a photograph of the face of Chac, the long nosed rain god, on a
facadein Sayil in Y ucatan. And sudden insight crystallised. Suppose dl primitive gods spring from the
same source? What if al the barbarous myths - from the Hindu goddess Bhowani eating her victimsto



Cronos devouring his children - can be traced back to ‘ them’ ? Historians of religion explain man’s gods
intermsof ancient fears - the thunder is Thor beating on hisanvil, and so on. But how do we explain the
trangtion to the barbarity of human sacrifices? Natural forces are awe-inspiring, but not crud. And as
often as not, they are wholly beneficent: the rain makes the crops grow, the sun ripensthem, thewind
blows away pestilence. Y et with asingular accord, primitive religionsare full of cruelty and fear.

The more | thought of it, the more obviousit seemed. Primitive man was ahunter and trapper; hewas as
much a homein the dark asin the daylight; so why the fear of the dark? It has dways seemed natural
enough to explain man’s supergtitionsin terms of ignorance? But doesignorance redly explain it?

It may seem that these speculations were not really so revolutionary, since we aready knew - or
suspected - that remote ages of the earth had been dominated by the powerswe called ‘them’. But
indeed, it had never struck me that they might be in some sense the source of al human history.

And when | followed up thisline of thought, the consequences were frightening. For example, my
speculation that man might be akind of ‘retarded ape’ took on new meaning. Littleway had said: ‘If the
development of an ape’ s embryo could be arrested, it would produce something like aman’. Which
immediately raisesthe question: Who arrested it?

Expressed in thisway, my train of thought sounds arbitrary; but it must be remembered that | was guided
by intuitions about ‘them’. Thetotal darkness of the pre-human epoch was turning into athick twilight.

Nothing very exciting happened during the next four days. | plodded on, using Garsa stextbook of the
Mayathan language, and every available source on Maya symbology. But there was a satisfying sense of
achievement, of moving forward afraction of aninch a atime. In the evenings, Littleway and | discussed
our findings. He was till immersed in his study of ancient man, and much impressed by the theory put
forward by Ivar Lissner that the very earliest man possessed a high degree of intelligence and was
monotheistic, and that man degenerated through the practice of magic.

After thefifth day of studying the Vatican Codex, light began to break. | was now able to trandate whole
sentences a atime, and to guess the meanings of unknown symbols. The opening sentences run:

‘lzamnaruled the sky, but because he was stretched throughout al space, was unable to see hisown
body. Therefore he filled the sky with blood in the form of araincloud. [The Mayan word for raincloud is
the same as the word for steam, so this passage could be trandated “blood in theform of agas’.] Then
the drops of rain condensed, and became the stars. Then Ahau, the sun, was appointed king of the stars.
He gathered the fragments of cloud that were | eft, and moulded the earth. But before he was done, his
wife Alaghom Naum, called to him, and he |&ft the work half finished. Now the spiritswho inhabited the
cloud [the earth] had no bodies, and they lived in this state for many ages [the text givesthe precise
length of the period], until the cloud became the earth, and then - bodies were of earth.’

Thefirst remarkable thing about this passage isther apparent knowledge that the sun is a star. Ancient
astronomers believed the sun to be a unique body at the centre of the universe, quite unlike anything else.

Next, thereisthe statement that the ‘ spirits who inhabited the cloud of blood were ‘bodiless . Most
primitive people believe that stones, trees and so on, possess ‘ pirits . Before the earth had solidified
(again, aremarkable ideafor an ancient Maya), these spirits had not stones or trees to inhabit. But when
the earth findly solidified, they were trgpped indde t, till bodiless.

The Vatican Codex goes on to describe the creation of mountains, groves of cypresses and pines, and
how the M other Goddess separated the watersinto rivulets with acomb. In many respects, the text here
resemblesthat of the Popol Vuh, which is probably based on it.

Then, following the symbol of the dark god on the fifth sheet, there is a curious episode, Ghatanothoa, the
dark god, aso known as Father Yig, descends to earth from the stars, and attempts to rape the dawn



goddess, who is bathing in the sea. She manages to escape, and his sperm rushes out over the earth,
creating dl living things. To judge by the Dresden Codex, the star from which Yig descendsisto be
identified with Arcturus. The*lords of the earth’ rise up in fury, and imprison Yig under the earth; his
attempts to escape produce greset cataclysms. Meanwhile, the seas are full of thetiny creatures from
Yig ssperm. (Again, thisisether imaginative guesswork, or the sign of ahighly developed science,
capable of examining sperm under amicroscope.) Soon, these creatures emerge on to the land, and
become reptiles and animals. They are too many to be controlled by the Ancient Old Ones. And &t this
point, the Ancient Old Ones create man to be their servant. The account is quite unambiguous. ‘ They
caused the earth to open, so the monkeys were imprisoned bel ow the mountain of Kukulcan. They kept
them therefor aperiod of akatun [twenty years], and when they came out, they had lost their hairs, and
their skin was white from the darkness” Men now became the servants of the Ancient Old Ones, hunting
animalss, catching fishes, building temples. The world endured for aperiod of 1716 tun (or years), when
the imprisoned Yig destroyed it by drawing a passing star down on to the earth, causing floods and
lightning. The account that then follows - of the subsequent four periodsin the history of theearth - is
close to the account given by Montaigne, which | have aready quoted.

Thisisthe substance of the Vatican Codex, which | trandated into English. Littleway read my trandation
as| madeit, night by night; and when | had finished, he read the whole thing aoud. Our fedingswere
mixed. Certainly, it wasfull of fascinaing details; but in another sense, it told us nothing. How serioudy
could it be taken? It offered us an account of the Ancient Old Ones and of the creation of man that was
consstent with the theory of Neoteny. Y et on the whole, they appeared as benevolent deities. Yig, the
demon from the stars, seemed to be the principle of evil in the world. It should aso be noted that men are
the creation of Yig - snce they developed from his sperm - dthough it was the Ancient Old Oneswho
redeemed them from beasthood and turned them into human beings.

The morning after | had finished my trandation, | woke up fegling curioudy happy and expectant. The
grass and the bare branches of the trees were covered with frost. The cool smell of the air brought back
childhood memories of winter. For three weeks, | had been totally concentrated on the trandation. | had
worked at arate that would have given me a nervous breakdown before my ‘operation’. Now | could
again forget these obscure, confused stories of the remote past, and look out at the infinite complexity
and beauty of the universe. What did it redly matter how man was created? We till didn’t know who
created the Ancient Old Ones or Tloque Nahuague (1zamna), the creator himsalf. And surely, existence
itsdlf isbound to remain the final, unanserable riddle? But there are dl kinds of questionsthat are
answerable, and that could take me closer to the basic nature of thelife force; for example, the question
of colour, and of the origin of the sexua impulse.

Once again, | experienced that overwheming joy in the universethat | had felt in London outsde the V
and A. But thistime, my consciousness of the world seemed larger, more complex. It wasthe mystic's
sensation of oneness, of everything blending into everything ese. Everything | looked at reminded me of
something €l se, which aso became present to my consciousness, asif | were smultaneoudy seeing a
million worlds and smelling amillion scents and hearing amillion sounds - not mixed up, but each
separate and clear. | was overwhemed with a sense of my smalnessin the face of thisvagt, beautiful,
objective universe, this universe whose chief miracleisthat it exisssaswell asmysdlf. Itisno dream, but a
great garden in which lifeistrying to obtain afoothold. | experienced adesireto burst into tears of
gratitude; then | controlled it, and the feding subsided into a cam sense of immensg, infinite beaty.
When my eyesfell on the photographs of the Vatican Codex, lying on the bedside table, it seemed rather
absurd.

Littleway was already eating breakfast - an unusualy large breakfast of fried eggs, cheese, watercress,
chicories, onions and buttered toast. He said: * Ah, morning, Howard. Come and eat.’

“Y ou'relooking very cheerful.’
‘I'mfeding very cheerful’



| noticed the book beside his plate, and glanced down at it. He said:

‘Ahyes, it san anthology of Elizabethan poetry. My wife used to be very fond of the Elizabethans. We
used to read it aloud to each other. I' d forgotten how fond | used to be of poetry...!

| read afew linesfrom Marston:

‘Thou mighdy gulf, insatiate cormorarnt,
Deride me not, though | seem petulant
Tofdl into thy chops...’

| was suddenly reminded of Lydl and hisfirst wife, with afeding of immense nostdgia, for the Lydlshad
been fond of Elizabethan madrigals and songs. | sat turning over the pages of the book as | ate my
breakfast. | observed that the food and drink tasted better than | could ever remember; the coffee had a
fragrance that reminded me of a shop in the Nottingham market place that ground its own coffee and
filled thear withitssmell. | said to Littleway:

‘I wonder how far one would be capable of experiencing an intensification of sensud pleasure?
Psychedelic drugsincrease visua awareness. Supposing al the senseswere deepened...’

He nodded. ‘1 was thinking something of the sort mysdlf this morning. | happened to be shaving with a
hand razor - I’ ve let my battery get flat - and using the old stick of shaving soap with abrush. | haven't
used itin years. The smdll of the sogp was suddenly quite intense - it dmaost made me dizzy, like walking
into a perfumer’ s shop. My mother once had a burglar who broke every bottle of perfumein her
bedroom... | can ill remember the smdll. | thought it was ddlicious.’

And indeed, it came to methat our senses are usudly quite flat. Unlesswe areredly hungry, we don't
taste food with any intengity. But there are moments when you taste food with the ddlight adrowning man
fedsashe gulps down alungful of ar. Or when a spring morning seems to soak into the senseswith a
delight that borders on pain. What would happen if the senseswere fully awake, so that every taste or
sight or sound produced deep echoes throughout on€e' s being?

Suddenly, it seemed to methat | had found a subject really worth the fullest investigation - to find what
man is cgpable of becoming when heisfully awvake. The body’ s dullness cuts us off from the outside
world. But supposing one became tota ly aware of the world, so that every perception became a
symphony played with full orchestra?

| ate amuch larger breakfast than usud, and | felt deepy afterwards. The sun had come out, so | put on
my overcoat, and went for awalk - for thefirst time for months. A girl came running past me- a
schoolgirl of about ten, carrying aschool satchel, with asmall mongrel running beside her. Her cheeks
were pink from the cold, and her hair bounced up and down as sheran. Again, | was overtaken by the
tremendous nostalgia. | have remarked that | found most women unattractive Snce my ‘ operation’
because they seemed too earth-bound, trapped in the heaviness of the flesh. But the girl running past me
was likeavision of the ‘eternd feminine . No doubt shewas avery ordinary schoolgirl who would marry
aloca farm labourer; but she was dso far more than that, more than she could possibly understand; she
contained the whole history of womankind with its craving for motherhood and domestic security.

A young farm |abourer passed me. | suddenly understood what Traherne meant when he said that men
looked to him like angels. Again, it was amatter of seeing through to the inward vitality, the essence -
what Boehme cdled the ‘sgnature . | smiled at the farm labourer, and he smiled back and said: *Mornin’
aur.” | felt suddenly very happy.

My senses kept registering quite ordinary things with a pleasant shock. And | dso found mysdf thinking
with nostal gia about women | had known: about Lady Jane and her pretty French maid Juliette, about



Dick’swife Nancy. | was suddenly aware of the world as a huge sexua roundabout, and for amoment, |
ceased to be either mae or female, but became both, so that | could fed smultaneoudy the ddlight of a
man as he enters the softness of agirl and the delight of the girl as shefedshismaenessinside her. |
spent the remainder of the walk trying to grasp the essence of the sexua mystery. It struck methat it has
much in common with the mystery of music. Enjoyment of musicisintentiond; thet isto say, you can
cultivate alove of music, learn to enjoy things you didn’'t enjoy before, and so on. But thereisaso some
strange dement in music, something in the shape of amelody or the sounds of aharmony - that is
already there, quite apart from what we put into it. (Thisiswhy Schoenberg' s twelve tone system
contains a hidden falacy that invalidates the whole idea.) And the same goesfor sex.

| was till thinking about thiswhen | got back to Langton Place. To my surprise, there were sounds of
music coming from the sitting room in Roger’ s half. Clareta had been away for the past few weeks, on a
vigit to her parentsin Italy. Y et here was the music of Handel’ s Samson thundering over the lawns. |
knocked cautioudy, and peeped in through the door; Claretawas Sitting in front of the fire, her eyes
closed, letting the sound flow over her like water. She looked sunburned, and much prettier than |
remembered her. | sat down quietly, and listened to the music. When it was finished, she opened her
eyes and looked surprised and pleased to see me. We talked about Roger and other subjects, and |
found mysdf thinking: *How very pleasant to be ahuman being, quite apart from this obsessve drivefor
knowledge and power..." | was perfectly aware that she was attracted to me, and | felt adistinct sexua
interest in her - an interest that seemed to go beyond the physical; that seemed to be an awareness of her
feminine essence. After awhile, she herself suggested playing more music, and as| sat ligening to it - it
was the Handel Brockes Passion - | had a sensation of the music binding ustogether, asif there were no
clear distinction between her inner nature and mine. | was also surprised that | had ever found her
unsympethetic. It was suddenly clear that al human beings can enter into a close, degp communion if they
will make the effort to break through the normal barriers of pettiness and self-absorption. Thiswasan
interesting idea that had never redlly struck me before - the ideathat the whole human race might
eventudly enter into such deep sympathy that everyone will care as much for other people swefare as
his own, so that everyone treats every other member of the human race as amother treats her baby: with
adeep, open sympathy. The idea seemed to me so beautiful that | felt closeto tears. It was so clear that
thiswould solve every problem: that there is enough of everything to go round; that al misery could be
eliminated; that the problem of the population explosion would cease to be insoluble when everyone felt
this degp mutual understanding. All the human race needs to move to an entirely new stage of its
evolution isthisvital recognition that, spiritualy spesking, it isasingle organism. It cameto methat Jesus
had been avisonary of the most incredible order: that he had seen something that will one day seem
sdf-evident.

Before the music cameto an end, | stood up and tip-toed out of the room. She was till lying with her
eyes closed, her legsresting on aleathern hassock, the broad peasant dress she was wearing falling
loosdly around the upper part of her thighs. For amoment | was tempted to lean over and kiss her
forehead; then | had aclear ingght that she would take this as an advance. So | went up to my room, and
sat by the window, fascinated by this great richness of feding that waswelling up in me, tingeing
everything with acurious radiance, Traherne' s strangeglory’.

| continued to study the Mayas, but in arather half-hearted way. Since | had now worked out the
meaning of most of the glyphs, | wasin aposition to trandate the ‘ unknown two thirds' of the remaining
three codices. They reveded nothing new, but at least there was a certain intellectua pleasurein the
manipulation of these strange symbols. What now gave me far more pleasure was to spend hours every
day playing music, recaling the long, pleasant days at Sneinton. Everyone has experienced thisfeding: to
suddenly recdll clearly apart of one' sown past, and to redise that on€ slife has been far richer and more
interesting than one normaly alows. Even the less pleasant timesin the past can bring this same feding of
affirmation, of how ddightful lifeisif onedidn’'t haveto liveit with on€ snoseto the grindstone. | fdt a



deep, very powerful desire smply to contemplate the beautiful complexity of the universe. | wasn't
worried about ‘lotus egting’, for | was sure it would pass off in its own good time, and leave me ready for
action.

My trandations madeit clear that Littleway’ s guesses about the Mayas had been correct. | wroteto
Jackley and Evans, enclosing parts of my trandation, explaining how | had arrived at my results. The
following day, Jackley rang me:

‘My dear boy, thisis ssimply unbelievable. | don’t know how you' ve doneit, but you' ve certainly doneit.
| redlly can’t gpologise enough... *

He went on to explain how his annoyance with Littleway had been based on hisfedling thet Littleway had
become a crank, afaddist, rather than a seriousinvestigator. ‘ If I’d only known how serioudy you were
both working...” And so on. The gpology was handsome and complete. He was a0, of course,
tremendoudy excited about my decipherment of the remaining two thirds of the Maya symbology, and
asked when he could see my complete results. It was only eeven thirty in the morning; | had anumber of
things | wanted to do in London. | offered to drive down immediately. Jackley said he would put me up
inhisflat overnight if | would like to spend the evening with him. Littleway was a so pressed to come, but
he had promised to visit Roger that afternoon. So a one o' clock, | drove off to London in my own car,
with the trandation and the photographsin the boot.

| drove carefully, athough | no longer felt that ‘they’ were hostileto me. It wasaswadll that | did; | came
close to having three accidents. In one case, acar | was overtaking swerved out into my lane without
warning, causing meto lose control for amoment; the other two occas ons were too involved to
describe, but seemed to indicate that the drivers were not paying atention. | found myself wondering
whether ‘they’ had redlly declared atruce. Then decided that al three near-accidents could be
coincidence.

| was aso pondering another question that had been occupying my mind agreet deal of late: whether we
should not publish the results of the brain operation; or at least, persuade afew intelligent peopleto
undergo it. What would happen if Littleway and | met with an *accident’ ? Would it not be better to risk
the consequences of making it public?

It was one of those clear, cool afternoonsin late November, with that grey, autumnal smell intheair. |
parked the car in the courtyard of the British Museum, and waked down to Piccadilly, thento St

James s Square. It was strange how completely my fedlings about London had changed since the last
time | had been here. At thetime | had seen it as an enormous zoo; now | realised thiswas because | had
been too involved. Now | felt soaked in its atmosphere and its history. It seemed tragic that so many
great writers had lived and worked in this city, and all had lived ‘too close’ toit. * Close-upness deprives
usof meaning.’ Y et they had lived and worked bravely, and died in the usud frustration and exhaustion:
Blake, Carlyle, Ruskin, Wells, Shaw, al visonaries. And | was getting the reward they should have had:
ableto hold theworld at arm’ slength, to see its meaning, to grasp something of the complex pattern.
Whitehead said ‘ Lifeimplies a certain absol uteness of sdf-enjoyment’, and human beings have

devel oped the mind, the imagination, to thisend. And al these people around me should be capable of
this contempl ative detachment that made life seem so wholly good to me.

| had acup of teain the Strand Lyons, for the pleasure of recaling old times, then walked up St Martin’'s
Lane and back to the Museum, experiencing dl the timethis coal, flowing delight. The sight of two pretty
students walking up the steps of the Museum ahead of me brought another idea: supposing | looked for
anintelligent girl asacandidate for the brain operation? Might we not produce children who were born
with thisfaculty of * contemplative objectivity’ ?

Jackley wasin his office; a short, dynamic man who looks much younger than hisfifty-seven years. There
wasadso agirl, and two small children aged about five and three. Jackley said: *Ah, my dear chap, I'm so
glad to seeyou. Thisismy niece Barbara. Like acup of tea? 1’|l be ready to leave in ten minutes, if you



could just excuse me...’

The smadl girl - who introduced herself as Bridget - asked me whether it wastime for Captain Marvo yet.
| gathered that hewasa TV character who came on at five o’ clock. Her mother assured her there was
gtill time to get home for Captain Marvo. Thefive year old boy asked meif | owned an aeroplane; when
| said no, he looked disappointed. ‘ Uncle Robby saysyou'rea Trasdater.” Evidently he thought thiswas
something likeanavigator.

Their mother wastal and dim, athough obvioudy about six months pregnant. | liked her cam, intelligent
face, and the large grey eyes. She said she had read my letter to Jackley, and wanted to know how long
I’d been studying the Mayalanguage. | said evasively: *Oh, quitealongtime.” Shesaid: ‘Uncle Robin's
redly abit embarrassed. Hefeds he'smade an utter fool of himsdlf. | must say, | can'timaginehim
getting furious with anybody - it'sjust not like him.” In order to steer the subject away from these topics,
| took out the photographs of the Vatican Codex, and showed her the pictures of the Maya deities and
demons. Thesmdll girl looked at agrimacing picture of the god of destruction plunging a double-headed
gpear into dog-like cresture, and asked: *Why does he look so frightened? For amoment, | thought she
meant the dog, then realised she was pointing to the demon. It suddenly struck methat she wasright, and
that she had seen more deeply than | had. Why this dreadful, menacing grimace? It was the reverse of the
terrible mirth of the turquoise skull; thiswas basically fear, not strength.

When Jackley came back, and | had finished the teathat his secretary brought me, we left the museum.
When Matthew, the boy, saw my red touring car, he declared hisintention of riding in it. So the mother
and children drove with me, and she directed meto Jackley’ sflat off the Kings Road. | felt intensely
curious about this quiet, obvioudy intelligent girl (athough there was nothing strange about this; | had felt
the some immense curiosity about the waitresswho served mein Lyons). She mentioned that shelived in
Dorset, and was staying in her uncle' sflat. | asked her what her husband did, and she said hewas a
painter. Then she added: ‘ But we' re separated now. I'm divorcing him.’

‘Didn’t you get on together?

‘It waan't that. He sterribly unstable” She added in alower voice: ‘ Apart from which, he' s gone off with
somebody dse’

‘And what do you intend to do?

‘I’m doing some secretaria work for Uncle Robin. I'd like timeto think things out...”

| said onimpulse: ‘If you' reinterested, you could do some work for us- myself and Littleway.” Thiswas
true; Littleway had been saying only that morning that he needed a part-time secretary to ded with his
correspondence.

‘“What about the children?
‘Hewouldn’t mind them. They seem quiet enough.’
She smiled. ‘Y ou don't know them.’

When we got out of the car, half an hour later, it seemed we had known one another for years. It was
very likethefeding | had had with Clareta - of a deep, telepathic sympathy.

The children watched television while Barbara prepared amedl, and Jackley and | sat in his study and
talked about the Vatican Codex. | didn't like lying about it, but there was no aternative. | had to give him
theimpression that | had been studying Maya symbology for years, and that many of my conclusions had
been reached by long and complicated reflection, for it wasimpossible to explain to him the mental
processes by which | had reached my conclusons. They would have struck him as guesswork. Luckily,
Jackley regarded himsdlf as acomplete amateur in the field - athough hisknowledge was very
considerable - and he assumed my knowledge was much wider than his own. So when | attributed some
piece of reasoning to William Gates or Whorf or Knorozov, he didn’t press me for exact references. As



wetaked, | was struck by his painstaking honesty and decency. It was hard to imagine how he could
have become so enraged with Littleway - and disquieting to think that ‘they’ possessed such power.

We went back into the Sitting room to watch the news and have adrink. The smal boy made much of
me, asking questions about the car - and the girl followed his example. Later, | told them a story in bed,
with their mother sitting on the side of the bed beside me. | told them avariant of Beauty and the Beast.
And when it was finished, an event occurred that struck me as odd. The smdl boy said suddenly: ‘ There
aren't redly such things as mongters, arethere? Infact, | had been thinking of the children thrown into
thewell a Chichen Itza, and of the dark gods who demanded such propitiation; the question took me
unawares, and | flinched - dthough not physically. Barbarawas smoothing the hair of the small girl, her
arm lightly touching me as she reached past me. She suddenly flinched - physicdlly - and looked a mefor
amoment with fright in her eyes. | said: *“What isit? She sad: ‘ Nothing. Somebody walked over my
grave’

But when | left the bedroom afew minuteslater, | knew that, in some curious way, she wasin direct
mental communication with me, asif we were two tel ephone subscribers whose lines had accidentaly
crossed. But why? It istruethat | had been conscioudy toying with the possibility that she might bethe
girl I waslooking for: someone to share our secret, to undergo the operation. It was not Smply her
beauty that attracted me - although her soft, oval face was extremely attractive. | suppose it was seeing
her with her children, recognising that shewas amother aswdl asanintelligent girl. | liked Clareta; but
she stood for hersdlf; she wanted a man for persond reasons, asalover. Thisgirl wanted ahusbandin a
perfectly disinterested way; because sheloved her children and wanted to bring them up with as many
advantages as possible. It gave her an advantage over asingle girl; made her maturer.

But that did not explain the definite telepathic contact. And it was now, for thefirst time, that | began to
sugpect. What interest could ‘they’ have in bringing ustogether? And the answer was gppallingly
obvious. Because | would be more vulnerable with awife and children.

The thoughts that followed were deeply disturbing. Had dl these mystical ingghts during thiswhole
period of ‘truce’ been nothing more than an attempt to lull meinto fase security? For the plain and
obviousfact wasthat | had lost interest in “them’ since| had completed the trandation. | was strongly
inclined to accept the view that the Ancient Old Ones were fundamentally benevolent. And was this not
the whole point of the Vatican Codex? That ‘they’ had been constantly on the side of the human race?

During the course of the evening, | suppressed my misgivings, knowing that they would communicate
themselvesto her. | was not too worried. ‘ They’ seemed to have no direct power over me. And | could
easly be mistaken about their hodtility. | would wait until returning to Langton Place before redlly
examining the matter.

Now | was aware there was akind of tel epathic contact between us, it wasinteresting to observe how it
operated. By an act of intentionadlity, | could become aware of her consciousness. It reminded me of an
occasion when | visited the Marine Laboratory in Florida, and listened to the voices of fishes through
earphones, the same odd underwater sensations. | could become aware of its forward flow, of its
intentions and preoccupations. When the girl woke up and cried, | became aware immediately of her
attention in my own consciousness, asif it were the ringing of an eectric bell.

She had no conscious suspicion that we were in tel epathic communication, but she wasinginctively
aware of it. Jackley gave us one or two odd looks during the course of the evening; | think he suspected
that we had known one another before. He was a so surprised, when we studied the photographs, with
Barbaralooking on, at the speed a which she seemed to catch the meaning of the glyphs.

Towards midnight, when Jackley was out of the room for amoment, sheasked: ‘Doesthat offer il
hold? | said casudly: ‘ Of course’

‘Hadn’t you better ask Sir Henry first?



‘I don't think so. I’ll ring him in the morning before we set out.’
| knew, without having to ask, that she wanted to come back with me.

Inaway, it was arelief when we retired to bed; the constant communi cation was broken, and | could
think without danger of her ‘overhearing’ me. | was deegping on abed-settee in the Stting room, and she
was deeping in asingle bed in the study. The children occupied a double bed in the spare bedroom.
Therewas agreat dedl to think about. | could not, asfar as| knew, establish thistelepathic
communication by an act of will. It had happened occasondly with Littleway, but only when therewas a
conscious effort by both of us. What, then, had happened in this case? | assumed ‘they’ werein some
way responsible. How had they achieved it?

The most obvious and sengible step would be to somehow break communication with her. If | had
suspected at an earlier stage what was happening, thiswould have been easy; it would merely be a
matter of maintaining normal socia relations. If | did it at this stage, she would be hurt and bewildered;
and dthough | knew in theory that this might be the best course, | couldn’t bring myself todoiit. | had an
odd fedling of well-being, and although | couldn’t determine whether thiswas another trick, it seemed
pointlesstorgect it. So | fell peacefully adeep.

| was awakened at about three o’ clock when the girl woke up and cried. Barbaracame out of her room
holding atorch, and went in the children’ s bedroom. She was there for about ten minutes, and | could
hear her talking in whispers. Then she came out again, hesitated for amoment, then leaned over the back
of the settee where she could see me. | glanced up at her, and made only the dightest movement, pushing
back the bedclothes. She understood, and amoment later, was lying beside me. We lay without
speaking, and a deep feding of satisfaction came over me. Now our bodies were in contact, | was aware
of the actua flavour of her consciousness, asif it was aunique taste; | was even aware of the baby insde
her. There was no sexud excitement; making love is an attempt to bring about a closer intimacy, and we
had aready established this. She dept beside me until six in the morning, then went back to her own bed.
| lay there, trying to andyse the satisfaction that comes from marriage, and wondering how far Plato’s
myth about divided souls seeking their other half is correct

| was aware that, in taking this step, | had placed both of usin danger - not to mention her children. But |
aso knew it had brought things to a head. There would be no morefighting in the dark.

Jackley left us shortly after eight thirty, to go to the Museum; | left the photographs of the Codex and my
trandation with him. At about ninethirty, just as Barbarawasfinishing her packing, he rang usfrom the
Museum. ‘I’ ve been showing your trandation to a colleague here - Otto Carolyi. He' d very much liketo
meet you. Do you havetimeto cal in here before you set out? | said | had. | wasn't anxious to meet
Caralyi - | knew nothing about him - but it wasn't too inconvenient.

Carolyi proved to be ashort, broad shouldered man with along head and hatchet-like nose, who spoke
with astrong Hungarian accent. Jackley introduced him as the author of the monumenta Creation Myths
(Budapest, 1940-1953, 10 volumes). He had the great charm that so many cultured mid-Europeans
possess. Thethree of us (Barbara had taken the children for awalk) went down to the staff restaurant for
coffee.

Carolyi, | discovered, was a Jungian. He saw myths as pure poetry, the earliest creation of the human
spirit. He considered the Vatican Codex so important that it should have had aprominent placein his
immense work, and compared himsdf wryly to Bertrand Russdll, who had just finished the Principia
Mathematica when aletter from Frege proved the whole thing redundant. In any case, he would have to
write along appendix to the English trandation on the Mayamyth of creation.

We continued to talk long after Jackley had had to return to his office, discussing Jung, Fromm and the
whole‘mythopaeic’ movement in psychology. | wasimpressed by the depth of hisinsight; it



demondtrated to me that aman does not need to possess ‘time vision' to grasp the redities of history. |
Was tempted to set him right on anumber of points, but redised that he would want to know how |
knew; so | contented myself by disguising some of my insights as hypotheses. And then, just aswe were
leaving, he gartled me by saying: ‘Y ou know agreat dedl more than you arewilling to tell me.” | decided
not to deny it; | said: ‘Perhaps. But I'm afraid | can't discussthat for thetimebeing.” Hesad: ‘I
understand. But when you can discussit, | would be happy if you would remember me.” | said: ‘I
promise | will.” Aswe stood on the steps of the

Museum, | said: ‘ By the way, have you ever come across any other creation mythsthat involve strange
forcesthat inhabit the earth?

He thought for amoment, then shook hishead. ‘Not in the sense of your Mayascripture. There are
plenty of myths of monsters. And the Wahungwe Makoni tribe in what was Southern Rhodesiahas a
myth of adark god from the stars. But nothing like your Ancient Old Ones!’

Asl wasreversing the car, he came up and leaned in a the window. He was smiling.

‘I have just thought of an absurd parallel to your Mayalegend. Have you ever heard of the Evangelista
cae?

‘No.’

‘It wasamurder casein Detroit in the late twenties. | won't go into the details..” (his eyes gestured
towards the children) ‘ but the victim was the leader of ardigious cult. He wrote an enormous bible about

the ancient history of the world, and | seem to remember strange beings like your Ancient Old Ones. |
may be able to send you an account of the case if you're interested.’

| said: ‘ Thank you. I'd be very interested indeed.” - | was being polite.

The drive back was uneventful; we drove across country instead of up the M. 1, arriving back at
mid-afternoon. | had phoned Littleway before we |eft London; he was obvioudy pleased at the idea of
having awoman around the house. The children took to him immediately. It was clear that our
arrangement was going to be a success.

| told Littleway about Carolyi, although | forgot to mention the murder case. It struck me that we might
risk taking Carolyi into our confidence and persuading him to undergo the operation; he struck me asthe
kind of person we needed asan dly.

After supper, when Barbara had gone to bed, he said:

‘Charming girl. Areyou thinking of marrying her?

‘I think so. It'stime | got married.’

‘Oh, quite so. But don't you think it could be dangerous?

‘Inwhat way? | knew what he meant, but wanted to hear him say it.

‘I’ ve been wondering if dl thiscouldn’t be atrap? | waslooking at Roger in hospitd this afternoon. That
poor devil’ s been through hell - | don't think he'll ever beredly sane again. | can’t believe that these
things can be dl that benevolent.’

‘I know. | thought of that.’

‘I had an unpleasant experience while you were away. | decided to have another go at reading the basalt
satue.” (We used theword ‘reading’ for the attempt to exercise time-vison on objects.) ‘| made quite an
effort - kept at it for the best part of an hour. Then | suddenly got the fedling that the damned things were
somehow around this place - looking in the windows. It redly felt unpleasant. In fact, Claretafdt it too.
Sheinssted on deeping in the spare bedroom in this part of the house’



‘Did you get the feding they could have done any harm?

‘| don’'t know. It'shard to say. It wasjust aprickly, nasty feding - asif you knew aman-eating tiger was
watching you through the window.’

‘Not in the house itsdlf, then?
‘No, not in the house!’

The next morning, abook parcd arrived from London. It contained two books. an American paperback
cdled Murder by Persons Unknown, and a battered, blue volume without |ettering on the spine, whose
title page read: The Oldest History of the World, Discovered by Occult Science in Detroit, Mich.

The story of the Evangdistamurder case was contained in the paperback. On the morning of 3 July
1929, aman went into ahousein St Aubin Avenue, Detroit, and found the owner, Benjamino
Evangelista, decapitated in his office. The police discovered that Evangelistal swife and four daughters -
whose ages ranged between elghteen months and eight years - had aso been murdered, and there had
been an attempt to amputate the arm of Evangelistal swife and one of the children. The police cameto
believe that the murder weapon was amachete. It was subsequently discovered that Evangdistawasthe
leader of areligious cult, and claimed to possess supernatura powers. He aso claimed that he received
supernatura revelation every morning, between midnight and 3 am. and that this had enabled him to
write his* Oldest History of the World' in three volumes, between 1906 and 1926.

No clueto the murders was ever found; none of Evangdista sfollowers were ever located. A man caled
Tecchio, whom the police suspected, died five years later, when a certain amount of evidence againgt him
had accumulated. The caseis till unsolved.

| turned to the Oldest History. It waswritten in acurious, foreign English. ‘ By the Willingness of God,
my respect to thisNation, | shall do my best to tell you about the world before God was created up to
thislast generation.” The book wasfull of alusonsto a‘prophet Meil’, who may have been Evangdlista
himsdlf, in some previousincarnation. Meil travelled over the world, with two assstants, aiding the
righteous and bringing the evil to justice. The book was full of violence and fantastic events. At a casua
glance, it seemed atypica piece of ordinary crank literature, badly written and frequently misspelled.

And then a passage on page €l even arrested my attention: ‘ In the Necremicon it istold how the Dark
Ones cameto the earth from the stars, and created men to be their servants.” | caught my breath, asif |
had suddenly plunged into cold water. This had been written around 1906, long before L ovecraft
‘invented’ the Necronomicon ‘ by the mad Arab, Abdul Alhazred’ ; even in 1926, when the Oldest
History wasfinished, Lovecraft was still an apprentice writer.

There could be no doubt that * Necremicon” was amisprint or mis-spelling of Necronomicon, for it
occurs again on page twenty-eight as * Necronemicon'. And again, on page 214, it describes how the
Prophet Meil brings about the destruction of Prince Trampol because heis*adabbler in the magical
mysteries of the Necromicon’.

Suddenly, without possibility of doubt, | knew one thing. Evangdlista had been destroyed by ‘them’ - that
is, by someone ddliberately driven haf-mad by ‘them’, and imbued with an insane grudge against the
whole Evangdigafamily.

| showed Littleway the book. And he immediately asked the question that had already occurred to me. If
the Oldest History contained mattersthat ‘they’ wanted kept secret, why had they alowed the book to

fdl into our hands? It would have been easy enough to influence Caralyi’ s mind againgt me and make him
decide not to post it.

And then, as| read through the Oldest History, | thought | understood the reason. The book was an
incredible farrago of nonsense. Parts of it may have been ‘inspired’, but for the most part, it wasthe



attempt of a semi-literate - with atouch of the rogue about him - to imitate the Bible; | could aso discern
the influence of the Book of Mormon. Apart from the sentence about the Dark Ones creating men, there
was nothing very profound or interesting about the Oldest History. And yet certain things emerged quite
clearly. For some reason, Evangelista had devel oped some strange faculty of visionary second-sight.
There was probably some truth in his assertion that he recelved his revelations between midnight and 3
am. every day. He had no power to distinguish between the turbid fantasies of his own subconscious
mind and genuine moments of ‘timevision'. But his endless attemptsto peer into distant epochs of time,
combined perhaps with some brain abnormdity (second sight is often associated with head injuries), had
given him glimpsesinto the pre-Pleistocene period of the Ancient Old Ones (I have said that it iseasier to
see remote epochs than more recent ones.) He may have started as a dightly unba anced charlatan; but
his awareness that many of his*visons were genuine glimpses of the past - for they bear a stamp of
redlity that makes them unmistakable - may well have convinced him that he was areincarnation of the
Prophet Mell, destined, like Joseph Smith, to found agrest religion. And if dl three volumes of his Oldest
History had appeared, he might well have succeeded. At the time he was murdered, he had converted
the basement of hishouseinto akind of chapel, draped with green cloth, with * bestid, malformed figures
made of papier ma che’ suspended from wires above the dtar, and a great eye, made to glow with an
electric bulb, as a centre-piece. (Wasthisasymbol of the Ancient Old Ones, of whose constant
survelllance he was aware?) The second two volumes of hiswork were till in manuscript at the time of
his desth. Were there more revelations of the* Ancient Old Ones’ in them? It seemslikely, for the faculty
of time-vison growswith practice.

And suddenly it was clear why ‘they’ had dlowed the Oldest History to reach me. It was a warning. |
now had a‘family’. And Littleway’ s brother had aready attempted one murder. The inference was clear.
It could be war or peace, as| chose.

| must admit that it would have taken agreet deal to make me endanger my ‘family’. Shaw asks. ‘Isthere
afather’ sheart aswell asamother’s? and to me, the answer is saf-evidently yes. That Bridget and
Matthew were not my own children made no difference. They kept mein aperpetud state of
amusement. It was obvious that they needed afather’ s attention. Matthew approached me after they had
been in the house for two days and asked me: * Are you going to marry Mummy?

| said: ‘I expect s0.’

‘Ohgood. I'll go and tell her.” Everything in the house fascinated them; they had lived in asmdl farm
cottage, and had never been insde alarge house. During the first week or so, they would disappear
completely, and we would find them in the attic, covered with dust and draped in old curtains, or building
ahouse out of teachestsin the cdlar. Their father had never been able to buy them toys, so they were
easly satisfied, having learnt to invent their own amusements. It gave me pleasure to take them around
the big shopsin Leicester and let them make alist of the things they wanted Father Christmasto bring
them. | think that perhaps the immediate strength of my fedling for them was due to the telepathic link
with their mother, so that her fedings communicated themsalvesto me. It was an unpleasant thought that |
owed so much pleasureto ‘them’.

Shortly after Christmas, Barbara left on avist to her parentsin Cartmel. And once again, | found my
thoughts turning to the ‘ Dark Ones . Since reading the Oldest History, | had been working on other
matters, questions of philosophy and astrophysics. Bennett’ simmense work on radio-astronomy was just
out, and both Littleway and | found it absorbing - so much so that we bought two copies, so we could
read it a the sametime. But periodicaly, my mind returned to the problem of ‘them’, toying with the
unanswered questions. How did they interfere with our minds? What was their purpose? How powerful
werethey?

The day after Barbara left, Roger came out of hospital. He looked old and very thin; but his eyes till had



the same intense glow.

Onthefirgt evening, Littleway invited Roger and Claretafor dinner. Roger was dightly drunk when he
camein a half past seven. | wasimmediately aware that he felt a contemptuous hogtility towards
Littleway and mysdlf. Claretahad told him about Barbara. He said: ‘1 hear you' ve become afamily man,
and hismeaning was very clear. He saw me as acomfortable, dull stick-in-the-mud, completely devoted
to abstractions, completely ignorant of redlity.

He proved to be atiresome guest. He drank agreat deal of wine with hismeal - on top of whisky - and
then went back to whisky afterwards. And he seemed to become more preoccupied, asif listening for
something. Then he picked up avolume of Carolyi’s Myths of Creation, and began talking about savage
tribes and human sacrifice. Histak wasincoherent, but this centra point wasfairly clear - thet the
savage, with hisdark myths and nightmarish ritua's, understands something that civilised man - particularly
such poor specimens as myself and Littleway - had forgotten. Periodicaly he would pause and seem to
listen, then gabble on again - the words a times coming o fast that they were indistinguishable.

Suddenly, he looked at me with an odd smile and said: *No, my name snot Renfield,” then went on
talking about the head hunters of Borneo. Littleway and Clareta missed the significance of the remark,
but | was dectrified. For it had come into my head that Roger was like Renfield, the maniac in Dracula
who eatsflies and spiders, and listens for the voice of his master. Perhaps he reminded me of the actor
who played Renfield in the old Lugos version of Dracula. At dl events, the notion had stuck in my mind,
and had kept recurring to me as| listened to the flow of hisvoice.

It meant that Roger was somehow able to read my thoughts - that his mind and mine were on the same
wave-length. And thiswasincredible. For | had absolutely no fedling of mental contact with him, none of
theingtinctive sympathy that | felt for Barbaraor Littleway.

And now | wasreminded of something | had haf forgotten - that evening with the Mudd family inthe Old
Rectory in Croxley Green. So many things had happened since, and my interest in psychical phenomena
was so dight, that | had never really thought about that evening. Now | remembered how | had been able
to ‘ligenin’ onthe, vibrations that emanated from the various mindsin the house, and findly to control
them. | had done this by withdrawing from them, by sinking into asemi-trance statein which | felt
suspended outside time. | certainly had ho tel epathic sympathy with any of the people concerned. It was
samply ameatter of detachment. And because | was familiar with this house, and with Roger and Henry
and Clareta, it had not occurred to me to perform the same act of detachment.

| turned and stared into the fire, so that my abstraction would not be apparent, and | toyed with the glass
of wineon thearm of my chair, to give theimpresson that | was listening with mild impatience. Then |
launched mysdlf into asea of serenity, ignoring my persondity, my interest in the people in theroom, asif
observing the earth from some distant point in space. | ceased to hear Roger’ s voice, ceased to be aware
of the room.

Then | became aware of the *vibrations . They came from Roger, and they were very similar to the
disturbancesin the Old Rectory; they were basicaly negative. | could dso sense Clareta sfedings - her
attachment to Roger, her failure to fed any sympathy for thisviolent stranger. Littleway’ s vibrations were
disturbed, but controlled.

To alarge extent, Roger’ s troubles were the result of his own attitude. Mentaly, he was satic; he had
ceased to develop many years before. So he was an easy victim. All he needed to keep him violently
neurotic was a certain isolation, and afew obsessions. Hisown frustrated vitdity did the rest.

| focused my time-vision on Roger, completing the epoch, the act of detachment, trying to intuit him
purely asan object. And as | did so, | became aware of an interesting fact about ‘them'’. Their power
was low. Roger had been an easy victim. They had no power over Littleway and mysdlf because we
were moving too quickly.



With a sudden surge of cheerfulness, | alowed my own mind to ‘interfere’ with Roger’ svibrations, usng
the sametechniquethat | had used at the Old Rectory - that is, redirecting the dien vibrationswith a
minimum of effort. Thisisthe same principle as getting acar into motion by rocking it. To begin with, |
smply alowed my own ‘vibrations' to coincide with Roger’s. Then | began to increase their force, so
that Roger’ s flow of words - which had dowed down for amoment, became atorrent. | began trying to
influence hismind by projecting images. | imagined an immense spider, with aman trapped in itsweb.
Immediately, Roger said: The Phoenicians had aspider god caled Atlach-Nachawho came from the
planet Saturn with Tsathoggiia He was imprisoned benesth amountain in northern Siberia. He spends
eternity spinning webs across atremendous gulf. Do you know how often giant spidersturn up hi savage
mythology? Of course you don't, but | do, and | bet you friend Carolyi doestoo...” And so on.

What amazed me was the depth of the level from which hisimages were emerging. In effect, Roger was
creating a dream made of words, a sort of mad free-association of images which meant that he could go
on talking without a pause for breath. Therewas very littlelogic in histalk, and that little was accidentd.

| remembered something else. | had seen Atlach-Nacha, the spider god, mentioned in one of the occult
texts | had been studying. Had Roger read the sametext? Or... the idea seemed barely thinkable... could
he be drawing direct from the Ancient Old Ones?| tried projecting another image from the same occult
text, thistime of Azathoth, the blind idiot god who rules from outside space and time, and whose
gibbering isthe sound of Chaos. Roger said immediately: * And then there' s Azathoth who led the Old
Onesinther rebellion againgt the Elder gods and was thrown out of the universe of dimensional space
into ablind hyperspace...’ | said casudly, hardly interrupting the flow of his conversation: ‘But what ishe
afrad of ?

‘What do you think? Roger said, without pausing for amoment, ‘ How would you like to be tied hand
and foot? He' sin awilderness and he doesn’t know the way out because he’ sadeep and dreaming. It's
adamn good thing for usthey’re al adeep because they’ d make short work of us otherwise. They’ve got
to hurry or we might beat them to it. Because we' re adeep too. It’ slike putting asnake s egg in the same
nest with an eagl€’ s egg. Which one hatchesfirst and destroysthe other?

| said: *But how did they fall adeep if they were once awake? Thistime Roger stopped. | turned and
looked at him. He started to say something then stopped, asif ahand had seized histhroat. | was seeing
him from aposition of total detachment, asif examining him through amicroscope. A look of horror
cameinto hiseyes. Then hislips parted, and astrange, croaking sound came out, which changed into a
wailing scream. His head jerked back suddenly, and hefdl sideways out of hischair, hishead striking the
carpet. Hisbody wasrigid, histongue tightly clenched between histeeth, so that a sort of bloody foam
ran down the side of his mouth. He jerked several times, hiswhole body like astedl spring, then became
unconscious. Clareta screamed and jumped up. Littleway said: ‘It sdright - it samild epileptic fit. He
used to havethem asachild.’

We picked Roger up and carried him to the settee. Littleway’ s eyes met mine briefly, and | knew that he
guessed what had happened.

Ten minuteslater, the congestion disappeared from Roger’ sface, and it became grey. The rhythm of his
breathing changed; it became soft and regular. Littleway said: ‘1 think he' d better deep here. I'll get a
blanket.’

It took another half hour to comfort and soothe Clareta; then she went to bed. Littleway and | sat by the
fire, taking; | explained what had happened. Aswe talked, Roger muttered in his deep, then opened his
eyesand sat up. He said: *What the hell happened?

| said: ‘You fell adeep, that’sdl.” He groaned. ‘I’ ve got afilthy headache. Where' s Clareta? Goneto
bed? Lazy devil.” | said that she had been worried about him.

‘Yes, | know. She' sagood girl redly. I’'mvery fond of her. I'll probably follow your example and marry



her. If she'll have me.” He stood up and yawned. * Think I'll get to bed. Nice supper. Thank you both for
being so decent. | redly appreciateit.” Hewent out. Littleway and | looked at one another. Therewas
no need to express the thought aoud. Roger was obvioudy ‘cured'. * They’ had realised the danger of a
permanent psychic link with him. He could give away their secrets. So they had left him. But for how

long?

Roger’ simage - of an eagle and a snake in the same nest - struck us both as ominous. So it was arace
againg time? But why? What was at stake? And how could ‘they’ be adeep when their activities showed
them to be conscious and caculating?

| woke up the next day feeling oddly tired and depressed, and realised that | had overdept by two hours.
The period of truce was over. ‘ They’ were attacking again.

It took me about half an hour of menta effort to restore my brain to clarity. Then | went to Littleway’s
room. Hewastaking ashower. | called into the bathroom to ask him how he felt. He shouted: * Pretty
awful. Got aheadache’

| found Clareta sitting by the window, staring out at the falling rain. She was obvioudy depressed. She
told me Roger was still asleep. | went up to hisroom. He was covered only by a shest; the bedclothes
were dl over thefloor. The pillow itsaf was damp with sweet. Roger looked awful, with hishair
plastered across hisforehead with perspiration, and his skin aydlowy-grey. He was deeping with his
mouth open, and his eyes looked sunken. | sat on the windowsill, looking out into the garden, and
induced the mood of quiet. It was difficult; ‘they’ were ressting, trying to distract me. But after afew
seconds, | accomplished it. It wasimmediately clear that ‘they’ were back; the room vibrated with the
peculiar, morbid violence that | had first experienced on Stonehenge. | did exactly as| had done the night
before: entered into the rhythm of Roger’ s disordered imaginings, and began to exert avery dight
pressurein the same direction. He seemed to be dreaming of acity terrorised by two embodiments of
evil, Toveyo the Doorngter and Y aotzin the Enemy, who were waylaying travellers and burying their
bodiesin aswamp. Periodically, haf decomposed corpses were dug up and left in the town square... |
could tell that his dream was avariant of the legends of Tezcatlipoca, Lord of the Night Wind.

| wasfairly certain that Roger would wake up before | could achieve any results; my chief hope was that
he would not have another attack of epilepsy. So | exerted pressure very dowly and cautioudy. He
began to mutter in his deep. The muttering would have sounded incoherent to any other person; but since
| wasdready ‘insgde’ hisdream, | could understand what he was trying to say. He was speaking about a
cresture called the Head Hunter who only walked abroad in the moonlight. He was now jerking and
swesting; | knew it could only be amatter of minutes before he woke up. | stood by the side of the bed,
and whispered: ‘“Where can | find the Necronomicon? | remembered that Evangelistadso spoke of it
asAl Azf inthe Oldest History, so | asked him: *“Whereis Al Azif? | repeated the question several
times in awhisper. His mind was becoming a confusion of opposed forces, and | saw he was about to
wake up. Then he said something that sounded like ‘ The ladder...” Theimage that accompanieditin his
mind vanished too quickly for meto be ableto grasp it. Then hiseyeswere staring up at mewith an
expression of shock. | smiled at him. *Y ou were having nightmares.” He said: * Give me acigarette for
Chrigt’ssake.” From the tone of hisvoice, | knew that ‘they’ had gone.

Clareta brought him coffee and bacon. | stayed talking with him for ten minutes - long enough to verify
that he was back to normal - then went to report to Littleway. He was eating kippers, and buttering toast
with an appetite that showed he was fedling better. | told him what had happened. He said ‘What a pity
wedidn’'t know dl thisearlier - while Roger wasredly sick. We might have tried hypnotisng him.” | said:
“They might come back.” But | was not hopeful.

Thinking about it later that morning, it struck methat Roger’ s delay in waking up afforded a certain clue.
If ‘they’ werefully conscious, they would have made sure he woke up as soon as | entered the bedroom;



or at least, have severed contact with him. Asit was, | had amost caught them unawares. And yet they
had ressted my effort to establish * contemplative objectivity” as| sat on the windowslll. Obvioudy they
failed to connect thiswith Roger, even though | had done the same thing the night before. They were
either very stupid - or their defence system was somehow automatic and Sow to react. Thiswas
confirmed by Roger’ s assertion that ‘they’ were adeep.

In that case, we had the advantage. Littleway and | were awake. But how could this advantage be
pressed?

Littleway camein an hour later. He said: ‘I’ ve been thinking about what Roger said. The ladder. I've
been looking through the index of the world atlasto find a place that soundslike ‘the ladder’. There are
severd inIndiaand Burma. But it just struck me. Areyou sure he said “ the ladder”? Could it have been
“Philadder”?

‘Philadder? Where sthat?
‘There' s Philadelphia. If you started to say “Philadelphia’ and then broke off: Philadel’
| dapped him on the shoulder. * My god, Henry, what genius! Y ou’ re probably right.’

‘Well, it'spossible... The only troubleis, how do we find out whether there’ s some kind of occult
collection in Philade phia? It might be a private collector. Or it might belong to some crank group. | seem
to recdl that Evangdistawasin Philadelphiaat onetime...’

| said: ‘I know Edgar Freeman, the head of the English Department at the University of Pennsylvania.
He slived theremost of hislife, | think.’

‘Ring him. Wha' sthe time now - haf past one. That’ seight thirty in Pennsylvania. Give him until ten
o'clock.’

It seemed avery long shot, but we were determined to explore every possibility, no matter how remote. |
placed a cal with the transatlantic telephone operator, and said | wanted acall to the University of
Pennsylvaniaat ten o' clock. The call came through afew minutes after ten. Luckily, Freemanwasin his
office. When I’ d identified mysdf and exchanged greetings, | said:

‘I've got rather an odd problem. I’'m trying to locate abook - amediaeva book on magic and the
supernaturd. Arethere any librariesin Philade phiathat specidisein such things?

‘Not asfar as| know. | could make enquiriesfor you. | believe the Rosicrucians have a branch here, but
| don't think they have much of alibrary. We have a pretty good section here at the university, of course.
Any ideaof the book’ stitle?

| explained that it was sometimes known as the Necronimicon, but that | couldn’t say definitely. He
pointed out that the Necronomicon was afictiona work invented by Lovecraft, and | explained that |
had reason to believe it realy existed - or was based on area book. He said:

‘Gosh, | just don’'t know what to say. | have to admit | don have thefirstidea... | supposeit’sin Latin?
‘Not necessarily. It could bein Arabic.’

‘Wl that shouldn’t be too hard to check. | could find out whether we' ve got any volumesin Arabic on
magic. Frankly, | doubt it. Would you like meto check the Library of Congress catalogue?

‘No. | think it’sin Philadd phia somewhere’
‘Well, dright. I'll go down to thelibrary right now. Can | call you back?
‘Let mecall you back. In say an hour.’

The possibility seemed absurdly remote. It was only my determination to follow every possiblelead that
made me pursue it.



An hour later, the operator rang mewith my cal. Freeman wasin thelibrary. He read me out alist of
books on which Lovecraft might have based the idea of the Necronomicon Paracel sus, Corndlius
Agrippa, John Deg, Alkiridi, Costa Ber Luca, Albumasar, Khdid 1bn Jazid, Rasis, and the anonymou
author of the article on Hermeticsin the Kitab-Fihrist, the tenth-century Arab encyclopedia. The opinion
of the librarian wasthat Lovecraft may have based his‘mad Arab, Abdu; Alhazred’” on Morienus, a
legendary sorcerer who wrote anumber of books on magic - al of which have vanished. The only
Arabic book on magic in the library was John of Spain’s twelfth-century trandation of Costaben Luca's
Difference of Soul and Spirit into Latin.

| spoketo the librarian, who was an admirer of Lovecraft, and had taken some trouble to look up every
possible source for the Necronomicon. | didn't like to mention Evangdigta's Oldest History in case he
thought me atotal crank. We talked for twenty minutes, and covered every possibility. Then he said:

‘There saso, of course, the Voynich manuscript, dthough we know very little about it, of course...’
‘What' sthat?

‘Don’'t you know about it? It' s been arousing some interest recently. Professor Lang became very
interested, but of course, he disappeared...’

‘Hewhat?

‘Hewasinvolved in aplane crash, | believe. His nephew works in the English department here.’
‘Could you give me details?

‘Wouldn't it be better if | wrote to you?'Y ou must be running up an enormous phone bill.’

‘It sal chargesble againgt tax.’

Goodwin's- thelibrarian’s - story was, briefly, that Professor Lang of the University of Virginiahad
become interested in the V oynich manuscript seven years before. He had had it photographed in colour
and enlarged, and subsequently told afew close friends that he had succeeded in trandating it. But he had
disappeared on aplane trip to Washington in 1968 - the plane, a private one, was never found.

| asked: ‘ But what isthisVVoynich manuscript?

This story waslonger and more complicated. The manuscript had been found in an Italian castle and
brought to Americain 1912 by arare book dealer named Voynich. It was believed to be the work of
Roger Bacon, the thirteenth-century alchemist. But it seemed to be written in code, or in some strange
symbols. A Professor Newbold of the University of Pennsylvaniahad devoted severa yearsto breaking
the code, and announced a ameeting of the American Philosophica Society in 1921 that the manuscript
proved that Bacon was about five centuries ahead of histime as a scientist and philosopher. Newbold
died in 1928, and histrandation of the cipher was published. Another cipher expert, Professor Manly of
Chicago, now examined it thoroughly, and realised that Newbold had deceived himself. The cipher Was
‘uncrackable’, amply because too much ink had peded off the vellum for the symbolsto be read.
Newbold's‘trandation” waswishful thinking. And that, in effect, ended the story of ‘the most mysterious
manuscript intheworld’, until Lang’ s attempt at trandation in 1966.

As Goodwin told methisstory, | felt the stirrings of an immense excitement. Even without the significant
touch of Lang’ s disappearance, | would have felt thisinner-certainty that | had found what | was|ooking
for.

| asked Goodwin: ‘Would it be possible for me to examine the manuscript if | came there?

‘Of course. But wouldn't you prefer me to send you amicrofilm?

‘No. | think I’d liketo seeit for mysdlf.

‘Very well, you're very welcome...” His voice showed his bewilderment. When | hung up, | could



imagine him saying to Freeman: * Another crank. | can’'t understand it...!

When Littleway camein, | said: ‘Have you ever heard of the Voynich manuscript? ‘No, what isit?

‘With alittle luck, it may be what we relooking for.” | told him about Lang. | picked up the phone. ‘Do
you want to come?

‘Wl yes, of course’

| got through to Cooks and said | wanted to get the first planeto New Y ork. Littleway placed his hand
on my arm. ‘Book me on another flight. We can’t risk both of us on the same plane’

| did as he asked, booking mysdf on aflight that night, and Littleway at 11.15 the next morning.
Hesad: ‘Youredisewe rerisking agreat ded by flying?
| said: ‘No. There sno risk. Because | know in advance we shall win.’

And thisis perhaps the most difficult thing of dl to explain in the language of everyday consciousness; it
was aredisation that had been growing in me over the past few days. Everyone knowswhat it isto fed
‘accident prone’ - to fed tired and depressed, and to somehow know that thingswill go wrong. And
everyone has experienced - a sometime - the reverse of this: the feding of inner-pressure and rightness.
Y ou could bedriving & ninety miles an hour, and somehow know that you wouldn'’t have an accident.
Thisfeding isnot anillusion, born of over-confidence. Our subconscious roots pread farther into the soil
of redity than weredlise, and in times of unity-of-mind, they control things. Thisisnot as Srange asit
sounds. | control my body, dthough it isbasicaly apiece of dien matter. What ismore, | control it
without knowing how; al | know isthat | can makeit run and jump and walk. And in moments of
intengty, the same will that controls my body extends beyond it, to materia things. We gpprehend
something of theredlity of the outer universe, and draw strength from that redlity.

Wel, my mind wastravelling at ninety miles an hour most of thetime. And | had that driving sense of
confidence that comes from speed - and perhaps aso a dim apprehension that there were ‘ other’ powers
working for me. | had no idea of their nature, but no doubt whatever about their redity. Thisishow |
knew that there would be no plane crash.

| landed in New Y ork at midnight - 5 am. London time - and was able to catch a plane to Philadelphia
forty minutes later. | spent therest of the night in the airport Hilton, and was up at eight the next morning.
| had only coffee and toast for breskfast, for | wasfull of that fedling of excitement that comes when *the
gameisafoot’. | took the airport limousineinto Philadelphia, and was at the University shortly before ten.
Edgar Freeman looked amazed to see me walk into his office.

‘What'sdl the urgency? | didn’t expect you for at least aweek.’
‘| can't spare aweek. The library might burn to the ground.’
‘Oh, you heard about that did you?

‘ About what?

“Y our joke nearly came true last night. One of the watchmen smelt gasoline, and he found some crazy
student making atrail of it acrossthe lawn outside the library. He pulled agun when the watchman tried
to grab him. Luckily, he fdll backwards over aroller somebody had left out. They found later that he'd
emptied the best part of two galonsof gasolinein the library building.’

‘What happened?

‘Oh, nothing much. We re not making too much of it. We found asuicide note in hisroom - heintended



to shoot himsdlf after he st fireto thelibrary. Afraid we get alot of that, as you know - we had five
suicides last semester. Overwork and worry about grades. Thisisthefirst time anyone stried to take the
library with him.’

‘1t might be better not to publiciseit. Y ou might give somebody esetheidea’

‘That’ s our feding too. Anyway, come on down to meet Julian Lang. That’ s the nephew of John Lang.
He' s convinced hisunclewas mad...

Julian Lang shared an office with two other assstant professors; it was dso jammed with students. He
suggested we go down to the faculty lounge for coffee. He was atal, serious young man with aclean
profile and close-cropped hair. Freeman, who had a class, l€eft us.

‘Where did you get thisideathat the VV oynich manuscript might be the Necronomicon ? Have you come
across my uncle before?

‘No. It'spure coincidence.’ | told him about finding references to the Necronomicon in Evangdiga’s
book, and | threw in afew more invented references for good measure. He listened very serioudly,
obvioudy troubled.

“You've got meworried.’

‘Why?
Hetold methe full story of hisuncle, James Dunbar Lang - one of America s foremost experts on Poe-
and his‘trandation’ of the VVoynich manuscript. Lang had reasoned that even if agreat ded of ink had
peded off the vellum, it should have left some faint Sgns. He had huge blow-up photographs made, and
claimed that this enabled him to ‘ complete’ the damaged characters. He then discovered, according to
his nephew, that the manuscript was written in mediaeva Arabic characters, in amixture of Greek and
Latin. He trandated the manuscript, and discovered it to be the famous Necronomicon, or at least, a
part of it. He now became convinced that the remainder of the manuscript wasto be found in England,
for he believed that the Stories of the Welsh writer, Arthur Machen, prove that Machen had examined the
complete Necronomicon at sometime. In Machen’s home town, Lang became acquainted with another
occultist, amad colonel, named Urquart, who, according to Lang' s nephew, wasthe villain of the piece.
For the mad colond somehow convinced Lang that Machen' slegend of a strange, ancient people, living
underground in the Black Hills, wasliterdly true. And from this point onward, Julian Lang explained, his
uncle became the victim of an obsession - the belief that these strange people - or forces, for he believed
them to be bodiless - were planning to take over the earth. He wrote | etters to famous people, urging
them to wake up to the danger. And finally, he became convinced that the President of the United States
could save the world by ordering underground atomic explosions. Lang's family had warned everybody -
including the President’ s secretary - that the old man was harmlesdy mad. And when aprivately
chartered plane, carrying Lang and Colonel Urquart disappeared between Charlottesville and
Washington, the family was secretly relieved. Lang had apparently written a pamphlet about these
‘things that intended to take over theworld, and at the time of his death, the manuscript wasin the hands
of aCharlottesville printer. The family was not entirely in favour of suppressing it - Charles apparently
wanted it issued in alimited edition, with an explanatory note about hisuncle sfind illness- but afireat
the printers removed the cause of the dispute.

‘How did the printers catch fire? | asked.

‘Oh, some madman with a grievance. He used to work for the printer and got dismissed for
dishonesty...’

Therewas no need for Lang to finish the story. | knew the rest.

Lang - the nephew - told me that he had examined the blow-ups of the manuscript, and had become
convinced that hisuncle' s‘ completion’ of the symbols was sdlf-deception. He had never actudly seen



the trandation, so he had no idea of whether it could be considered a serious piece of scholarship. Now
my arrival made him wonder whether the whole affair should not be reconsidered. Helaughed in an
embarrassed way. ‘ Of course, I'm not suggesting there was anything in hisideas about bug eyed
monsters. | saw agreat deal of thiscolonel, and | can tell you that he was sane enough. Hewasjust a
damn swindler. He invented the whole damn thing about underground mongters. Still, if the VVoynich
manuscript isthe Necronomicon, it proves my uncle was sane enough before he went to Wales’

‘What happened to the trandation?
‘I'm pretty sure my mother destroyed it.’
‘And the blow-ups?

‘They were destroyed too. But if you' reinterested, | have some of hisnotes. I’ ve never studied them.
Y ou’ re welcome to examine them.’

‘I'd loveto. But what | redly want to seeisthe Voynich manuscript itself.’
‘Sure. Well come on downgtairs. I'll introduce you to the librarian.’

And haf an hour later, | sat doneinthelibrarian’s room with the manuscript in front of me. It consisted
of 116 folio pages written in asort of black ink that had turned purple and brown.

What was, of course, totally predictable, was that the manuscript had no *vibrations' whatever. | could
put mysdlf into a condition of total detachment, and gtill nothing came over - not even the faint vibrations
that came from the basdlt figurine. Thiswas total, 100 per-cent interference.

Again, | was puzzled that | was not aware of their presencein the room. Thisled me to suspect that the
‘interference’ was not active. It was smply that the manuscript itself had been’ * deadened’, so asto
betray no hint of itsorigin.

But there was something they could not prevent. My heightened awareness made it easy to ‘ complete
the symbals. If | examined one of theink squiggles under amagnifying glass, and concentrated onit, |
could suddenly grasp what it had been like before the ink had pedled. Thiswas not a al amatter of ‘time
vison' or intuition, but of the ordinary critical faculty sharpened to an extraordinary degree. | dso had an
Arabic language primer on the table besde me, and | only had to Stare at apage for afew secondsto
imprint every symbol on my mind. It isatechnique very smilar to ordinary ‘ speed reading’. Then it was
not difficult to grasp resemblancesin the Voynich manuscript.

Julian Lang went back to his house at mid-morning and returned with his uncle€' snotes. Thesewerein
two red spring-backed folders. They were very much apprentice notes. Lang knew Latin and Greek, but
he had no knowledge of Arabic, so pages were devoted to the laborious copying out of an Arabic
aphabet and vocabulary.

Placing mysdlf in acondition of contemplative objectivity, | was ableto discover agreat ded about Lang
from the two folders. As a person, he was rather bad tempered and impatient, but basicaly gentle and
sef-effacing. Thefirst notebook and haf of the second had been written on aboat on the Atlantic; the
remainder of the second book was written in aLondon hotel room, and later, in ahotel room at Caerleon
on Usk. It was dl written before Lang had any suspicion about the real existence of ‘them’. The detailed
trandation itself was apparently made in athird notebook - presumably the one destroyed by Julian
Lang’smother - but the present notebooks were full of interesting fragments. And hafway through the
first notebook, there was an actua transcription, in Arabic characters, of thefirst page of the Voynich
manuscript, which enabled me to check my own results. | had made a great many mistakes - many of
them due to the difference between mediaeval and modern Arabic - but had been 80 per cent accurate.

What became immediately clear was that this book was not the Necronomicon itself, but acommentary
on it by some monk of the thirteenth century whom Lang calls Martin the Gardener. But it contained so
many long quotations from the Necronomicon that it undoubtedly gave avery full and accurate picture of



that work.

The opening page of Lang' strandation ran asfollows: ‘ The book of the black name, containing the
history of that which came before men. The great old ones were both one and many. They were not
separate souls like men, yet they were separate wills. Some say they came from the stars, some say that
they were the soul of the earth when it was formed from a cloud. For dl life comes from the beyond,
where thereis no consciousness. Life needed amirror, thereforeit invaded theworld of matter. Thereit
became its own enemy, because they [bodies?] possess form. The great old ones wanted to avoid form,
therefore they reected the heavy material of the body. But then they lost the power to act. Therefore
they needed servants.’

Asl read this, | felt dow waves of ddight, of anticipation, of akind of certainty, pouring over me. There
was no ambiguity here. It put into wordswhat | dready suspected. Fundamentally, it is a statement of the
Shavian-Bergsonian philosophy. This can be expressed briefly asfollows: Running pardld to the universe
of matter thereisanother universe, of purelife. And life hasinvaded matter - at first by sheer force (asin
the plant and the amoeba), later with the use of ingght and cunning, through the crestion of the brain.

Now individual consciousness, astypified in human beings, has great advantages and great
disadvantages. Individuaity means a narrowing, and narrowness can be useful. It isgood for close-up
work. We have invented the magnifying glass and the microscope to narrow our vision, because
narrowness makes for precison. But narrowness dso makesfor falure of purpose, for exhaustion of the
will; for purpose depends upon a broad vision, aclear sght of one's objective.

According, then, to the Voynich manuscript, life's earliest attempt to ‘invade’ matter was
non-individuaistic. Gaseous star-matter was chosen as the point of invasion. And the ‘beings who came
into existence in the interstellar spaces were little more than aggressive clouds of vita energy. (Lovecraft
has an interesting story about one of these beings, The Colour Out of Space.) Asthe star-clouds
condensed into planets, these beings found their activity restricted. Hence the words of the Vatican
codex: ‘they lived in this state for seven hundred and eighty thousand katuns, until the cloud becamethe
earth, and their bodies were of earth.’

All thismust be supposed to have taken place before the origins of ‘life aswe know it in the
pre-Cambrian era, before the seas had formed and cooled enough to sustain the smplest
micro-organism. And when thesefirgt tiny, deethless organisms formed, life had taken another course, the
course of individudity. And for millions, perhaps billions of years, it must have seemed to the *watchers
that individuality was not going to pay off. Life remained static - until some chance mutation introduced
desth. And with death came the possibility of reproduction; and with reproduction came new mutations.
Evolution was launched. But five hundred million years had to pass before there were creatures
aufficiently evolved to be useful as servants. Perhaps Bolk was right, and they created man by somehow
arresting the development of an ape’'s embryo.

But what then? Did the VVoynich manuscript contain the rest of the story? | searched through Lang’s
notebooks, tantalised by fragmentary sentences. Lang had been lessinterested in the legendary than in
the scientific parts of the manuscript. It isfull of sketches, some of them obvioudy astronomica and
adtrologicd, others far more mysterious. Thereisadrawing that Newbold assumed, correctly, to be of a
human spermatozoon. It proved that the unknown genius who wrote the V oynich manuscript had
invented the microscope four hundred years before Leeuwenhoeck. And according to Lang, some of the
astronomical gpeculations anticipate the latest theories of the twentieth century.

Using hisnotes asaguide, | set about the transcription of the manuscript into Greek. Long before | had
completed the second page, it wastimefor thelibrary to close.

Littleway joined me at the hotdl intimefor dinner. He shared my excitement when | showed him Lang's
notebook, and checked my rough trandation of haf the second page. It was disappointing. The monkish
chronicler obvioudy fet that the idea of men being created by the Ancient Old Ones conflicted with the



Book of Genesis, so he proceeds to argue that the creatures created by the Old Ones were not men, but
demons, ‘brown in colour, their skins made leathery by thefires of hell.’

We had dinner sent up to our room - we were sharing one - and spent the evening going through Lang’s
notebooks. Littleway had dready been involved in adrunken brawl at Kennedy airport with an American
sallor who said hedidn't like Littleway’ s accent; ‘they’ were quite capable of inciting one of the hotel’s
gueststo pick aquarrel with us: so we locked ourselvesin. At nine sharp the next morning, we were both
back at thelibrary. Littleway had brought his own camerafor filming documents - of the type used by
pies during the war - and we spent the morning filming every page of the manuscript, in casethe origina
was destroyed. Then we worked together on transcription and trandation, each taking a different page.

We ate no lunch - food tended to disturb the clarity of the brain - but we stopped at about one o0’ clock
for coffee.

Littleway commented that the account given in the Voynich manuscript differed from the Vatican Codex
inthat it said nothing about the dark god from the stars, who came to earth and set up arivary with the
Ancient Old Ones. He had trand ated another half page, and it contained the familiar satement that the
Old Ones had taken up the practice of black magic. | suggested that the Mayas probably wanted to
flatter their gods because they were afraid of them - in the way that contemporary historians always
describetyrants asgood’ . So they invented an enemy, responsiblefor al theworld'sills.

But even s0, the black magic explanation of their downfal made no sense. For surdly black magicisa
human invention, meaning the attempt by human beingsto aly themsdaves with the Great Old Ones?

We were both relaxed, drinking our coffee, our minds temporarily ‘idling’. We both sat thinking, staring
at the manuscript. We had the same thought: if only the interference would stop, so that we could gain
someingght into itshistory... Littleway said: ‘1 think you' re probably right about the interference. It's
purely automatic.” We both made an effort to  see’ the history of the manuscript, but it wasliketrying to
push down astonewall.

Littleway said: *Y ou know, if it isautomatic, we ought to be able to do something about it

‘What?

‘Well, supposing we both tried to grasp it together? Two minds ought to be twice as strong as one.’
This had not struck me, for | had not seen it as a question of force.

‘Let’stry.’

We both concentrated on the manuscript, drifting into astate of detachment, trying to seeit froma
‘distance’, asit were. At first it ssemed to make no difference. Then, after about minute, | had adistinct
sensation of meaning. Littleway had it too; he glanced & mein triumph. We returned to our
concentration. The swest rolled down my forehead, and every muscle in my body wastense. Thena
curious thing happened. | became aware of Littleway’ s concentration too. | can only explainitinthis
way. Supposing two men stand shoulder to shoulder and try to move an enormous rock that is
embedded in the ground. It remains absolutely solid, and neither of them is aware of the other’ s effort, for
each is concentrating wholly on pushing. Then the rock moves very dightly, and both increase thelr

efforts. It moves more, and now each of them is aware of the help of the other, for the rock is now
returning their pressure, and each can fed the effect of the other’ s effort.

Thisiswhat happened with us. We became aware of one another’ s minds pushing at the barrier. And
like the two men pushing the rock, we ceased to move independently, and locked our minds so that our
efforts were concerted.

And now, very dowly, therock-like barrier began to give. More and more meaning became visible. It
ceased to be merely aheap of yelowed parchment; its history began to form around it. It was an exciting
sensation, asif someone had opened awindow and let in a breeze smelling of melting snow and spring



flowers. Our minds could move, and | realised that the *barrier’ had been somekind of alock on the
mind. It was quite Smple. The manuscript possessed emanations that acted upon the deep centre of the
brain. But it would be amistake to think of these emanations as akind of odour issuing from the
manuscript, for an odour would be congtant, and these emanations were dormant until therewas an
attempt to ‘see’ the manuscript’ s history. They could be compared to akind of burglar darm that would
not operate unless there was an attempt to ‘break in’. Littleway and | had smply forced thethingto a
limit - for one must imagine aburglar darm that rings louder and louder, the harder the burglar triesto
break in.

Quite suddenly, all resistance disappeared; the history of the manuscript lay open to us.

And a the same moment, we both became aware of something else - something that temporarily
destroyed dl interest in the manuscript. The*darm’ had wakened something up. We both knew this
ingtantly. And then we also redlised that so far, neither of us had dedlt directly with the Great Old Ones,
but only with their robot servants.

It was completely impossible to describe what happened, for thiswas adirect intuition or fedling - like
sitting on alog and discovering it isacrocodile. It might convey something of the terror of that moment if
| say that it wasjust asif agiant black face had suddenly appeared in the sky over Philadelphia, agreat
face with yellow eyes and abeast’ sfangs. We had awakened some vast, deeping force, and its
movement was like a psychic explosion, some greet spiritud earthquake.

We were both petrified. We felt like someone who walks into a cave, and stumbles upon some deeping
mongter, that growls and gtirs. Suddenly, | understood the meaning of Lovecraft’ sline: ‘In hishouse a
R’lyeh dead Cthulhu waits dreaming.” No wonder Lovecraft had nightmares that destroyed his hedlth;
through some strange gift of second sight, he understood the sheer size and power of the Old Ones.

Neither of us dared to breathe; we wanted to efface ourselves completely. For this‘thing’ seemed to
shake the earth; it was a power that could have wiped out Philadel phialike aman slamping on an ant hill.

We sat there for more than an hour. | am glad that no one cameinto the room; it would have disturbed
our stillness, and perhapswarned ‘It’ of our presence. And yet | had no ideathat we had been there for
an hour; | would have guessed five minutes. Our concentration was So intense that all physical processes
seemed to stop.

We had no idea of whether the*Thing’ wasaware of us. | am inclined to believe it was not. It stirred in
itsdeep, looked around for amoment, saw nothing of interest, and gradualy drifted back to deep.’

And as we sat there, we both had the same vision: of the horror that would ensueif the‘ Thing’ woke up.
We had visions of mountains ripped apart, of the ocean bed opening into an immense gulf into which the
whole Pacific Ocean would vanish, of continents folded and crumpled like sheets of paper. Thewhole
earth could be crushed out of shape, as easily as a powerful man could crush aripe orangein hisfit.

Gradualy, the sense of earthquake died away. It wasterrifying whileit lasted, for we were both so dearly
aware that thiswas not calculated movement, but only uneasy dtirrings. If the‘ Thing' woke up any
more, there was no telling what might happen; even its stirrings were like the eruption of Krakatoa

When everything was quiet again, we both became aware that the VV oynich manuscript had ‘ closed
again. It was completely impenetrable. But | had glimpsed enough, in the few seconds before ‘It” had
dtirred, to know most of the answersto the problemsthat troubled me.

Yes, ‘they’ had created human beings astheir servants. ‘ They’ had power, but no precision. And for
long ages, human beings served them faithfully, and were dlowed ingghtsinto many secrets. And then
their Masters had brought the gresat disaster upon themselves, something so cataclysmic that it had
destroyed most of the human race. But before they succumbed, they saw their danger: that their servants
would themsealves become the masters of the earth, and learn the ancient secrets.



All this| had seen very clearly, in the few seconds before | lost dl interest in the VVoynich manuscript. |
had not seen the nature of the disaster that had almost destroyed the earth - and the Old Ones; neither
had Littleway. But he had seen other things. He had seen that the Old Ones created robot forcesto
guard their interests during their great deep. And they had a so taken certain stepsto try to prevent their
ex-servants from becoming too powerful. The most important of these was ardigion of torture and
sacrifice. It wastheir aim to turn men back into beasts. And this was not too difficult Sncethe
characterigtic of men isacertain narrowness of vision that makes them easy to deceive. The age
immediately after the destruction of the Great Old Oneswas the age of the Religions of Terror. Men
believed that the gods could only be propitiated by torture and death, and they went to war solely to
capture enemies who could be tortured to degth, and then eaten. WWhen no enemies were available, then
virgins of the tribe were sacrificed to the gods. The age of the Rdligions of Terror lasted for thousands of
years, and its mark is still upon the human race. The Great Old Ones came close to their aim of turning
their former servantsinto arace of killer gpes. | had caught aglimpse of this horror when | visited
Stonehenge with Littleway. The barbarities of which human beings have been capable have left a
permanent mark on the human race. Asrecently asthe 1830s, a sect of the Rdligions of Terror il
existed in Indiaunder the name of Thuggee, and the Thugs devoted amonth of every year to murdering
travellers and burying their bodies. Similar sects flourished among the Incas, the Aztecs and the Mayas.
Strange subconscious memories of these sectsinfluenced the Nazisin their attempt to exterminate the
Jews.

Our experience of the afternoon had shaken us both. It would not be true to say that our curiosity had
vanished; but it was dwarfed by the fear that possessed us. Something had stirred in its degp; when
would it wake up? Today, tomorrow, a hundred years hence? What did human evolution matter in that
case? When they woke up, they would destroy usall.

There seemed no point in staying in Philadelphia. We had learned all the manuscript had to tell us. Before
weretired for the night, we booked our flights back to New Y ork. We decided to sail from there. There
was no point in rushing home.

That night, for thefirst time since my operation, | dept badly. | woke up long before dawn, and sat by the
window, ligening to the rain, and fighting off the depresson. Everything seemed pointless; | could not
stop thinking of that terrifying force that had stirred in its deep. Less than twenty-four hours before, | had
believed that the road of human evolution lieswide open. Now | knew it was closed. | found mysdlf
wondering whether there might be some future for the human race on another planet of the solar system -

perhaps Venus.

Littleway’ svoice sartled me, speaking out of the darkness, and | realised that he had aso been lying
awake. ‘What do you suppose caused the disaster?

| sad: ‘Do you think it makes any difference? But | saw hisline of thought. And dthough it seemed a
pointless preoccupation, | devoted the next hour to thinking about it. On the surface, it seemed
unanswerable. These ‘ creatures possessed no individuality, in the sense that we do. Now most of our
human problems are due to the sdf-division that arises from individuadity, for al our problems can be
summarised in oneword: trividity. We are victims of the ‘demon of thetrivid’. All human evils can
eventualy be traced to the narrowness of human consciousness. But these ‘ powers' could never be
entrgpped in thetrivid. They were ementds.

Or wasthisentirely true? They could caculate. They were intelligent enough to create human beings by
some interference with the normal biologica processes. And how can intelligence exist without

s f-criticiam, salf-discipline? For example, a stupid man is confronted by an obstacle and loses his
temper - which may |leave the obstacle unaffected. The intelligent man controls hisfrustration, examines
the obstacle, and calculates how it can best be removed. It isnot that heis naturally patient. Impatienceis



asgnof high vitdity, and intelligence should be more vita than stupidity, not less. He directshis
impatience asthe barrel of agun directsabullet.

And so | had to suppose that the Old Ones possessed some degree of self-control, self-criticism. And
thisimplies sdf-divison, for one haf of the being is set up againgt the other. And self-divisonimmediately
createsthe possibility of bad mistakes. All neurosis and insanity is dueto sdf-divison, to sdf-criticism
out-weighing vitaity. Self-criticism isabrake, and brakes sometimes jam.

And where did dl thislead? | had to admit: nowhere. For what could be more absurd than to suppose
that all the Old Ones succumbed to some kind of collective neurosis? In fact, what could be lesslikely? |
remembered that terrifying impression of power that | had experienced in thelibrary, and knew that this
could not be the answer. A creature that could create such a psychic earthquake, evenin its deep, could
never suffer from ‘locked brakes .

On the plane from Philadelphiato New Y ork, | stared out of the window &t the grey rain clouds below
us. It had been raining heavily before we boarded, and the air had that distinctive smell of wet clothes. It
struck methat | had not noticed such things before my operation; it meant that my subconsciousness was
dull and narrow; non-relationd. | made a haf-hearted effort to throw off the dullness, and redlised that
‘they’ were Stting heavily upon me.

At least | now understood why | couldn’t sensetheir presence; they were machines, robots. But what
brilliant, ingenious machines, that could respond so intimately to my own menta states!

| found mysdlf forgetting the terror of ‘that hideous strength’, touched suddenly by admiration. What kind
of civilisation wasit they built? | aready knew, from the VVoynich manuscript, that they had been
responsible for the building of thelegendary civilisation of Mu, which may have been destroyed aslong
ago as Sx million years, in the mid-Pliocene. Mu was, of course, acivilisation of men, built according to
the ingtructions of the Ancient Old Ones:. ‘the servants quarters, as Littleway called it. And what about
their own *civilisation’ ? It was true that they were amost bodiless, judged by human standards; but then,
they were dso immortd; they had whole geologica epochsin which to exercise their ingenuity.

What ardlief it must have been to them to finaly have ‘ servants, after waiting five hundred million years
for them! For servants are al-important. The pyramids and the megaliths of Europe were planned by
rulers of genius; but without the man-power to move the stones, all the genius would have been wasted.

It may seem that | am contradicting myself, for | have said that their power was that of aspiritua
earthquake. But dl the energy of Niagara Fallswould be uselessfor repairing a Swiss watch, just asthe
powers of the hydrogen bomb would be usdlessfor building apyramid. In creating man, the Old Ones
developed a tool, aprecison tool.

Thinking about it inthisway, | ceased to fed fear and horror. Thiswas no melodramawith ahero and a
villain, but auniversal tragedy. ‘ They’ had made the wrong choice; so had we. They had power and
immortality; we have precision and patience. Given time, man will escape the consequences of his narrow
consciousness. And given time, ‘they’ might have escaped the consequences of their power. But
something had gonewrong...

| thought of those great underground cities, described by Lovecraft, citieswith ‘ cyclopean blocks' of
masonry and hugeinclined planes. And | remembered my insight on Silbury Hill. Wasthere such acity
below Silbury? And might it afford some clue to the cause of that catastrophe that had amost destroyed
the world?

My thoughts passed to the civilisation of Mu. It must have been dtogether incredible. Man's chief
problem has alway's been his belligerence; civilisation after civilisation has collgpsed through war. For asa
species, men seem incapable of working for the common good. Wells pointed out long ago that we could
cregte a super-civilisation if men could experience a‘ change of heart’, and ceaseto fed separate from



one another. The men of Mu were servants of a Master whom they regarded as agod. They worked
together to do his bidding, without rivary, without sdf-interest. It must have been an dmost perfect
civilisation whileit lasted - undoubtedly the origin of dl legends of the *golden age' . Then what had
happened?

The deep feding of oppression had lifted when we landed at La Guardia. Littleway and | had not been
stting together on the plane, and now | started to tell him some of the thoughts that had cometo me
during the past twenty minutes. We were standing in the termind, waiting for our baggage to arrive. As
wetaked, | was vaguely aware of someone saying something in aloud voice, and after afew minutes,
we both looked across a the cause of the commotion, an obvioudy drunk man wearing a huge stetson
hat, who was arguing with a Negro porter. Suddenly, it became clear that the man was about to hit the
porter. An air hostess who was walking past tried to intervene, and the porter seized the opportunity to
dip away. A few moments later, the man in the stetson come and stood closeto us, obvioudy dill ina
rage and looking for somebody to listen sympathetically to hisside of the Sory. Littleway caught hiseye
for amoment, then quickly turned away and began to talk to me. The man stood there, swearingina
fairly audible voice. The baggage began to arrive on amoving belt; Littleway stepped forward to take his
own case, and collided with alady who tried to lean across him. He said: *Oh, I’'m so sorry’ and stood
back. The man in the stetson caught the English accent, and repeated in amocking voice: ‘I'm so sorry.’
Now Littleway, as| have said, had never been aman of any great patience, although his character had
altered so much since the ‘ operation’; he could have pretended not to hear, but the voice was so loud
that it would have been obviousthat this was not so. He turned and glared irritably at the manin the
stetson. And before | could intervene, the man had grabbed Littleway by the shoulders, and was
shouting: * Y ou trying to pick aquarrd, buster?

Littleway said, with quiet anger: ‘ My nameis not buster, and if you don't take your hands away...’
“You'll what? said the man, obvioudly delighted to have ared quarrel on hishands.

What happened next happened in far lesstimethan it takesto tdll. | wasin arage; hectoring and bullying
make mefed like committing murder. So was Littleway. Aswe stood there, both glaring at the man, |
became aware of Littleway’smind, just as| had been aware of it when we weretrying to ‘break’ the
interference around the VVoynich manuscript | have mentioned my discovery of my ahility to ‘repel’
unwanted acquaintancesin the Victoriaand Albert Museum; it wasthis, rather than my ordinary power
of ‘focusng’, that | suddenly found myself exercising. It al happened too quickly for caculation; it was
smply that Littleway and | directed our inginctive fury againgt the man aswe might have shouted at him.
Therewas afeding like an explosion - dthough not a physical one - and the man smply dropped
sdeways on to the moving belt. All this had happened within afew seconds of hisgrabbing Littleway, so
for amoment, no onetook it in. Then awoman screamed, and | tried to support the man as hefell off the
moving belt and hit the floor. His eyes were open, but completely blank, and there was blood running
from the corner of hismouth. A moment later, three men and awoman came running up - evidently of the
party of the aggressve Texan. It was a pity they hadn’t found him afew minutes earlier. The woman
asked: ‘What happened? and Littleway said. ‘1 think he's had a heart attack.” | wasfedlingtheman's
pulse, and was glad to find it had not stopped. Other people came up, including an American Airlines
pilot who had seen the whole thing, and who verified that Littleway had not touched the man. My case
arrived at this moment; and since the crowd was now enormous, we both dipped away. Littleway asked:
‘Was he dead?

‘No.’

‘Thank God for that.” But both of us knew that, in a sense, the man might as well have been dead. It was
not a physical power we had exerted against him, but amental power, and the damage would be mental,
not physical. As soon asit happened, we both felt thoroughly guilty about it. To begin with, wewere
perfectly aware that it had been engineered by ‘them’; it was not the fault of the aggressive Texan. And
evenif it had been, we would have taken care not to cause real damage. Moreover, if either of us had



acted done, there would have been no severe damage. It was because our wills had acted in concert that
the man was so badly hurt.

Therewas no point in worrying about it. It could not be undone. We smply had to be more careful next
time. | had to make a ddliberate effort to forget the blanknessin the man’ s eyes as he collapsed on the
belt.

But aswetravelled in to the East Sde Termind on the airport bus, | found mysdif trying to recollect the
experience in detail, in dow motion, asit were. For there was something about it that struck me as
interesting. Then it cameto me. My explosion of anger had been directed with an accuracy that was new
to me. It had been like firing ahigh powered rifle with a telescopic sight; whereas my previous
experiences of this same power - in the London Library and the V and A - had been more likefiring an
old blunderbuss. It would have been better for the Texan if | had not been so accurate.

What did it mean? Obvioudy, my powers were dowly maturing, increasing. But in what way?

Then | understood. What had increased was my actua power of concentration. Captain Shotover in
Heartbreak House talks about trying to achieve the seventh degree of concentration. And what could be
more to the point? Moments of ecstasy, of increased vitality, are accompanied by afeding of
concentration, asif consciousness could clenchitsdf like afist. But thismoment of intensity isusualy
followed by an involuntary relaxation, which we cannot control. One could imagine aconcentration so
intense that there was no question of lass of control. What was happening to me was smply that my
ability to concentrate wasincreasing.

| said to Littleway: ‘Would you mind very much if wereturned by air after al?
Helooked surprised. * Of course not. Why?

| sad: ‘I’ve got afeding thingsare moving. | don’t want to be stuck in the middle of the Atlantic if
anything comes up.’

It sounds absurd, but it is neverthel ess true that one of the most important parts of this story isuntellable.
For dl | can say isthat | spent the five hours between New Y ork and Heath Row airport investigating the
possibilities of this power of concentration. | did nothing that can be described; | merely stared out of the
window and concentrated. And each time | did so, my mind felt like alead weight that | was swinging
through the air; that is, it felt concentrated and controlled.

And suddenly, in aflash, | understood. | knew what had almost destroyed the Great Old Ones. |
knew what had plunged them into adesth-like deep for Six million years.

Theway it came about was Smply this. | wasrevelling in thefeding of controlled power, and |
contrasted it with what had happened at La Guardia, when my rage had taken me unawares. | had not
wanted to permanently wreck the man’s mind; it had happened because my instinctive rage had
suddenly been concentrated and directed by this conscious power of my mind.

What do we mean by ‘man’ ? \We mean his conscious being, the part of him that distinguishes him from
the beasts. When we spesk of ‘the humanities', for example, we mean art and music and poetry and
classical languages, dthough war and competitive sports are equally human and perhaps deserve to be
included.

Man has devel oped a conscious mind that marchesin the opposite direction from hisingtinctive drives.
Every young man who becomes obsessed by literature or music or scienceis awarethat heis creating a
persondity that has nothing to do with his more violent emotions: rage, lugt, jedlousy.

All thisis plain enough; | have aready spoken about man's sef-divison.
But what | suddenly redlised on the plane was that in these past months, | had been steadily developing



my ‘human’, controlled part, my powers of thought and concentration, until my conscious mind had
become a deadly weapon. So that when, for amoment, my instinctive rage took possession of my will,
the result was the almost complete destruction of afellow human being.

| could put it very crudely like this. While my conscious mind devel oped the accuracy of ahigh powered
rifle, my subconscious mind had been developing the power of apiece of heavy artillery. Therefore, the
greater my powers of ‘focusing’, the more deadly my potentia power of destruction.

For example, one of the hostesses on the plane reminded me of Barbara. After looking at her for a
moment, | stared at the seat in front of me, and conjured up her image in my mind. The power of my
concentration was so great that | projected an image of the girl on the seat-back, just asif my eyeswere
acinema projector. It was, of course, apurely mental image, not ared one; but itsintensity was so great
that a person with any degree of ‘ second sight’ would have been aware of it. | found myself wondering
how the girl’ s figure compared with Barbara s before Barbara was pregnant. My projected image of the
girl immediately proceeded to remove her clothes, and continued until she was naked. Thiswasnot a
matter of imagination, any more than my time vision was amatter of imagination. It was‘ relationd
consciousness . For example, observed that the girl was wearing an underdip of apale green colour as
she removed her clothes. Later, when the‘real’ girl wasreaching up to take down some pillows from the
overhead rack, her blouse parted company with the top of her skirt, revealing the green underdlip.

Now the sight of the girl undressing produced little or no sexud excitement. But if | had possessed this
same power in my late teens, | would undoubtedly have spent most of the day ‘undressing’ every girl of
my acquaintance. But then, athough my sexua gppetites have dways been norma enough my intellectud
enthusiasms have meant that | could never, a any point, have been described as*highly sexed'. |
remember reading a biography of Theodore Dreiser that mentioned that he smply wanted to possess
every woman he saw in the street, and that he could not be in the same room with an attractive girl for
more than afew minutes before experiencing acompulsion to touch her. What would have happened to
Dreiser if he had possessed this power of focusing hisimagination? The overwhelming power of his
sexua impulse would have taken over his conscious powers of focusing; hislife would have been an
endless orgy of mentd rape.

| think my central point should be clear. Conscious powers of focusing are dangerous according to one's
degree of control of the subconscious levels of the mind.

The Old Ones created man, apparently by arresting the development of an ape’ s embryo. But in order to
create anything, we have to harness the powers of the unconscious. Try threading a needle when you are
inahurry. Itisdifficult, because you have summoned up energy to drive you at top speed, and you have
to repressit in order to concentrate on the eye of the needle. No precise act of creation is possible
without repression of our energies.

The Old Ones were creatures of incredible power; elementas - and yet they became man’s collaborator
in building the world' sfirst greet civilisation. They observed these humanoids they had created, and they
redlised the power of the human imagination fuelled by optimism and purpose. And they suddenly knew
that, no matter how great the risk, they aso had to develop a conscious *filter’, the ability to focustheir
incredible powers. They used men for the most ddlicate and precise jobs; but they themsalves also strove
to develop ddlicacy and precison. They went through the phase that every intelligent teenager
experiences. of developing anew, individualised consciousness, and leaving the ingtincts to fend for
themsalves. And to begin with, it was successful. Until one day, the suppressed instincts exploded,
destroying al they had crested, destroying the civilisation of Mu and their human servants. And only a
remnant remained...

That, | was certain, was the answer to the mystery of how the Great Old Ones became deepers. They
were, in effect, stunned by the catastrophe they had brought on themselves. And six million years had
passed like asingle night, and the remnants of the human race had organised themselves and learned to



build their own civilisation. But how long would the Old Ones go on degping?

Aswe waited in the customs queue at Heathrow Airport, | explained my discovery to Littleway. Hewas
fascinated by my description of my new power of imaginative ‘focusing'. But with hisusua scientific
caution, he asked: * Can you be sureit isn't ordinary imagination? | mean, it could have been coincidence
that the girl was wearing agreen underdip...”

‘| don’t know. There must be some way of testing it.” On the other side of the customs barrier, asmartly
dressed woman was greeting her hushand. A large dsatian dog was aso licking his hand. | remember
Littleway remarking once that he thought thoroughbred dogs possessed alarger degree of * second sight’
than mongrels. | focused on the ground close to the dog, and conjured up the image of Lady Jane's
Siamese cat - an extremely bad tempered animd that detested dogs. The dsatian reacted immediately,
turning its head sharply and staring intently a theimaginary cat. Meanwhile, its master and mistress had
linked arms and were wal king away, without noticing that the dog was preoccupied. | now ceased to
‘focus the cat, and instead projected an image of the man and woman walking away in the opposite
direction. At this moment, the man looked round, noticed the dog was staring into space, and whistled.
The dog started, and ran after my imaginative projection. It did not even turn its head when its master
caled ‘Dinah!’ | relaxed and alowed the projection to vanish. The dog stopped, bewildered, then heard
its master’ s shout, and ran back in the opposite direction. Littleway waswatching dl this, hewas
following the direction of my stare. *‘What on earth did you do?

| explained. He said: ‘1 wonder if it works with people? Try it.” The customs officer had just dismissed
the woman standing beside us; he now glanced into our cases, and showed usthe usual declaration. We
both shook our heads, and the officer looked down into our open cases. At this moment, | concentrated
al my powersinto projecting an image of a pretty girl opening her casein the spot the woman had just
vacated. Nothing seemed to happen; the customs man nodded to usto close our cases. | made an
additiond effort. The man turned to the empty space next to us, his hand aready reaching out to show
the*girl’ the customs declaration. Seeing the blank space, he blinked with surprise, but recovered himself
immediately, and turned to the middle aged lady on the other side of us. Littleway asked; ‘“Well? |
nodded and smiled. The effort had not been as spectacular as with the dog; but | was certain that my
image had conveyed itsdlf to the customs officer; his surprise had been unmistakable.

Ontheairport businto London, Littleway commented: ‘1’ m beginning to wish | hadn’t waited Sx months
before my operation.’

| said: ‘Asfar as| know, you won't have to wait that long for the power of focusing to develop. It should
be possibleright away.” Infact, the‘ operation’ is unnecessary to devel op this particular ability; any
human being can do it. Congder: if you try to crack awalnut with ahammer, and the walnut isresting on
acushion, you need to use al your strength. Put the walnut on a concrete floor, and the dightest tap
breaksit. While the nut is on the cushion, the energy of your blow is diffused. And thisexplainsthe
apparent feebleness of the human imagination. Wetry to conjure up an image in a haf-hearted way, and
we make no red effort to sustain it. We don't expect anything to happen, so the act isaimless, vague,
and itsenergy isdiffused.

On the drive back to Langton Place, | tried to explain the techniqueto Littleway. The only difference
between his powers and minelay in my dightly superior ability to focus; you could say that my ‘focusing
muscle’ was stronger. But amuscle can be strengthened by exercise. And thiswas dl Littleway needed
todo. Tostinachair saring at ablank wall, to conjure up an image - preferably something familiar -
andthento ‘look a’ theimage asif it wasred, to project the intention you would project if it wereredl.
The success of the operation depends solely on the will-power with which theimage isfocused. Most
human beings would not dream of exerting willpower on afocused image, because they wouldn’t expect
it to have the dightest effect. In fact, the amount of will-power needed to ‘redise’ animageiswel within



the range of any intdlligent person.

The consequence wasthat Littleway, with very little help from me, was‘focusing” within acouple of
hours. | knew he had succeeded when | was leaning Over the fountain, fishing out aspider that had got
itself marooned on afloating leaf, Suddenly | had a clear impression of ahuge figure standing behind me,
about to hit me on the back of the head with aniron pipe; | dmost fdll into the fountain as | turned, ralsing
my arm to defend my head. There was no onethere, but | saw Littleway standing in the window of the
library, grinning a me.

We spent the rest of the day playing thisfascinating game. It was one of the strangest sensations | had
ever known - to see, for example, asmal man in green, the size of Tom Thumb, walking acrossthe table
top, clearly visblein every detall, and bowing to me with aflourish of hisgreen hat. It was horrifying to
look at the window, and see amongtrous, hairy face, rather like King Kong, glaring in a me. Littleway
even tried to project an image of hiswife for my benefit, but it lacked detail - obvioudy because his
attitude towards her was sdlf-divided.

We were both so interested in the possibilities of this new power that | totally forgot about the basalt
figurine. | was reminded of it by Barbara, who rang me up a ninein the evening to say she intended to
return the following day. She said: * By the way, there was another article about Chichen Itzain one of the
Sunday colour supplements. There' s a photograph of abasdt statue that |ooks rather like the one you' ve

got.
The Sunday newspapers werein Roger’s part of the house, and | saw that the cover of the colour
supplement carried an excellent photograph of the figurine that was taken from the well. Ingde, there was

another full page photograph, taken from another angle. This statuette was covered with fine carvings,
which explained why they had photographed it twice.

| stared at the photograph on the cover. It was, asitsfinder had remarked, quite unlike the usua Maya
carvings: lessfantadtic, plainer. The face was angular, hard and strong. A photograph isnormally
atogether less satisfying than areal object for the exercise of ‘timevison'. But in thiscase, the
photographs were so detailed, and the resemblance to our own figurine so remarkable, that | was ableto
‘takeahold’ of it with my mind and explore it dmost asthoroughly asif it had been redl. It was
atogether easer to grasp than our own figurine, for the carvings on it gave it more character, and the
Mayan language was now familiar to me.

And then, with a shock of amazement and delight, | redised that there was no interference. For a
moment, | assumed that ‘they’ had decided to stop trying to block my time-vison. Then | understood. It
was a photograph, and the interference was made to operate only from the real object. Of course! In
spite of theincredibly advanced leve of their civilisation, the people of Mu knew nothing about
photography, which depends upon the chance discovery that silver salts are darkened by light. A drawing
of thefigurine, no matter how accurate, would convey amost nothing of itslife history. And so ‘they’ had
made an incredible mistake. The interference was connected with the object itsdlf, like aburglar darm;
but it did not apply to photographs! With atremendous rush of triumph and delight, | realised we had our
solution! | hurried upstairsto tell Littleway. He wasin the bath and | went in without knocking. He said:
‘My god, are you sure?

‘Look.” | held out the colour supplement.

‘Better wait until 1 get out or I'll get water oniit.” | left him to get dry. Ten minutes|ater, | went back. He
was Sitting naked on the edge of the bath, staring at the colour photograph of the figurine and murmuring:
‘Wdll, well, well.” He was so absorbed that he was startled when | said: ‘What do you think? He
looked up.

‘Haveyou looked at it? (Hemeant had | *looked’ intoitspast.) | said no - I'd rushed straight to tell him.



Without speaking, he handed me the magazine. | took it into his bedroom, sat in the armchair, and
alowed mysdf to Snk into contempl ative objectivity. Thistook rather longer than usud, since | was so
excited. But when my mind wasfree, hovering over the photograph, | was instantly overwhelmed by the
samefeding of gridy horror that | had felt on Stonehenge, and the same frightening sensation of looking
down aravine many miles deep. There was the same halucinatory effect of vast distances and endless
horizons. Then, as| stared, the horror passed away; | was seeing through it and beyond it, at prospects
far more distant. And what | then saw produced a sensation of beauty and vitality that dazzled me and
seemed to shake dl my senses.

| was looking into afresher, more primitive world, aworld that seemed far more adive and green than our
own. It reminded me of how | had sat with Alec Lydl beside adeep, fast flowing mountain torrent in
Scotland, looking down into green water that flowed like molten glass, but that seemed dmost till,
except for dight swirls on its surface. Something about the vision produced atremendous surge of pure
gladness. It was a spring-like sensation, and yet thiswas alush, tropica spring of endless benevolence,
like the romantic dream of a south sea paradise. | knew that | was not seeing the ‘redl thing’, of course;
thisfigurine was scarcely half amillion yearsold, and | was looking back seven million years. What | was
seeing was alegend, atradition, but these words completely fail to describeitsvitdity. Thiswasa
tradition nurtured and believed with such intensity that it was asred as everyday life. The nearest pardléd

| can think of isthe Chrigtian story of the crucifixion and the absol ute power it has exerted oven so many
minds.

What | realised immediately was that the Mayas were direct descendants of the people of Mu. But | also
saw something else that came as asurprise, even as ashock. The greet tradition of the Ancient Old Ones
had been continued for many thousands' of years by men, by a caste of priest-magicians who had been
the absolute rulers of the civilisation. For the first hadf million years after the ‘ disagter’, the Old Oneswere
S0 deeply adeep that they ceased to be an influencein any way. Their priestsremained loyd, waiting
patiently for the day when * They’ would rise again. And the grestest of these magician priests, aman
whose powers were so astounding that he was worshipped as agod, was cdled K’ tholo of Souchis-
clearly the origin of Lovecraft’s Cthulhu. And according to the traditions, this man lived for half amillion
years, escaped to the continent of South Americaafter the destruction of Mu, and was killed by an
eruption in the Y ucatan peninsula. But even after the catastrophe that almost destroyed the Old Ones,
Mu had remained a united and hedlthy civilisation, under the leadership of K’tholo. Mu wasthe Garden
of Eden of biblical legend, agreat, green, grassy country twice as big as Canada. It had no mountains,
only green, rolling hills, and oneimmense chasm that ran for over five hundred miles acrossits eastern
sde. There was often volcanic activity in the depths of this chasm, and it was worshipped as the home of
the Old Ones. It was aland of giants - birds and animals aswell as men. Great coloured butterflieswith a
wing span of four feet fluttered among the vast trees. Enormous birds aslarge as modern air linerswere
worshipped as symbols of the Old Ones, in coagtd regions, an immense killer whale was dso
worshipped, and in later years, human sacrifices were offered. Elephants and mastodons grew to asize
that rivalled that of the dinosaurs of an earlier age. And in the sky hung an enormous moon, bluey-white
in colour, that counteracted the earth’ s gravity and caused the tremendous growth of dl the living
creatures of Mu. But because they grew so large, the bones of these creatures were lighter than those of
modern man, so that few fossils have survived. Those few lie benesth the Pacific.

| saw dl this, dmost instantaneoudy, and was staring fascinated, when Littleway touched me on the
shoulder and startled me as| had startled him ten minutes earlier.

Neither of us spoke. There was too much to say. But Littleway went to the cupboard, and took out the
basdt figure. He placed it on the table between us, then took his polaroid cameraout of its case and
fitted the flash attachment. Ashedid this, | tried * seeing’ the history of the figurine. It was no use; it was
liketrying to listen to music on the radio during athunderstorm that creates constant crackling and
whining.



Littleway turned off al the lights except adim one at his bedside, and then photographed the figurine.
One minute later, we had the colour photograph in front of us. We placed it on the table and Stared at it.
Therewas strong interference. Littleway said: * Perhapsit’' s coming from thefigureitself.” Welocked the
figurine back in its cupboard, and took the photograph downgtairs. Thistime, there was no interference,
and thefigure reveded its history immediately. And | discovered why our figurine had no inscriptionson
it. It was a sacred figure from the inner temple, the holy of holies, and it was regarded as a portrait of
K’tholo of Souchis. Once again, there was the sense of losing my bearingsin the present, likefaling
adeep with my eyes open, and then the fedling of horror and crudty. As before, this seemed to pass by,
as when an aeroplane emerges from low cloud, and | was again touched with the fedling of purejoy in
contemplating the * Garden of Eden’, the first home of man. But there was a difference; | was now seeing
it from the point of view of akind of god-man whose business wasto rule a gigantic and complex
civilisation, aman who regarded his subjects with akindly contempt, recognising that they were
inexperienced children,

Under K’tholo, Mu reached an unparalleled prosperity - wide, smooth roads running for hundreds of
miles, reaching to every comer of theland, and cities were built on huge level areas of ground covered
with stone dabs, engineered with such precision that there was no room for grass to grow up between
them. K’tholo ingtituted worship of the sun, to counterbal ance the worship of the dark gods, who were
dready haunting men like anightmare.

One of the most interesting and characteristic touches about Mu isthat it was aland of crickets. Because
the climate was mild, and the giant birds were more interested in small rodents than insects, crickets
increased in number until Mu became known as ‘the land of greeting’ - the Mu word for ‘hdlo’
resembling achirp. The people of Mu were born and lived and died to the chirping of crickets. When it
ceased in the depth of winter, they fdt it was an evil omen, and became silent and depressed. One of the
chief quaificationsfor a candidate of the priesthood was the ability to imitate the sound of crickets,
athough crickets were not worshipped in Mul.

But what of the question that interested us most - the cause of the catastrophe that plunged the Old Ones
into deep? Unfortunately, the photograph was smply not good enough to seethat far. It was clear
enough to give usthe outline of the period; but it lacked detail. Obvioudy, we would have to get immense
photographs of the figurine from every possible angle.

And then athought struck me. It seemed absurd, but it seemed worth investigating. Supposing | focused
animagined picture of thefigurine? | could hold and sustain such animagefor aslong as| could darea a
photograph. Time-vison, as| have explained, isacomplex way of intuiting the inner-redlity of an object,
in the way that a handwriting expert can ‘read’ the writer’ s character in his formation of |etters. Now a
photograph of handwriting will tell the graphologist as much asthe origind; it makes no differenceif itisa
good photograph.

Imaginative re-focusing of images may be regarded as a branch of photography. But it is combined with
the complex intuitions of time-vison. It seemed possible that one could practise ‘time-vison’ ona
focused image. It was worth trying anyway. So without saying anything to Littleway, | stared at aspot in
the middle of thetable, and ‘focused’ the basdlt figurine— which | had examined for hoursat atime.
Then, asit suddenly appeared - rather smdler than life-size - | attempted to move into contemplative
objectivity. It wasimpossible; as soon as | stopped focusing, the image vanished, overlapping with the
objectivity for only afraction of asecond enough to give meavery brief and very swift glimpse of long
corridors of time. | focused theimage again. Littleway saw it in the middle of the table, and started. Then
he understood what | was doing, and joined in, also focusing the image. And now, we made one of our
most important and far reaching discoveries. For we discovered that when our minds focused the figurine
in concert, it instantly assumed aredlity so tangible that it looked totaly red. | cannot explain this except
to say that we never redly believe in our own imaginings, deep down insde us, we ‘know’ they are
unred; so afocused imageis never more than agame. But if you join in the focusing of another person’s



image, you are aware before you start that the image has an objective redlity, as apart of the world out
there. This affects some subconscious spring of energy, and the image suddenly solidifies Theimageswe
had been playing with earlier in the day - the green ef and King Kong peering through the window -
werelikevisud illusons, convincing only for amoment. But when our minds combined, thefigurine
ceased to be afocused image, and seemed to appear out of the air, asif it had an objective existence
gpart from our minds. (Anyone who has read Eisenbud' s remarkable book on Ted Serios, the man who
can make photographs appear on a photographic plate by concentrating oh it, will understand the basic
principle of what | am saying.)

But there was another, and even more important stage. Once the image had taken on thisair of total
redlity, it could be sustained at thisleve by ether of the mindsthat originated it. The other mind could
withdraw. For when | said to Littleway: ‘Hold it while| let go,” and then ceased to focusthe image, it
did not dip back toitsearlier level of semi-redity, but remained quite solid. Obvioudy, whatever
unconscious spring in Littleway was providing the energy to sustain it remained convinced of itsredlity,
and continued to provide the necessary *conviction'.

And so | was able to withdraw, and induce a state of contemplative objectivity. And assoon as| did so,
| knew we had succeeded. For the prospects that now opened themselvesto my time-vision were
completely real and sharp. It was asif | had been looking at something through apair of binoculars,
seaing it asdightly blurred; then atouch on the whed suddenly brings everything into clear focus, bringing
out details | had not even suspected, and seeming to present a completely new picture because of its
freshness.

Everything wasredler, bigger. Above al, | was now aware of the detailed history of Mu, from its
beginnings as a continent sucked from under the seaby a moon that hovered over it, (revolving at the
same speed as the earth’ srotation, so that it appeared Sationary), to the gppalling end in alake of fire.
Now | saw not only the endless calm sea of grass, but the terrible catastrophes that had periodicaly
destroyed whole cities. They now stood out very clearly. Animmensetida wave, nearly haf amile high,
struck the southern shore when a comet caused a perturbation in the moon’ s orbit. It swept over cities,
bringing the vast roofless temples crashing down on the sun worshippers, Sveeping away human beings,
cattle, elephants and great bears, and finally depositing its rubble, mixed with seaweed and the carcasses
of giant sharks, nearly two hundred milesinland. Then there were volcanic explosionsthat raised up the
ground like great mole hills and shaking the whole continent. The lavafrom these eruptions could not flow
farinthisflat land, so it often formed akind of great boil that cooled quickly, leaving a strange cone with
terraced sides. There were many of these conesin Mu, and they were regarded as sacred to the Old
Ones.

When the Great Valey opened up like a degp scar dong the eastern sea coast, MU' s largest city, La-ho,
spilled into the guif, and Al itsinhabitants died within minutes from the suffocating sulphur fumes. Thena
river poured into the gulf, turned to steam, and covered the whole of Mu with apal of grey cloud that
remained unbroken for nearly ahundred years.

And in spite of these catastrophes, Mu remained prosperous. Her ships sailed dl over theworld - a
world in which few of the continents we know today existed. Colonies settled on idandsin the Pacific
and in part of the land that is now South America. The disasters were forgotten. Prosperity seemed so
constant that the people deteriorated; they became happy and mediocre. K’tholo found it increasingly
difficult to find youths with the necessary vitdity or intdligenceto aid himin the task of ruling theland. He
decided that his people needed fear and self-disciplineif they were not to become decadent. So he
announced that the Old Oneswere angry, and intended to visit the people with great disasters. Then his
hel persinfected great areas of the country with a plant disease that killed the crops and the grass, so
there were many famines. One of the priests, Korubin, was ordered to create a sect of assassins whose
task was to terrorise the people of Mu. These nswere devotees of Urique, the god of violence
and sudden death, who later became known as Tezcatlipoca. They would kidnap people from their



homes, torture them to desth in ways that are too horrible to describe, and leave the mutilated bodiesin
the main squares of the townsto horrify the citizens. They would often ddliberately choose people who
were popular and much admired, so that the impact of the crime seemed more terrible. They created
such an atmosphere of horror that the character of the Muvians - the people of Mu - changed within a
generation, and K’ tholo soon had plenty of brilliant young candidates for the priesthood. The sect of
assassins continued to flourish, and gtill existed fifty thousand yearslater under anamethat could be
trandated ‘the drowners . Members of this sect trained themsalvesto hold their bresth for severa
minutes a atime. They svam inrivers - and swimming was ways afavourite sport of the Muvians,
sncether continent wasfull of rivers and lakes - and seized swvimmers by the right foot (never the lft),
drowning them, and later weighting the body with astone so that it never cameto the surface. It was
regarded as amortdl offence to seize aswimmer by the left foot, or to weight the body so badly that it
eventudly reappeared. The punishment for thiswasto be skinned dive and then burned.

Most interesting of all was K’tholo himself. He had been high priest when the Old Oneswere still awake,
and they had given him immortaity by causing hisbody cellsto reproduce at arate that made ageing
impaossible. | wondered what sort of aman K’tholo was, and immediately had aclear vison of him. This
man, who engineered the horrible degth of millionsin the name of discipline, had athin, boney face and
shrunken eyes, but looked basicaly kindly. Hewasimmensdly tdl, and walked in a tiff, automatic way,
like arobot. And athough it was one of the most remarkable faces| have ever seen, it was curioudy
impersonal, abstracted. When he was a thousand years old, and knew he was condemned to be
immorta, he strove to project his spirit into outer space, and learned to wander around the solar system
aseadly asaround Mu. He spent only afew minutes of every week on earth, receiving the reports of his
lieutenants. His name inspired such awe that it was often enough to tell an offender that K’ tholo was
angry with him to cause him to die of fright, or go mad.

If I continued to describe the history of Mu, this Memoir would become an encyclopaedia. | have merely
tried to indicate the points that interested me most on that first ‘trip’. (Littleway sustained the image for
over two hours, and | later did the samefor him.)

But obvioudy, the thing that impressed me most was my vison of thefind destruction of Mu. There had
aready been one catastrophe so enormous that it had killed al but afew of the inhabitants and destroyed
al thecities - thiswasthe explosion of the* stationary’ moon. But the final destruction of Mu, Sixty
thousand years|later, was almost the end of the world. It happened when the earth captured another
moon, an erratic fragment of an exploded planet that became the asteroids. The fragment was enormous,
and caused an immense tidal wave in the Northern hemisphere, which never reached Mu. But the earth’s
crust beneath Mu had been thin ever since the previous moon had caused so many volcanic outbursts.
Now the new moon caused another surge of molten rock from the earth’s core. Theresult wasa
tremendous gas explosion in the centre of the continent - Mu was Situated over an enormous ‘gas fault’ -
which was like the explosion of athousand hydrogen bombs. A huge column of blazing gas fourteen miles
wide erupted into the sky, hurling up molten lavaand rocks larger than cathedras. Almost everyonein

Mu died that night. K’ tholo, who expected the catastrophe, was safely in South America by then. By
morning, the great eruption was over, and the centre of Mu sagged into the gulf below. A tida wave now
rushed in from the south and the west, sweeping down the dope towards the great hole that still threw up
sulphur fumes and black smoke. And then the sea swept into the hole. The result was the greatest
explosion the earth has ever known. The seas foamed and boiled, and Mu disappeared, torn and blown
gpart by the explosion. The cloud of black dust became a pdl that eventudly filled the aamosphere of the
world, cutting off al sunlight for many months. A few inhabitants of Mu who lived on mountainousidands
in the Pacific managed to survive the explosion and the subsequent tidal wave, but died horribly of
garvation and burnsfrom the hail of fire that came down from the sky. One idand was completely
obliterated by asingle block of stone. The great dust clouds from the explosion remained in the
atmosphere for millions of years. In the Pleistocene era, drawn together by the gravitationa force of the
faling moon, they caused sudden tremendous changes of climate, abrupt switchesfrom aniceageto an



age of tropical heat, and back again.

And dl of thiswasknown to priests of the cult of K’tholo, who carefully preserved full records of thelr
homeland. The Great History of Mu was among the works destroyed by Diego de Landa.

The basdt figurine was an enormous treasure house of the history of Mu. Subsequently, we learned
enough fromit to fill many volumes. Even now, at thetime of writing, its possibilities have not been fully
explored.

The only matter upon which we continued ignorant was the disaster that overtook the Old Ones. The
tradition was very clear about K’ tholo’ s relation with the Old Ones. He had been their instrument, their
confidant. But the history of Mu seemed to begin with the period when K’ tholo became the high priest
and ruler. Of what happened before that, we had only ahint. That hint lay in the curious phrase ‘the night
of themongters , preserved in Muvian mythology. It was a phrase that had occurred, in adightly different
form, in the Vatican codex (‘the night of the great fear’), and again in the VVoynich manuscript.

| should add that we rushed to our photostat of the V oynich manuscript as soon as | made the discovery
about thefigurine - only to discover that in this case, interference was as strong as ever. And the reason
for thisis plain enough. Writing can be reproduced with great accuracy by ascribe - even traced from
the origind. And dthough it istrue that a copy - no matter how accurate - would not carry the full history
of theorigind, it would, infact, carry agreat deal of it. The Old Ones- or rather, the priests of K’tholo -
had taken care that the interference should aso gpply to copies of written records. (I later discovered the
method by which they did this, but it would occupy a disproportionate space at this point.)

But thiswas amatter of indifference; the written records were unimportant. We now knew that nothing
could hinder usfrom solving the problem, since there must be objects in which we could trace the history
of the pre-K’tholo period. It was merely a question of finding them.

And find them we did - with such ease that my description of it must sound anti-climactic. We found
them the following day in the British Museum, with the help of Robin Jackley. Wetravelled down by
train, leaving ordersthat Barbara and the children were to be met a the station in the evening. We
decided against the car, because it would be absurd to risk everything at this point. But the precaution
was unnecessary; there was no interference. We explained to Jackley that we were looking for the
Celaeno Shards, referred to in the V oynich manuscript. He was so excited by our news about the
trandation of the manuscript that he accepted our story unquestioningly, and took us aong to David
Holzer who, in the absence of Dr Chamers, wasin charge of the cataloguing of South American
antiquities. Holzer, abarrel-chested young man with the face of abulldog and the eye of afanatic, threw
himsdf into the quest with enthusiasm. Carolyi, who was aso present, had some excellent suggestionsto
offer. He was able to point out, for example, that the Celaeno Shards are also mentioned in Ludwig
Prinn’s De Vermis Mysteriis (abook | had aways thought to be an invention of Lovecraft’s), secretly
printed in 1611, the year after Prinn’s execution for sorcery.

Much of the most promising materia was stored in the basement of abuilding in Maet Place, behind the
Museum. Housed in amews that was actualy a part of London University, this department wasa
laboratory for the restoration of antiquities, and its ground floor and basement were used as store-rooms.
And it wasin the basement of this building that we found the two enormous crates of Mayamaterid, al
of it uncatalogued, and one still unopened (although it had been there since 1938). Holzer, Carolyi,
Littleway and mysdlf spent two hours, from 11 am. until one, exploring thisincredible wedth of materid.
Carolyi and Holzer must have wondered at our curious method of examination. If ether of usfound an
item that seemed likely to belong to the pre-K’ tholo period, we would stand side by side and examineit
carefully. And then, putting down the piece and moving avay fromit (to avoid ‘interference’), we would
appear to converse together in low voices: in fact, we were focusing an image of the object. Then, while
one of usheld theimage, the other would exploreit, dlow hismind to intuit its essence.



We could sparelittle timefor this activity, with the other two watching us curioudly, and so we had to
arive a ajudgment fairly quickly. But in every case, we found oursaves facing the same problems as
with the figurine; it had been created and used by priests who had no definite idea of what had happened
during the‘ night of the mongters'.

At one o' clock, Holzer looked at hiswatch and intimated that it wastimeto edt. Littleway immediately
said that we had eaten a huge breakfast and would prefer to continue our search. Holzer was dubious;
after al, we might accidentally break some priceessrdic. But Carolyi removed hisdoubtsby sayingina
tone of mild reproof: Y ou redlise these two are probably the grestest Mayan scholarsin the world?
And so we were |eft alone, surrounded by straw, broken potsherds and corroded arrow-heads. And
then, towards the bottom of the case, | found what we had been looking for. The labdl attached to it said:
‘Ceremonial basin? The doubt was understandable. It was a cylinder made of atacamite, a copper
minera of extraordinary beauty, with feathery, dark green and blue crystds. It was about afoot wide,
and nineinches high. The sides were smooth, polished likeice, but with deep rings scored round the
circumference of the cylinder. The top was hollowed out into a shallow saucer, about fiveinchesin
diameter. Looking down into this saucer was a strange sensation, for the minerd shimmered and glowed.
Although | had never seen anything likeit before, | knew its purpose. It was the equivalent of the
clairvoyant’s crysta ball. The saucer wasfilled with spring water, and placed in aroom where there was
not the dightest stirring of the air, but whereit caught the sunlight from above. (The temples of Mu were
roofless.) And then the luminous, feathery crystal became hypnotic, and visions gppeared in its depths.

| knew something else that produced a stifling sensation, amixture of awe and horror. This crystal had
belonged to Great K’ tholo himsalf. Even now, after four million years, its vibrations were unmistakable.
In spite of interference, its persondity came over very clearly. | should say his personality came over very
clearly.

Littleway had been standing with his back to me, but some psychic link told him | had found what we
were looking for. He turned round and looked down at the blue cylinder. Until one examined it closdly, it
looked commonplace enough. But it carried avibration of tremendous power. And thisis hardly
surprising. K’ thalo was the greatest man who has ever existed; he came closer to being agod than any
other human being. He was the greet archetypa magician. All other legends of great magiciansaredim
memories of K’tholo.

We were both immediately struck by the same redlisation. This man was no demoniacd figure of cruelty.
Even through the interference, we could sense degp humanity, and a sort of ironical humour. It was
amazing to experience thisover such agulf of time. It was asif the thin, hawk-like face with the sunken
eyeswere regarding us from the depths of his crysta cylinder, smiling a some hidden joke.

We suddenly became conscious of time. We both handled the cylinder. We stared into it, fascinated by
the mountain ranges and cloud patternsin its depths. We turned it over, and caressed its smooth surface.
Then we placed it back inits straw, and turned away from it. We both tried to focusitsimage. It was
hopeless; interference was more powerful than we could ever remember. We went outside into the
mews, closing the door behind us, and walked down towards the museum. And finaly, the interference
ceased. We sat on thelow stone wall at the back of the museum, and focused the cylinder between us. It
appeared there, gpparently quite solid. It was evidently also visible to other people, for apassing
pedestrian glanced at it curioudy. Then | dowly withdrew fromiit, leaving Littleway to “hold' it. | felt no
excitement; only adeep cam and deliberation. | felt asif | were present at the last act of some great
drama, playing a predestined part.

| noticed immediately that there was adightly different quaity about my ‘time-vison’ as| sared at the
crysa. It may have been due partly to the unusud definition of the crystd. Our earlier experimentsin
imaginative focusing had produced objects with avery dight lack of clarity. A photograph may be
extremely accurate asfar asit goes, and yet lack certain details. But in the case of the K’tholo crystd, it
was asif my subconscious mind had absorbed every facet of the object, and then reproduced it with an



incredible accuracy.

Secondly, the crystal itsalf had been made for exactly this purpose - for aiding K’ thol o’ s subconscious
mind to liberateits visonary powers. (And incidentaly, it was clear that K’ tholo did not possess
time-vision to the extent that we did; he never sumbled upon the great secret of the prefronta cortex. Or
possibly at that point in evolution, the cortex had smply not devel oped to its present extent.) The result
wasthat it acted as akind of magnifying glassto my own powers of time-vison.

There was adizzying sensation of being sucked into it, of falling down alift-shaft of time. For amoment, |
felt physicaly sick. Then the sheer interest of what | was observing overcame the sickness. For K’tholo's
mind had | €ft its stamp upon the crystd, and to plunge into it was like becoming K’ tholo - atotal 1oss of
my own identity, and an immense feding of liberation.

And then another feeling came upon me - atota, deep, ecstatic loyaty to the Great Old Ones. It was
samply self-evident that they were the most powerful beingsin the solar system, and that they therefore
deserved the greatest devotion, the deepest love. It was the Blakeian principle: ‘ Everything that livesis
Holy, lifeddightsinlife’ And since they were more dive than any other cresture that had ever inhabited
this earth, their claim was absol ute.

But it must also be remembered that, in my identity as K’ tholo, | was completely aware of the nature and
history of the Old Ones. | knew they had waited for millions of yearsto launch themseavesinto the
terrestrid evolutionary process. And so great wastheir sense of purpose that amillion years seemed no
more than amillion days. And finaly, they had crested man.

Therewasno ‘first man’. A whole tribe of gpeswas chosen - astold in the Vatican Codex. The
development of their embryos was arrested, so that the fema es gave birth to wizened, hairless,

undevel oped creatures. At first, the other gpeskilled these freaks. They continued to kill them for along
time, until one day, acrippled, ugly femae refused to destroy her child, and hung around on the edge of
thetribe, an outcast, defending the hairless monstrosity againgt dl attacks.

All this part of the history was not physicaly present to me, for obvioudy, K’tholo knew it only at second
hand. Nevertheless, this account of the beginning of the human race fascinated me more than anything |
had discovered since | developed the power of time-vision. | groped hungrily for every detail stored in
K’tholo’'smemory.

Asthe hairless, maadroit babies continued to be born, the tribe ceased to regard them as abnormdl;
finally, they ceased to fed revulson. Thefirst man-creature had matured into a dobbering, cowardly adult
with ahighly developed sense of salf-preservation, and the cunning that springsfrom it. Thetribe didiked
and mistrusted it; but they came to respect the cunning. And as more and more of the creatures grew up,
and the older apes died, the man-creatures became increasingly vauable to the tribe, for their cowardice
made them excdlent watch-dogs, and their intelligence made them devise interesting methods of
overcoming their enemies.

Thefirg ‘true man’ appeared along time later - perhaps thousands of years. For the aim of the Old Ones
was to produce aman-creature with intelligence enough to fear and respect them. The gpeswere too
stupid to be driven by fear; their fear was an ingtinctive shrinking that was forgotten as soon asits cause
was removed. The Old Ones set out to create a man who would be intelligent enough to remember. And
one day they succeeded in creating aman who wasintelligent and neurotic aswell as cowardly. He
became their first true servant, thefirst of al priests. Through the favour of the Old Ones, he becamethe
leader of thetribe, and ingtilled histerrorsinto the other man-creatures. Gradualy, atribe of gpes
became atribe of men. They were crueller and more savage than apes, but aso more inventive. And they
were murderoudy superdtitious; they sacrificed the healthiest members of the tribe to gppease the Old
Ones. Until findly, it became clear to the Old Onesthat their servants would destroy themsalves unless
something was done. They tried the experiment of direct communication with these creatures, &t first
through the medium of dreams. And even the Old Ones were amazed by the results. It worked beyond



their most sanguine expectations. These vile, savage, moronic dawn-men became civilised overnight. The
Ancient Old Ones had made an interesting discovery: that Man was basicdly ardigiousanimd, a his
best when he feds himself to be doing the will of One Above, or striving for some purpose beyond
himsdf. This creature who was intended to be a crude tool suddenly turned out to be the finest of
precison instruments.

Thefirst of these priests of the Old Oneswas caled Ulgum (Adam?), and he died in a* magnetic
cataclysm’, the exact nature of which was not clear. The second was P atla, and he failed the Old Ones
in some unspecified way, and was destroyed by them (Hubris?). Thethird, Paa, was an experiment in
longevity; the Old Ones had discovered how to cause his own subconscious mind to renew the cells of
his body. Something went wrong, and he died of cancer. The fourth, Kub, was an unqudified failure, for
his sexua urges were so0 strong that he took advantage of his position to possess dl the women inthe
tribe (which now numbered over athousand). He was dso destroyed. The fifth was K’ tholo.

Oneday, | shal writeabiography of K’tholo, and it will run to many volumes. But here| can only
summarise the most important points. This man became the greatest of dl the instruments of the Old
Ones. Asachild, hewas shy and permanently ill. At the age of twelve, he was bitten by a poisonous
Spider, and paralysed in both legs. It was assumed that he would die. By thistime, these first men had
learned to build houses, make fire and cultivate certain crops. Instead of being left to die, K’ tholo was
cared for by histhree brothers and asister. He went into long trances, and in these trances, the Old Ones
spoke to him. His paralysis disappeared; he began to grow at an astounding rate, until he was nearly
twice astdl asthe other men of histribe. (These early men were seldom more than three feet tall.) By
this, they knew he was favoured by the gods and destined to be their king. He was able to tell the hunters
whereto find herds of bison and mammoth, and how to trap them without endangering themsdlves. One
day, hetold his people to abandon their city and move to a place twenty miles awvay. Many of the Elders
refused; they dl died when avolcanic eruption destroyed the city and buried it in lava. After this, K’tholo
was made king, and the earth’ sfirst great age of civilisation began.

What | haverelated so far waslittle more than adim memory in K’tholo’ s mind; even hisown early years
had faded away, as one’s memories of babyhood disappear. But from this point onward, | was able to
seethe history of the Muvian civilisation. And what | saw was so absurd asto be amost beyond belief.
For in their greatest period, the Muvians were very like the men of modem Europe. Their citieswere
immense and well designed, rather on the lines of Stockholm or Copenhagen. They used glassin the
windows, and the window frames were made of metal. The streets had sidewalks and shallow gutters,
and a system of underground drainage. They knew the principles of hydraulics, and used steam for raising
heavy loads, athough their engineering skill was not great enough to make internal combustion engines
possible. They were expert gardeners, and their cities contained immense parks and public gardensfull of
flowers and shrubs. They had a high degree of medica skill - adoctor was automatically raised to the
nobility - and education was a public responsbility. The temple of K’tholo sood on an artificia mount
outsde the capitd city, Haidan Kolas (‘ Degp Green Place’). Standing on the highest point of thistemple,
K’tholo could look down on ascene that might have been anillustration of H. G. Wells's Modem
Utopia. The city stretched for nearly ten miles, with immense broad avenues. Inits centre was alarge
and deep lake, into which ran ariver asbroad as the Thames or the Hudson, and severd candls, which
ran asfar asthe eye could see into the countryside. The city was built of a golden coloured sandstone.
Unlike our modern cities, it had no dums, and no outskirts. The great streets and squares Smply stopped
where the countryside began. In the centre of most of the public squares, there were huge piles of cut
logs, sometimesfifty feet high. These were there for the citizensto help themselvesto; in Mu, fud was
free. (The climate of the mid-Pliocene tended to coolness, rather asin modern Europe.) All these nestly
cut logs had been pedled of their bark; the Old Ones had decreed that it was unlawful to burn wood with
the bark ill oniit.

With the aid of crystals similar to the one | was now looking at, the priests of K’tholo could see what
was going onin any part of Mu. The consequence was that there was no crime in Mu; no dishonesty of



any sort. The degree of salf-discipline among the citizenswas high, for the smple reason that the Old
Ones promptly destroyed anyone who lacked it. A man who lost his temper was likely to disappear into
thin air before he had finished swearing.

It may sound asif the civilisation of Mu was a super-tyranny. In fact, the harmony between the people
and the Old Oneswas so greet that there was no sense of strain. Discipline was high, so boredom was
unknown. Since discipline was high, the whole civilisation had a constant sense of forward drivethat in
turn led to an exceptionaly high leve of vitdity. Disease was dmost unknown, and men frequently lived
to be more than two hundred.

K’tholo himsdlf wasthe lynchpin of thiscivilisation. He was the one man who knew exactly what the Old
Oneswere aiming at. He understood their purposes; he understood why they had created men. He
understood their need to establish some kind of solid foundation for their power. Y ou cannot jump
without solid ground under your feet. The Old Oneswere al power; they could uproot forests and rend
mountains, but they had no real control over their power. Through men, they began to achieve control.
And when Mu was at the height of its power, the Old Ones and their servants were so completely in
harmony that there seemed to be no distinction between them. Men had ceased to be the tools of the Old
Ones, and becometheir limbs.

This concept isamost impossible to grasp, since human beings are o used to their sense of identity and
of alone-ness. Each manisanidand. But it must be remembered that in abasic sense, the Old Ones
were not ‘plurd’; they were more like asingle being. And asthey learned to express themsdves through
human beings, it was exactly like acquiring hands and feet. And they were acquiring more than hands and
feet. They were acquiring self-consciousness. Man was amirror in which the Old Ones could see their
faces - or rather, their Face.

But here was where the trouble began. Man was the perfect servant; but he was fundamentally separate.
Each individua stood aone, even though he felt identified with the Old Ones. Asthe Old Ones used him,
man evolved at atremendous rate. He never wasted histime on boredom, on lack of direction, on
sdf-divison. Imagine the strength and purity of purpose of the greatest saints; and then imaginea
civilisation in which every human being possessed such drive and purpose.

The speed of man’s evolution troubled the Old Ones. Their own rate of evolution was dower - athough
even S0, they had evolved more since the creation of Man than in the past fifty million years. And they
cameto an incredible decision. Instead of using man asatool, they would attempt to make atool of
matter itsalf, making use of the knowledge they had gained since the creetion of Man. The Old Ones
made themsel ves bodies. They were crude compared to the bodies of human beings, but they served
well enough. Their inner structure was Smple; they were little more than hegps of grey protoplasm.

K’ tholo was one of the few men who ever saw their underground cities - the Old Ones built
underground, because they knew that man would eventually penetrate to every corner of the earth. And
what impressed me most when | ‘saw’ these cities was the accuracy of Lovecraft’ stime-vision. For he
had described them very much asthey were - and asthey ill exist, miles below the surface of the earth.
These citieswere built of immense stone blocks - Lovecraft speaks of them as* cyclopean’. It was easier
for the Old Onesto handle huge blocks than small ones, so their buildings were sometimesamile high.
They themsalves assumed aroughly conical shape, so that they looked like great cones of wet grey
leather. They moved on the base of these cones, which expanded and contracted in the manner of adug
or alimpet. Consequently, there were no gairsin ther cities, only huge inclined planes. Thetop of the
cone was fringed with tentacles, and above the tentacles there was a sengitive area that served as an eye.
It could be said that the whole top of the cone was one enormous eye, looking perpetualy in all
directions. The Old Ones themsalves were usudly more than a hundred feet tall when they first assumed
these ‘bodies’, for they preferred to handle huge bodies just as they preferred to handle huge building
blocks. Later on, it became asign of evolution to reduce the size of the body, and they competed in
becoming smaler and smdler.



They were amazed by the success of their experiment. It was a constant effort to control the tight mass of
moleculesthat formed their bodies; but the greater their concentration, the greater the degree of
self-consciousness they were able to achieve. And with salf-consciousness came the ability to focustheir
powers. They possessed an ability to focus that went far beyond the degree achieved by Littleway and
mysdlf. One of these creatures could move amillion ton building block by asingle effort of will, or project
an idea as complex asamodern city, so that it became visible to the other cones. There was no problem
about creating the immense underground spaces required for their cities. A few seconds of fierce
concentration could direct abeam of will that dissolved earth as aflame turnswater into steam. These
tremendous underground explosions occasionaly caused some of the earthquakes that destroyed parts of
Mu.

Their chief city was some two miles below the desert in what is now Australia (whose northern coast was
less than three hundred miles from the southern coast of Mu). It was nameless, and larger than London
and greater Los Angeles combined. It was aso - asfar as human eyes went - in complete darkness, for
the OId Ones projected energieslike abat’ sradar, and had no need of light. It differed from the cities of
Mu in being more chaotic. Because of their tremendous latent powers, the Old Ones lacked patience for
the niceties of architecturd symmetry. But the lack of symmetry made the city dl the moreimpressive -
hundreds of square miles of giant eyeless blocks, rectangular, cubical, hexagond, triangular - the Old
Ones borrowed many of the naturd formsof crystas.

K’tholo saw this city, by means of a phosphorescent light projected by the Old Onesfor his benefit. Its
image remained as clear and sharp as a photograph - | could createit now in al itsdetail. And perhaps
the most impressive thing about that monstrous underground city was the walls that surrounded it, great
walls of rock that towered athousand feet above the city. (The place had been chosen because it was
virtualy agiant dab of igneous rock, over ahundred mileslong and more than six milesthick inits
centre.) For the Old Ones had decided to learn to write - they grasped the tremendous evol utionary

va ue of writing long before men did - and they needed large pages on which to practise. These great
wallsweretheir writing tablets, and they were covered with immense symboals, forty feet high, and
blasted out of the rock by abeam of pure energy that atomised the solid granite. When one of them
made amistake, he smply wiped his date clean by blasting another ten feet off the whole rock face. And
o immense were thelr energiesthat it was easier for them to do thisthan to use the beam of energy asa
In spite of their crudity, their underground cities were the greatest achievement that has ever appeared on
the earth. It isimpossible for ahuman being to grasp the discipline that went into creeting them; the task
of engraving the Lord’ s Prayer on apinhead is nothing compared to it. The Old Ones had no reason to
be jedous of the civilisation of human beings, for their own efforts were god-like. They deserved to
become lords of the solar system.

And then what happened? | aready knew the answer to this question, even before | turned my attention
to the ‘night of the mongters . They advanced too quickly - even though the building of thelr city took
them ten thousand years. They actually learned to record their knowledge in books - great stone tablets
held together by indestructible metal bands: iron compressed so tight that a cubic inch weighed aton.
They explored the mechanical secrets of thisworld of dead matter, and learned to useitslawsfor their
own benefit. They made the amazing discovery that matter does not need to be coerced by brute force,
that once itslaws are understood, it becomes compliant and obedient.

And s0 the next step was obvious: to learn al the laws of the universe, to become super-scientists.

And there came their downfdl. They had overlooked one absurd point. Asthe conscious mind learned to
project its visons of reason and order, the vast energies of the subconscious writhed in their prison, and
projected visons of chaos.

At firgt, no one understood what was happening. One day, atremendous explosion rocked the city. The



building housing the centrd library was completely destroyed. At first they wereinclined to believe that
some strange hostile agency - perhaps beings from another planet - was at work. Gradually, it dawned
on them that one of their own number had done this. And everyone was gripped with atremendous sense
of shock. For they suddenly realised the consequences of their evolution into separateness. In their early
daysof ‘unity’, thiswould have been impossible.

What was worse, twenty of the Old Ones had been destroyed in the explosion of the library, hurled back
into non-existence. In their earlier daysthey had been indestructible. Now they could be killed.

A deep and terrible doubt possessed them. Had it al been amistake? The road of evolution had seemed
long and straight. Suddenly, it looked like atrap.

And who had destroyed the library? Every one of them opened his mind to the examination of the others.
And every one was innocent. And then they began to understand. Whoever had done it wastotaly
unaware that he had done it. Some monster from the subconscious mind had taken advantage of hisdeep
- for the Old Ones now dept after long periods of concentration - to strike this blow for chaos.

As| watched dl this, | saw the solution. They were ssmply trying to evolvetoo fast. It wasliketrying to
train awolf to become a sheep dog. It was not an impossible task, but it needed to be done with great
deliberation. They wererushing it. All they needed to do wasto dow down, perhaps even to retreat a
step or two. Even K’ tholo could have told them this, if they had explained the Situation to him. But they
wereterrified; it seemed that an abyss had opened underneath them, and they shrank back. And the
Night of the Monsters began.

It was not an ordinary night of twelve hours or so. It went on for several weeks, and it spread to al of
their cities. When K’ tholo spoke later of the Night of the Monsters, he meant the blackness of their
underground cities.

The outrages became more frequent - the great walls defaced, whole areas destroyed. Asthe fear
increased, so did the sense of claustrophobia; and the unconscious desire to destroy everything and start
afresh increased. A few of them even understood this, and killed themselves rather than endanger all they
had crested. But it made no difference.

And then, like adam bursting, it happened. Monstrous forces ripped the cities gpart. Sometimes they had
forms - the form of nightmares - monstrous red things, hundreds of feet high, with faces like human
beings, great white worms, avortex in the shape of an octopusinto which things vanished without leaving
atrace. Total madnessreigned. The surface of the earth was convulsed. All Mu would have been
destroyed if it had not been for K’ tholo, who used dl his powersto set up immense counter-forcesto
protect the continent. During the Night of the Mongters, K’ tholo remained the only sane man on the
surface of the earth, observing thefal of his Masters, determined that human beings should not sharein
that fal. He watched the Old Ones disintegrate under the terror and dip into non-existence. He saw
some of them become insane from the effort of trying to break down the barriers between the conscious
mind and the forces that were destroying them. He saw the destruction of Haidan Kolas, struck by a
shock wave that crumpled the ground like a sheet of paper, and then spilled its fragmentsinto agreat
void. (Thiswasthe immense chasm that opened up down the western side of Mu.) He expected hisown
destruction from minute to minute - for he was surely a symbol of the subconscious fears of the Old
Ones?

And then, quite abruptly, there was silence. At first, he thought they had al been destroyed. Then he
understood. They had taken the only possible course to preserve some fragment of their achievement.
Just asagrest fire may be prevented from spreading by desiroying everything thet liesin its path, so this
madness had been prevented from spreading by aform of salf-destruction. What the Old Ones had done
was the equivaent of knocking themselves out. They did thissmply by alowing an uncontrolled
explosion of the psychic energy they had learned to control — an explosion within the mind. They were
hurled back into unconsciousness - but not into degth.



The convulsions of the earth gradually ceased. The winds dropped; the sea became agreat mirror
reflecting the sunlight. And K’ tholo looked at the broken ruins of the civilisation of Mu, and the few
thousand survivors, till half insane with fear, and knew that he had won.

The Old Ones would awaken one day. Meanwhile, he would keep the faith. He kept it for haf amillion
years...

| came out of my trance abruptly. Littleway had alowed the crysta to dissolve, since dl hiseffort to
attract my attention had failed. For amoment, | failed to recognise him, or to understand where| was. |
was K’ tholo, waking from adeep of four million years. | opened my eyes, and looked, around at this
civilisation of great buildings- the British Museum and London University - so likethe civilisation of Mu,
and | fdt asense of enormous loss. What had these human beings achieved in five million years? Almost
nothing. A few technica triumphs, acertain mastery over nature. But they were still pygmies.

And then | knew, with complete certainty, what we had to do. All misgivings had disappeared. Ever
snce Littleway and | had taken the great step and become thefirst truly human creatures on the face of
the earth, we had experienced complete freedom from the human fear of mortdity. And this sense of
having hundreds of yearsin which to develop made usfed that there were no immediate problems: time
was on our Side. Perhagps we would initiate afew carefully chosen colleaguesinto our secret, perhaps
not.

Thetruthis timeisnot on our Sde. They have dept for five million years. They cannot deep for much
longer. One day they will wake up - either tomorrow, or in twenty years, or in five hundred years. But it
will happen.

But we are awake. And we can choose what they find when they wake up. In five million years, man has
changed very little from the servant the Old Ones created. He has invented his gods and built his
civilisations; but he has remained essentialy a servant. Heis not comfortable without amaster. That is
why he has had so many gods - and so many tyrants. In my teens, | remember being impressed by a
history of Ivan the Terrible. It described how Ivan, after committing the most gppalling atrocities
throughout along reign, decided to abdicate, and left his court one morning. One might have expected his
people to heave asigh of rdief and bolt the door of the palace. On the contrary, they presented
themsalves a hisretreat in sack-cloth and ashes and begged him to return on any terms.

| had never quite understood that story. But now | understood. Man isincorrigibly adave. Andif he
waitsfor long enough, he will have aMaster again. And the choiceisentirdly in hishands. He can
become adave again. Or he can confront the Old OnesasaMaster.

But thereisonething | must point out. The Old Oneswill not make the same mistake twice. Thistime,
therewill be no Night of the Mongters. They will evolve dowly, and they will become the dominant
speciesin the solar system. When that happens, they will fed grateful towards man, of course- asmanis
grateful towards the horses and dogs that have enabled him to build civilisation, and towards the cattle
that have provided the labour for tilling the ground. But this has not stopped him from eating the cattle
and alowing the dray horsesto drift towards extinction. Why should an evolving speciesfed sympathy
for itsless successful competitors? The Old Oneswill not destroy man. They will smply dlow him to
gtagnate until he suffersthe price of stagnation: desth.

The dternativeis clear enough. The Old Ones must awake to find asociety of Masters, with whom they
can collaborate on equa terms. What is more, they must be awakened by these Masters. For nothing
ismore clear to me than that man will soon need the Old Ones as much as they once needed him. While
the new stage in evolution is restricted to people like mysdlf and Littleway, there will be no difficulty; we
ghall deal with problems asthey arise. But we shall be avery small portion of the human race. The
greater portion of the human race consists of people like Zachariah Longstreet and Honor Welss -



people who will shrink from the great step to inner freedom. There will be far too many of these people

to be hel ped by the minority who are ready to make the legp. Only the Old Ones can solve the problem.
They can provide the vas mgority of Longstreets with the kind of subtle guidance that they provided for
the people of Mu.

When | explained dl thisto Littleway, aswe travelled back Langton Place, he asked me the obvious
question: why bother with the mgority of the human race? If they are not ready for the next stepin
evolution, then why not concentrate on those who are?

Becausethereisalaw that saysthat evolving species cannot be destroyed. If the whole human raceis
directed towards the same objective, it can bein no danger. | have no illusions about my own
indestructibility; my memory of what happened in the library in Philadel phiaistoo clear. The power that
we amost awakened might snuff me out as casudly - and accidentally - as an earthquake killsaflea. And
it might snuff out another thousand like me. But it would not destroy two billion creatures, spread over
the whole surface of the earth.

There was no need to argue this point with Littleway. Before we were back in Lelcester, he had dso
experienced the Night of the Monsters. We recreated the crystal cylinder of K’tholo onthetrain, and |
focused it while he explored. | watched hisface become grey and till, and his eyes ceased to focus as
they turned inward. When we left thetrain at Leicester, he was dazed and silent. | knew he understood.

When | garted this memoir, over two years ago, | had no idea of how it would end. And yet | now
believe that, in some obscure sense, | knew al thetime. There are strange forces at work here, and they
are unconnected with man aswell aswith the Old Ones. | can sensetheir nature, although | could not
expressit in language. If the Old Ones were once an impal pable force that learned to manipulate man as
an instrument, isit not possible that there are other forces for whom the Old Ones were aso tools?

It isman’ s destiny to be immortal. For five million years, he has managed to sde-step the issue. Now the
choice hasto be made. And to me, it seems absurd. Who could possibly prefer being adeep to being
awake, especialy on aspring morning? And yet there are many men who open one eye, scowl a the
sunlight, and pull the blankets over their heads. Seep seemsinfinitely desirable to the deeper.

Let me put thisin the clearest way possible. Man should possess an infinite gppetite for life. It should be
sdf-evident to him, dl thetime- that lifeis superb, glorious, endlesdy rich and infinitely desirable. At
present, because heisin amidway position between the brute and the truly human, heis dways getting
bored, depressed and weary of life. He has become so top-heavy with civilisation that he cannot contact
hissprings of pure vitdlity.

Control of the prefrontal cortex will change al this. He will cease to cast nostagic glances towards the
womb, for hewill redlise that desth is no escape. Man isa creature of life and the daylight; hisdestiny lies
intota objectivity.

By the time this memoir is published, there will be more of us- adozen at least. And we shall take care
to provide proof of al my assertions. Neumann aloy is not difficult to manufacture; before the end of this
century, there could be amillion of us.

My wife Barbara has been typing this memoir from my tape transcription, and we have observed an
interesting thing. Her prefrontal cortex isbeginning to work of itsef. The knowledge thet thisthing is
possible, and the constant encouragement of mysdlf and Littleway, has apparently awakened in her the
hidden evolutionary drives. And | suspect they may be transmitted directly to the child that isdue to
arivein afew weeks. If | am right, the whole problem may be immensdy smplified. Power over the
prefronta cortex would be transmitted by heredity, and it would only be amatter of time before the
whole human race had devel oped that power.



That word ‘time’ causes amomentary contraction of the heart. For what if They wake up too soon...?

TheEnd



